







BKADBUBY, & CO* L»,, PRIN'TCaa, 

l*OWI»ON AK» TONBBilXE*. 




Mr. Punch {speaking/ continuously)* 


Madame la Kedublique {mute)* 


Scene — The terrace at Monte Carlo* 

Mr. ;«W. gi«.ua, M.j.vmc, «..<! th« »«»l .p.t »» tor the .orious iut.roh.ug. of 

A p,., to uorrou. vr»t™tiou ,ou ^ L.l rMpit. 

":of:rti::y g^^ ^ 

contrives to elude— “ metaque fervidis evitata roUs, to cite y 
both. Alims, soyons mimes ; which means that I will do the talking. 

Ob...;, th. hu. .W..P of hl«. b.tor. u. tr». M«.«o h, O.p M.rti„. Thi. i. th. ..m. s»-h.r. .b.« ft. 

stillness IS broken only by tL paltry detonations o£ the tir aus> ^,£yem.s-which we lately proposed to J 

, , A mu„ t is past Madame ; frank words liave been spoken on oiir side and good sense has 

”*"f ““ B t uorit m. oL Ir. « tulk to you Ilk. . f.tb.r, W, .r. u.t . pinouthiou, « »»• 

— : »ough^^ .b.U bfo^uud p..^.... «.k. bioed. Iti. ou.ofyo. 

te^itioual f.ll.<a..-.«.h tkut wW* »*“»“* “■* *” 

that France possesses the monopoly of honour. We too keep a little at need. 

And dpropos, there are just now some certain smutches-pardon me-on your escutcheon, unworthy of a gallant 
.rury M.k.‘ ol»u, ..k. o.»u. .b.t^r or u.t you 

Anv evil confessed and purged is better than a secret shame. And, believe me, i is P J 

to think, th.t our ionru.1. buy. «.g«i upon you th. difficult obol» of .rpiuBon. A naMou of ffirop-kccpw you 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Decbmbek 31, 1898. 


will; but we have an old fancy for fair dealing ; and we look for it in our neighbours as ourselves. So let the Judgment 
of Paris, as we weeks ago, be wise to recognise the claims of justice, in the person of Pallas Athene ; since 

“ Because right is right, to follow right 
Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence.” 

Give the award where it is due : — 

“ 0 Paris, 

Give it to Pallas I ” 

You will, I know. 

And, for Heaven’s sake, Madame, purify that Press of yours, so corrupt by habit, so ignorant by choice. It has 
done more than fifty Waterloos or a hundred Fashodas to poison the hearts of your people and pervert them from the 
knowledge of their natural friends. 

So may the way lie clear and clean before you that leads to that century’s close which is to summon half the 
world to witness your triumph in the Arts of Peace. A la honm heure I And there is none, you must believe, who will 
rejoice in that triumph with more sincerity than your humble servant. 

In proof, I beg you to accept a token of that profound esteem and atfectiou which, through all misleading signs, 
I hold for you. Do me the honour to glance within, and you will find straight words, that may seem to savour of 
offence : trust me, Madame, straight words make quickliest for a better under.stau<ling. 

My man, Toby, will deliver this tribute with all the speed and decorum of wdiicli he is capable : for he shall know 
that he bears no less a freight than my 

Piunbtttr anb Jiftecntlj Uohrmc! 
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THE mulehittm: hp to date. 

[‘‘The llev. Mr. BAXTKXt declares that religious 
newspapers will require to be published as much as 
ever during the millenium.”— Deti/y iVtfW.] 

I WONDEKED when I read it, 

And doubted if ^twere true, 

But Mr. B-XT-it said it, 

And Mr. B-xt-e knew. 

And so, with mixed emotions, 

I set to work and hum- 
bly altered all my notiojos 
Of the millenium. 

No longer in the City 

Men read the Star at lunch, 

They looked with hypercriti- 
cal eyes on Mr, launch. 

They cared not for the Lincoln, 
Ascot unheeded sped ; 

Neglected lay the IHnk 'un, 

The Sportsman lay unz^ead. 

The bookstalls at the stations { 
Were thronged with men who bent 
O’er pious publications i 

With solemn looks intent. 

From Monday round to Monday, 
Still faster sold the stock 
Of Christian Herald, Sunday 
At Home, Church Times and Bock, 

The newsboys, little sinners. 
Repentant now, were seen, 

♦ No longer bawling ‘‘ Winners 1 ” 

But Farish Magazine! 

1 wondered when I read it, 

And doubted if ’twere true, 

But Mr. B-xt-r said it, 

And Mr. B-xt-e knew. 



Shakspeare on Mr. John Hare in the 
Part oe Mr, OoLi>mNon. 

“ What ‘ a pair of spectacles ’ is here ! ” 
Troilus and Crmida, Act IV., Sc. 4. 


A BALLADE OF CONCEALED ART* | 
Ne vulgo narres te sudavi sse ferendo carmiria. 

When you Ve pruned its edges frayed, 
Sifted chaff from wheat, 

And your sonnet now ia made 
Tolerably neat j i 

Since the task is now complete, 

Though on thorny path 
Stumbled Pegasus’s feet, 

Tell it not in Gath. 

Of encydopsedias laid 
Piled around your seat ; 

How you spurred your sorry jade 
To a well-feigned heat, 

Wasted paper— sheet on sheet, 

Ink — ^to fill a bath, 

With a manifold defeat — 

Tell it not in Gath. 

But your poem, with pride displayed 
Flowingly repeat, 

Sc shall Daphne, artless maid, | 

You with plaudits greet ; 

Though your monumental feat 
Plaster be and lath, 

And your coin but counterfeit — 

TeU it not in Gath. 

JSnvoy, 

Funch, to whom we own the cl i eat, 

Spare your ri^teous wrath ! 

Don^t proclaim it in the street. 

Tell it not in Gath. 

A Financial Axjthoeity badi.y wanted. 
— The man who can say ** Bogus*' to the 
Investing Goose. 


VOL» oxv, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Do you want a change from analytical novels and solutions 
of life-problems? If you do, take the Baron’s advice, ask for 
Anna Kathakinb Green’s Lost Manh Lam (Putnam and Sons), 
and “ see that you get it.” When you have got it, choose a quiet 
time, say a couple of hours to yourself, just before bye-bye, 
if your nerves are in the very best condition ; select a com- 
fortable corner, a shaded bright light, while the rest of the 
room is in darkness, and then and there the Baron leaves you to 
thoroughly enjoy one of the pleasantest, creepiest stones, in ■Wie 
crime-and*d,etective line, he has come across for some considerable 
time. The secret is well kept up to the end, and the most ex- 
perienced of detective -minded readers will not find it the easiest 
thing in the world to get on the right track. 

“Bliss, Sands <fe Co.” are the publishers of Mr. J. Ashby- 
Stbrry’s latest up-to-datest story. A publishing firm rejoicing 
(and can they do anything else except rejoice ?) in such a title 
ought to deal only with holiday literature, treating exclusively or 
the delights of the sea-sido, of the pleasures of piers, of paddling, 
of building castles of sixnd, of digging holes, of lazing about 
doing nothing and assisting others iu all the va-neties ot that 
particularly pleasant occupation. ‘ BLisa,^ Sands <» Oo. I 
Wisely did Mr. Ashby-Sterry, the Lajsiest Minstrel th^ ever in- 
dolently twanged the lyre and filled the hearts of the Petticoats 
with delight, wisely did he select this Blissful firm as the chaperons 
of his Naughty Girl, who, of course, must be as “Nice ” as she is 
“ Naughty,” But is she so very “ naughty ” ? The reader must 
answer the question. The critic who has formed his idea of 
“ naughtiness ” from ft George-Mooreish novel, will most likely 
acquit Miss Beryl of the charge. 

** * Jack ^ ’ »*aid Beryl, 

** ^ Beryl ! ’ said Jack. 

** And then the train went into a tunnel.” 

That is a quotation. Doesn’t it wh^ your apatite ? mat 
happened? Where was the tunnel? Was it on the L. C. & D. 
line, just nmning into Ramsgate and issuing sur la pl(^es ir 
so, tliink of the publishers again, and there you have the sum- 
ming up, “Bliss!” and in less than two minutes (ah, how all 
too brief is such happiness !) they are in the broad daylight in 
full view of “ Sands <fe Co.” 1 Success to Arhby-Sterry-o -type 1 
Bays his faithful admirer, The Baron de B.-W . 


A TIP FOR THE TRIPPER. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I see that you have been giving ad^ce 
“how to enjoy a short trip” in this (now) delightful weather. 
Let me give you my experience. The other day I had one or 
the pleasantest jaunts in my life. I will give yo^i from^^my 
note-book as jotted down in what may be termed Jinglese. 

Started after breakfast. Absurdly cheap return ticket ; good 
for the entire season. No hurry. In first-okss carnage. 
Pretty scenery. Kent beautiful. Smart run ^f ^ hour to 
Gravesend. No idea so much country en route. Train re^es 
pier. Steamboat in attendance. Not too crowd^. MMt_ re- 
spectable company. Fathers, mothers, and famfiies. Lmment 
band. Good luncheon. Best part of the lower Thames. Even 
Southend picturesque. Short sea trip, then river again, yl^- 
ton charming. Harwich handsome. Felixstowe felicitous. Allite- 
ration suggestive of special articles of daily papp^* After 1? eax- 
stowe the gem of the journey. An hours delightful passage 
between banks of green turf and forest trees. Here ana tnere a 
glimpse of ivy-covered towers. Country seats in the distan^ 
most impressive. Tea and shrimps. Return to deck ; pretty 
scenery continued. And at 5.20, Ipswich I . . r i. 

There, Mr. Bunch- Take my advice ; you can ring the changes 
on the Belle Boats, where you need not feel ashamed to be 

Caught Tapping. 

“So Rhodes is *a left-hand bowler of quite uncommra 
ability ! ’ ” quoted the old lady, as she read her SUndard. He 
plays fox Yorkshire.’ Well, it is very clever of him, but I always i 
thought he would have to do something fresh for a Imng, atter 
that Jameson Raid failed.” 

Our friend Wagstaefe has recently been suffering ^om a ^re 
throat. He was advised to- paint it with iodine. v\ag replied 
that he was not an artist, and even if he were, he w^nt a Dutch 
artist, and was therefore unable even to attempt painting a 
“ Phlegmish Interior. ” 

“The Guild of Binders.” — Surely all the clergy licensed to 
join persons in holy matrimony ought, coj officio, to be members 
of this guild. They ’re bound to be. 





TRIALS OF THOMAS. 

A SotrvBNiR or thb Prbss Bazaar. 

[Th. MM meld, Strcmd Maaozim ^nd Comtry lifi had fancy leathex good, .ad Pmian kitten, j 


OPEEATIO NOTES. 


How any one gifted even in the slightest degree with dramatic 
and artistic instincts could conscientiously appear as the heroine 
, of La Traviata in a variety of costumes of the f 

nineteenth century while all the other pnncipals, 
are attired as ladies and gentlemen of the time 
' Second, is just one of tho^ thi^ngs on the 
‘^no lellow can understand.’ It -is intelligible that the male 
Oper'^iic choristers would not shine in suits of reach-me-do\^ 
sables provided by the costumier as 
low-cut ball-dresses, the giddy young things of the 
side ” would not appear to the best advantage, 
may be a satisf^ictory explanation of the fact that ^.he 0]^ra is 
not played in modem costume. But that Ma<^me Melba, bav- 
ins bt'on made aware of this fact by the Operatic sta^e manager, 

I shoulil still cling tO' her modem fashionable attire, is J^pompre- 
hensible. If the stage manager did not inform her ot it, then 
she must have been considerably surprised on finding her aeii in 
modern dress alone among the remnants of the smeenth century, 

1 According to this, Madame Melba might play Neddfx m Faghacci, 
dressed as a fashionable London lady or ^ a Pansienne *, and on 
' another occasion, Jean de Reszke, folloTnng suit, inigtit play 
Eomco in such a costume as he would don for a London gawen- 
I party, all the other characters being in Veronese costumes, Man- 
tua-made, of the fourteenth century. But why complain? An edu- 
cated audience, representing most of the rank and fashion, and 
some of the talent, will put up with any absurdity on the Operatic 
I stage, without uttering so much as a single ill-bred plebeian mur- 
mur. Sotto voce, and to one another, they smile ; but protest I not 
‘ a hit of it. The effect of Madame Melba, singmg penectly as 
Violetta, appearing in nineteenth-century costumes (beautiful 
too !) among the sixteenth-century ladies and gentl^en, is as 
absurd as if~Sir Henry Irving were to play Bamlei m a smt or 
sables of this present date, with craped Hopper and black 
gloves to match, while all the other actors were attired in costump 
worn by the rank and fashion of Denmark at the period generally 
* assigned to the action. M. Bonnard is a very nice little Alf mio, 
poor young man! All doing excellently well, including Signor 


Mancinei.1.1, who bnngs out a now OjK>ra ^ wlftht’ H«*ro ' 

and Tender, a little thing of hi.s own. In 

is a Heroine. Ij’andnr, the claasicid f X’wi- 1 

sunnose is to be Signor Sai.ezza. Suco'M to th<" merry Man< i 
nfSli, and may his Opera, Loander-like, 
un-Leander-like, not become one of the hubmcrKici. 


AT HENLEY AS IT IS. 

(dr.V Ihmc U aUoil Minimus,) 

There used to be buttercups once on these meadi. 

There usckI to be reeds by the bank, 

But now these mime mea<!ow8 have not even wee<is, 

And the water ’s decidedly rank. 

The paAStures are crowde<l wuth mannerless showa, 

And the river with refuse* i» blocked ; 

There isn’t a corner for quiet repose, 

While the nose is most constantly Bliocked! 

The houseboats and tents may with nrh colour gUiw, 

And the course be more bright than bt‘for»s 
But there isn’t the thought for the nion who will row, 

As there w’as in the brave days of yore . 

How WiLLAN and Wahre arui stout ‘nIohnnt Moss 
Must recurrt'ncc of past tinw rc-wish, i 

And the sight be to th<>ra and to rowing a loss, 

But 1 only can think of the FiHh , , , 

Who are tioiaoned by garbagt* and bloated with too<i, 

And oppress^! with the bottles oVrthrown! 

My sentiments, though by the Many pooh-poohed, 

'By the Few w ill bo met with a moan ! 

Eesctb of Hampsteap Heath. — Braw, Mr. Tkomae .1. 
Barratt! You’ll bo Bnrratt-Knigbted before you ’re much 
Sder! He has secured for £38,500 ‘-all that property” known 
as Golder’s Hill, in order to make of it a sweet pr<‘sem to suit the 
public taste, and thus to “rescue the ehamung Undscaj..; pic- 
ture from speculative builders of hideous flubs. A commit tet , 
umk-r the presidency of .8ir Hrskv H.sbbrn, has come to his 
aid. Good: Herr Pres’dimt. /fuleii /i'c/if. 
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THE SOCIAIi WHIKL. 

{By On^who it i/niji*) 

^*™^lle°fonowing bright and ‘‘snappy ” little paragt^p^ I mTO 

been specially written for Mr. Punch by a 

that she moves in the most select circles, and that 

of her information may be absolutely depended 

cannot say that he has the honour of ^mg acquainted jnth any 

of the personages whose dresses and doings nw ao mindly re 

rorded but possibly some of his readers may be more f^unate, 

Td ev^ if tC arl not, they wiU he is sure peruse this social 
chronicle with no less interest on that account. 

In knows seems to make a point of congreg^mg 

in mstS>ume Grove these fine Summer monungs. _ Last Mon- 
dov there were anv number of pretty and distinguish^ ^ople 
to bo seen There, little Mrs. FEOGSWBLt. (who is so often taken 
for the Honorable Mrs. Mookow) was looking very sweet and 
di^inpiSlT a plaid blouse with a collar of machine-i^e 
l^e and a “ picture-hat.” Mrs. Pipkin was walking about with 
TvS Bhass-Pott, and Mrs. STtroKOB-PnnLK, m a cwtnme of 
brick-red faced with cream, and a bent hat 
aminine a “line” of marvellously cheap gloves in Mr. bTEM 
CHFK’s^shop window. Then Mrs. Gottemon, quite 
Sicst TTmen there, wore bright 

a sash of pink tulle and a mauvei toque. ^ Mra. Bblw^tcte, 
looW rLal in a ruby velvet hat and an ermine cloak^ chaperoned 

in a little muslm-sprijre;ed frock, 
tmieh hefrilled which, though perhaps a little short, looked par- 

silk with drab linen collar and cuffs; Captain copna, looiiu^ 
the’ picture of ^ajth (jlj ® all in green 

Mrs. ^‘Tom” TinseU; who rode by on her bike. Altogetne , 
quite a remarkable gathering of smart folk. 

B^Ws High Tea, at ™®y 

i"cs^ “• ! 

iSher Bohemian party, one or two Uteraiy and artistic persons , 
day Mrs. Bet, weather had her dinner. 

An iNTimESTiNO Garp^ ®c“„r®M^Ma 

Mre”?’’ l^iiMrslooked WP--to-da^ in a W 
Vale. Mrs. iy.Y »oi.oMi^ splendid in plnm-coloured 

chock, ™«terie Mrs. Bepweatheu, as 

taste, caine in cnipson and original feature 

sevend other smart men. j 

whether she was ^ply out of temper at ttie time, w i» 







fiiiiiiiP" 1 ' 



/VEV 








OldCfmt. “Is IT A Board Sobool you go to, my pEAR? 

Child. “ No, Sir. I bemeve it be a Brick one ! 

Mr Punch to say. He can only print his correspondent’s copy 
M it stands, and List that it will not expose him to any actions 
for libel .1 

^ gtS opinion about Mrs. Frooswell’s dance at 

Buatine Bodge, on Friday, seemed to he that it was an utter 
IteUuref To LgiT with, there were no programmes 
impossible for a partner to remember which particular 
^engaged for], and a hostess whose drawing-room is of the 
dimension of Mrs. Frogswbll’s, 

Green Hunearians at all, or else put them in the bade garaen. 
Not however, that it signified, for the crowd was a vei^ 
nriia* ftTif? tbe few people with any pretensions to smartness who 
came oKokraSr Tfew minites. Perhaps it was the pale 
oreen paper shades over the gas-globes, which wouid have been t^* 
my to a really pretty woman, but Mrs. Gottemon was looking quite 
Sy, and f it remVked on all sides that she m a cc^- 

Leek this season.^ "did no^s^hc? 

to have a worn look, brought her girl, but I did ^^t s^ ner 
Miss “Baby” Giggleswick seemed to he emoymg 
herselAn the conservatory. After all, I suppose it is only con- 
sistent that people should “go on tulle 

Miss “ Gussib ” Goldleap looked almost P^irhsh iJ^J^he W . 
wldch she' always wears on such 
best to infuse some animation into the 
■ Ini his diamond solitaire strf 

: Sirs 

ore^gM^Mrs: towSi^ who looked pry warm and n^ 

age. -^ewever, , wretched, and the 

a lose much. of her giiests departed mast have con- 

r Frog WELL ambition had re- 

!; ssa n S- sb. 1. to™ ««.», for 

T Margate. — 





NOTES FROM A STAGE SHOOTING-BOX. 

(■‘'The theatre is one of my weapons.”— 
of Wilhelm^ Kaiser,'] 

As great Apollo, lord of light and song, 
From whom the oracle was wont to flow, 
Used many arrows when he drew the long, 
Strong bow; 

So I, his likeness, Whose revolving glance 
Takes all created Kosmos nicely in, 

And petrifies the, powers of Ignorance 
' And Sin — 

I, too, to supplement My royal frowns, 
Have weapons ready to My mailed fist ; 
Of these' the Army naturally crowns 
The list; 

The Press (inspired), the Law, and other 
rules 

Largely relating to l^^p-majesU : 

And last, and subtlest of My moral tools — 
The Plat! 

To this My lordly patronage I lend, 
Showing My subjects (at a trivial price) 
The meed of Virtue and the awful end 
Of Vice. 

When righteous work is done before their 
eyes, 

Dragons disabled, villains bound with 
cords, 

They deem it is their EIaiseb occupies 
The boards! 


I am their hero, T their man of war, 

No matter under what disguises hid,— 
Sicgf riedi Othrlh, Agamemmn or 
The Cid. 

When from the flies My happy people trace 
A god debouching in a tin machine, 
They like to fancy it is I W’ho grace 
The scene. 

All such, in fact, as love the Good and True 
Kound the idea of Me delight to redly ; 
For this they even congregate to view 
The ballet. 

As One Who wrote an Opera, I feel 
How good the b'dlet tor Prussian youth , 
For thinnish are the veils that there conceal 
The Truth! 

So, though My.self I play no active part, 
And though instinctively I hate a show, 
To this and other useful feats of Art 
I go. 


'n Me a moral fonw* directs I he stage, 
Which atids, in turn, to My Imperial 

Vhen with the Prince of DurknwM I engage 
To coim. 

rhiw, like an arrow from the fitnuning 
string, 

For private ends 1 make the drama whi7//ri 
Uambi wim right: he said, "'The phiy 
the thing ” : 

It in. 


A Spanish Double-loon. 

Marshal Blanco has, according to a 
uuLst circumstantial report, been fiiwl rm 
by a robed and severt>ly wounded. Ac- 
cording to another most circumstantial 
report, he is in the enjoyment of perfect 
health. Evidentiy the ^^farshal should be 
known in future as Double- Blanko, and go 
in for dominoes to conceal his identitv. 


And when My faithful mummers groan or 

grin MiscKLLANKors.”— T’ nder this bending 

In tragic buskins or in comic socks, the following adverti-»emt*nt iip|>ear€»d in 

Their single cvnosure is William in the Tinm of the 28th inst. : — 

His “ HP LAKGrAf}K.~SVin it I, fir who undcr- 

They are My creature, whom I hold in fee, ; “■ » &<’• 

And still Mv nrcsence permeatas the air, * riirious advert wment for mere **lip« 
Though I should even happen not to be * .service.” Has it anvthing to do with 
Just there! 5 ** Dipt bins”? 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI— July 9, 1 898. 













Ml 







L,U i N Sc 




OUR MASTERS’ MASTERS. 


: INiwspai-be Hawkee. “SHOUT AWAY, BILL! WB’BR SAEE ENOUGH AS LONG AS WE VOTES 

‘ PROGRESSIVE’ !l! ” 
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TRUTH WILL OUT. 

Miss Ddamodo {of Belgravia), ‘‘Well, dear, I must be off. 
Don’t you love Lord's 1” 

Miss Dowdesky {of Far-West Kensingtonia), “I’m sure I should, 

ONLY " {Immersed m her own dreams) — “we don’t know 

ANY ! “ 


MR. PEEPS’ DIARY AT HENLEY. 

Tuesday . — This day the aqxxatick contests at Henley, and 1 
thither, though a great distance from Town, Paid a hiilf-guinea 
to the varlot who givoth out the tickets, and sundry other monies 
for programme, of which I understand but little, and for sport- 
I ing papers, of which I comprehend even less. To the platform 
i of departure at Paddington, the Company very numerous and in 
fine attire. Observe a couple of knaves get in to my railway 
coach, and as soon as the train start, commence playing of cards. 
Asked by them to adventure certain monies upon the mcture- 
card in a game where but three cards, in all, are used. JDid so. 
and at the first, did win a pound — called, methinks, a “ couter ” 
— and pocket the same. But, continuing to play, did lose each 
time, until I owe them five pounds, at our journey's end. Did 
give a banknote for Five Pounds, which, seeing a Police In- 
spector approach, one of the varlets did hastily Pocket and hurry 
away. Did feel glad to see the last of such Sorry Hogues, and 
made a Hesolution to avoid any further intercourse with the 
fellows. To the Kiver, where great To-do of Flags, and Barges 
gaily decorated. Did walk through the gates on to the fine 
Lawn, when the Guardian was Not Looking, and did Buffle it, 
with the Best. Comes a Policeman, who, seizing me by the 
collar, puts me outside again. Much diverted by the numerous 
small Craft upon the River, but wishing for a more Compleat 
view of the Racing, presently manage to Again slip in through 
the gates and nearly to the lawn once more, but just caught by 
the tail of my fine new coat, and Hauled Outside yet again by 


the same Policemani — a churlish fellow, hut Persevering withal. 
Lord! to see how changed are times, since, in mine own heyday, 
the Watermen of Wapping Old Stairs did contest for a Coat 
and Badge, challenging the Watermen of London Bridge. Me- 
thinks 'twas finer sport, though far less of show^ and no be-deck- 
ing of the great Barges, which I now perceive are dubbed 
“House-Boats.” Many minstrels, their faces blackened, and 
twangmg Ban-Joes, as they call them, but to m© more like a 
Warming-Pan with musiekal strings. Good Lack 1 What strange 
dress they did assume, and collars all too large and not of any 
fit whatsoever. Did offer a knave four-pence for a seat in his 
wherry, as I would have adventured up on the River, hut he make 
merry at my expense, and place his Thumb unto riis Nose and 
spread out ms Fmgers lengthwise, and was otherwise disrespeckt- 
ful and Unseemly m his Conduct. Espying my Lord of Corkek- 
TON Very Busy with a Hamper, did accost him in friendly tones 
with An Eye upon his Sparkling Wine. But he, continuing to 
consume his Toothsome Viands, did offer me non© of his hospi- 
talitie. Whereupon, wishing his Lordship a Chang© of Climate 
(though the day was Nob Cold), I left him. Witnessed sundry 
of the boat-races, and was much diverted at sight of a strip of 
wood and canvas, which they call An Outrigger. Lord I to think 
that any man would adventure his life in- such a whimsical thing 1 
and not at all to compare with the honest Waterman's Wherry 
of mine own time. But, in one thing, was well pleased; the 
ladies, though no longer Sighing and Ogling, much oomelier in 
dress than of yore. But in all else, disappointed. And so hack 
to London, and thence, ere Cockcrow, to the mystic shades again. 


SILOMO^S WARNING. 

Wizard. 

SiLOMO, SiLOMO I beware of the day 
When thy managing-editor's driven to bay! 

For a cloud of calamity darkens my sight^ 

And thine "England lies low in oblivious night. 

Thine office is closed, and thy secrets are wrung 
From thine innermost bosom, and ruthlessly fiung 
To the ravenous people, and lo l the whole nation 
Gloats greedily over the black revelation I 

Silomo. 

False wizard, avaunt! I have marshalled my staff. 

They are old^ far too old, to be caught with thy chaff. 

In vain, 'tis in vain that thy warnings are muttered. 

They well know the side that their bread has been buttered. 

Wizard. 

Ha! Laugh'st thou, Silomo, my vision to scorn? 

Proud Member for Sheffield, thy pride shall be tom. 

For look ! Who is yonder ? I see her e'en now, 

The light’ning in eye and the thunder on brow. 

Her glance is destruction — ^it falleth on thee I — 

Ah I mercy, dispel the dread vision I see ! — 

Thou tremblest, thou palest — thou fall'st to the plain — 
•rhou writhest about in thine impotent pain, — 

I see thee, Silomo! — ^Thy glories are fied, 

A heap of mere ashes, all shrivelled and dead 

With the wrath of the duchess thou daredst to diddle — 

Silomo. 

Down, soothIe.ss insulter! I trust not thy riddle. 

What! Think'st thou the cheek of Silomo will blench, — 
StLOMO, the dread of the Treasury Bench, — 

Silomo, the hero of war as of peace, 

That dared, all undaunted, the dungeons of Greece ? 

What ! think'st that Silomo will tremble and fly 
From a duchess, a feminine duchess’s eye ? 

So long as the Sultan sits firm on his throne, 

Bo' long shall the name of Silomo he known, 

So long shall, bareheaded, the land of his birth 
Bow down to- the friend of God's Shadow on Earth. 


On Operatio Lines. — ^Bellini's Norma is a work seldom given 
nowadays. It might be well cast just now at the Theatre Ro;^l 
Victoria and Charing Cross, with the Chairman of th© L. C. JD. 
Railway as Norma, and the Chairman of the S. E. Railway as 
her former rival, Adalgisa, singing the well-known duet, “ Yes, 
we together!” The duet, with a good translation, idd Calais 
and Boulogne, ought to be highly popular and a big success. 
Bien ouil ma Share de Erif6rence ! — and plenty of 'em! 

Pbace-VTork.— Refused-— it is hoped only for the present— in 
Spain and America. 
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HARD LABOUR. 

Miss Dora always keeps up a sharp Canter during her Morning Ride* She 

SAYS THE VIOLENT EXERCISE IS GOOD FOR HER GrOOM. WhAT THE GroOM SAYS LS UN- 
PRINTABLE ! 


DARBY JONES LAMENTS ON THE 
EXTINCTION OF STOCKBRIDGE. 

Honoured SiR^This week must be one 
of Mourning in Racing Circles for Stock- 
bridge, that most deligbtful of Hampshire 
meetange— the only one left, in so far as 
I can remember, in the whole of the 
County over which the Right Hon. the 
Earl of Northbrook rules as Lord Lieu- 
— ^^hich, after vainly battling against 
the Breeze of Gate-Money Gatherings, has 
^ last succumbed, and, as Sir Fraisbr 
Ptonett would say, is “ Buy-buried.” 

It IS not for My Humble Self to analyse 
the various motives which have influenced 
those responsible for the Cremation of the 


Bibury Club and the Stockbridge Com- 
mittee, ^ and the transference of their 
Ashes, in hope of Phcenix-like Resurrec- 
tion, to the Bleak Downs which overlook 
the Palatial Demesne of Lord Pembroke 
at Wilton and the Unique Spire of 
^lisbury Cathedral* I can only say, 
like the Little Girls in the Good "Fiction 
written for the Edification of the Young 
and Virtuous, “ I am very sorry.” From 
the days of the Prince-Regent down to 
^is End-of-the-Century Conviviality, the 
Bibury Club has been select, and Stock- 
Mdge has conduced to its S^ectiveness. 
The Associated Forces may migrate to 
Salisbury, but it will, in my feeble esti- 
mation, be no longer the Dual Gathering as 


celebrated in many a Tradition of the Past. 
Stockbridge, celebrated by Lord Ducib 
and other far-famed Anglian Anglers for 
taking Attributes with the Waltonian fly, is 
a spot remote from the cognisance of the 
Vulgar Herd, the coarse cries of the Cos- 
mopolitan Backer and Booky. It was a 
Nook reserved for the Cream of the Racing 
World, not for the Skim IMilk of the 
ordinary Chumers of the Course. The 
stakes ha\’'e never been of Brobdingnagian 
Amount, but nevertheless Mighty Heroes 
of the Turf have there proved their Inci- 
pient Value. Let me only cite the splendid 
Galtee More, who-, btit two years back, 
gave early evidence of victories in store, 
and rejoicing in the Castles of Gubbins. 

It was at Stockbridge that I first made 
acquaintance with the noble Chptain. Kri 
TBRiON. He had just experienced some 
unpleasantness at the Jubbah-Nuggah 
Meeting in India, where, his horse having 
won the Rajah’s Vase contrary to orders, 
he had fallen down in a fit, and had after- 
wards to send in his papers to an unre- 
lenting Colonel. Disregarding the cruel 
slander passed upon his Unblemished Re- 
putation by sundry Pharisees, I greeted 
him the same evening with such unmistake- 
able sympathy for his Misfortunes, at the 
Wliite Hart Hotel, Ralisbury, that his 
Local Tradticers were put to as complete 
silence as though they were under cross- 
examination by Sir Edward Clarke, the 
Attorney-General, or Mr. C. F. Gill. 
Since then we have ne\'er parted in every 
sense of the expression. 

It was at Stockbridge, moreover, that I 
subsequently had oc<»asion to abruptly 
leave the course for Winchester, owing to 
an Unaccountable Attack nuule upon me 
by a Low Fellow, with whom t had hud 
some Financial dealings at Newmarket. 

It wtiH at Stockbridge, also, that I lost 
■no, Sir, not my Shekels, hut my Heart, 

to one who But wbv <!isHolve my 

Pearlv Sorrows in the Vinegar of the 
World Suffice it to sav, that in losing 
Stockbridge I lose a time-honoured Friend 
a High-toned Conntrv (Gentleman, with 
w'hom none of us can afford to say ** Good- 
bye.” At this, his Interment, I venture 
to deliver myself of sonu^ lines c*aicnlated 
to permit you and other Munificent Mag- 
nates to expend a few Shekels on FIf»wers 
ami Wreaths wherewithal to encircle his 
tomb. As the sad<lened, hut by no means 
defnnctory, Swan, X sing of the (’up : - 
In ^cretehed MuM'hvitc «nme may helieve, 

For Fehtimt r otCffra derlare, 

DmMC’^Berrf! <'an only ileeeivo 
If fmtnt «hmild chAiificto \m thisrc. 

Oecidenfal I hold in 
The limit f may go in the ntmiitht. 

But nifaroured^i the one T etoeot 
That will not ttj,. Unmh r*siam weight, 
While Hn'dourhn I AhaH not 
For a ** shop” if the nmiieni he eight ! 

Tile Cakes and Ale are ready for you, 
though we stroll for the last time by" the 
quaint little Stand, Doll-land boxes, and 
NoahVArk Paddock, Trusting that, d<‘- 
spite the defeat of Velmgnez, you did not 
neglect my second string ihiefhtr and that 
Rotbschildian good Itjck attended you, I 
am, honoured Sir, Yours dm’otedly, 
Dahhy Joner. 

P.S. — chanced across Sir FnAiaER 
PuNNETT, since writing the above, in Pall 
Mai! this evening. To him I mentioned 
my departure for Stockbridge, and he jo- 
cewely remarked, **Ah! yes; meeting going 
to Salisbury. Should he called next year ■ 
Stock-Excbange-Briclge.” ; 
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PROGRESS OP THE WAR. 

Scene — A Sanctum. Time — The near past, 

'Editor. Sure you have given it sufficient 
prominence h 

Suh. Think so, Sir. We have got three 
leaders, two special articles, and six 
columns of wires. 

Ed. Good. How about “ contents hill ? 
h)uh. Devoted the entire bill to it. 

Ed. Right. Start the machine. 

Scene — 'The same. Time — A week later. 

Ed. Sure you have forgotten nothing ? 
Sub. Think not, Sir. Leaders of varied 
interest. Special articles of home interest, 
and the customary columns of wires. 

Ed. Good. By the way, got anything 
in about the war 

Sub. Yes, Sir. A five -line paragraph. 
Ed. Any room for it in “ contents bill ” ? 
Sub. No, Sir; crowded out. 

Ed. Right. Start the machine. 

{Rights reserved for unanticipated developments.) 

The New R.A. ar-ray-’d in all his 
Glory! — Congratulations to Mr. Edwin 
Abbey, Royal Academician. The Chaplain 
of the Burlington House Brotherhood will 
rejoice in having so clever and so hard- 
working an Abbe to assist him in his 
arduous duties. When any Brother 
Brush ” possesses the talent of this artist, 
then, whether R.A. or not, he may well 
say to himwdf, “ What ’s the odds as long 
as you ’re Abbey? ” 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted raoM tkb Diary or Toby, M.P. 

IhniSii of (\)mmimSf Monday, Jurw 27. — 
“If you only know how, it is,’’ says Sauk, 
“ a very tuisy thing to govern a free people. 
Take to-night, for example. Consider the 
portition of that blamelass character, St. 
Mujuari., whose association with All Angels 
is more than nominal. When, in 1896, 
Soudan cxjB^dition decided upon, Govern- 
ment were in a tight plac<i. Memories of 
tlu' Sad vSoudan did not endear distinct to 
British mind, nor were they calculat(?d to 
mak(' popular a fresh foray. If on top of 
thesis consi(l«*rati{)ns came prosptxit of 
larg' i'Xixmditure, John Bull would cut 
up rough. Accor<lingly St. Michael, in 
<‘apa(‘ity of ('hamjellor of Exchequer, was 
put up to say that the war wouldn’t cost 
England a penny. Egypt would find the 
men and fiml th(» mont*y too. 

“That stateimmt, coming in middle of 
debati** that was growing serious, acted 
with marvellous (dhsit. War is wicked, we 
all felt. But if it can he curried on at other 
people’s exptms(% with advantages mainly 
iURjruing to us - w<*l!, we mustn’t be cen- 
sorious. Who are W(' to set up to be better 
than our brethren? Henry Fowler dis- 
turlKMl ph^asantness of the inoment by 
more than hinting that this was all 
humbug; that in the end England would 
have to pay. He was hustled aside, and 
Ministei’s triumphantly carried the day.^ 

“ A year later it was found that a trifling 
expense of £8(X1,(100 hud been incurred for 
campaign. Egypt couldn’t pay. * Then we 
most,’ said th(^ British taxpayer, wearily. 
‘Not at all,’ said St. Michael (and you 
might almost bear the rustle of the angels’ 
wingsK ‘We’ll grant ’em a loan, dear 
boy. Leavtv it all to m4^ and T ’ll make an 
honest penny for British Exchequer out 
of difieremre in int4*rest between what we 






Wrekked-looTeing Mesmmr. “ Bito paiuion, Mk. Buown, it's comb at oahstI I'm 
SXTIJtJSLy DEPBNDKNT ON MYSELK. My WiBB S UliKN AND GOT A SEPARATION OuDEK. . ^ 


can raise the loan at and what we shall 
charge Egypt.’ . . ■ 

“ Never was there such a far-seeing 
Minister, such a clever Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. Loan approved by rattling 
majority. Another year passed, ^ as they 
say in novels. Here we are to-night with 
Egypt again to the fore; three-quarters 
of a million sterling wanted for Soudan 
war expenses. Must be immediately forth- 
coming, or somebody will be sold up. 
What shall we do ? 

“ St. Michael equal to this, as to earner 
emergencies. ‘What shall we do?’ he 
say^i, smiling round Committee of Ways 
and Means. ‘Why, call the loan a gift. 


It was a pound or two under £800,900 ; 
Egypt wants £750,000. By this simple 
device, you see, we not only provide for 
Egypt’s immediate liabilitiesj but set her 
up with £50,000 to he going on with. 
Instead of making a loss, you really have 
£50,000 to the good.’ 

“ Committee gasps with pleased surprise. 
Squire of Malwood, posing as ‘a finan- 
cial prude,’ says something abo'ut unsound 
finance ; but there’s no mistake about the 
£50,000. Oh, beneficent Government I Oh, 
Sainted Chancellor of the Exchequer I ’’ ^ 
“Then I sunpose,” I said, “the British 
taxpayer won’t have to pay anything? 
This is not supplementary to the landlord 
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relief and tihe subsidy of Church Schools, 
which John o’ Gorst says are no good? ” 

The Member for Sark winked. 

Business done . — ^Make Egypt a present 
of £790,000. 

Tuesday . — ^Final bout in the Benefices 
Bill Stakes between Squire of Malwood 
and Prince Arthur. The Squire in 
subdued mood, but fighting hard for his 
comer. Plants some neat blows in the 
neighbourhood of bread-basket of the 
“men who eat the bread of one Church 
with the object of betraying it to another.” 
(Of course, it was the Church that was to 
De betrayed, not the bread. That a detail 
easily understood.) The Squire a little 
weighed down with the iniquity of man. 
He has not only been misrepresenting the 
SQxnBE’s sayings and doings in connection 
with this Bill, but has been “ playing 
Pigott ” with the Squire’s honoured name, 
signing it to cunningly devised fables sent 
to the newspapers. 

Characteristic of native simplicity of 
Squire that he provides Redmond cadet 
witn opportunity of advertising himself as 
champion of a Church that no one has 
attacked. Oadet wrote a letter to Times 
denouncing Squire for insulting Catholic 
Church. ^ Times, which no longer loves 
“ Historicus,” not only gave advertisement 
free insertion, but used it to found attack 
on the blameless Squire. Now Redmond 
cadet rises to explain that when he laid 
a definite charge at Squire’s door, he didn’t 
mean him at all, but had Sam Smith in 
his mind ! 

This comes of new arrangement for 
Leadership of Liberal Party, Not yet 


I commander, and buffet the Squire for the 
j ill-doing of Sam. 

Business done . — Benefices Bill read a 
third time without a division. 

Thursday . — Cap’en Tommy Bowu^es nar- 
rowly escaped being put in irons, an ex- 
perience peculiarly painful for one of 




% 



“ I am a financial Prude.” 

Six W. H-ro-rt’s Speech, June 27. 

grown accustomed to Samuel’s hi^ estate, 
Members,^ especially if a little prone to 
muddle-mindedness, when they consider 
the doings of the Leader of the Opposition, 
mix up the late incumbent with the new 
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A Case of “ Conviction” ; or, Wigs on the Gn‘en 1 
Mr. E. C-rs-n, (l.C. 

his war-worn frame. As a rule, he is 
a model of discipline, a Alining ex- 
ample of ail a citizen sliould be, re- 
spectful to the Port Admiral, courteous to 
the sliip’s cook. Fancy a usually sc^nme 
temper was ruffied to-day by discovery on 
reaching the Westminster Dock that his old 
moorings above gangway were again 
appropriated by piratical craft. In the 
absence of that fine clipper the Jemmy 
Lowther (gone on a cruise to Newmarket;, 
the Cap’en got his berth, a real good one. 
Still, he was riled, and the Port Admiral 
firing a shot across his bows when he at- 
tempted a foul, ho showed his gnarled old 
teeth. 

Fleet looked on in alarm as the Cap’kn 
answered shot for shot. “You have not 
heard me,” he shouted, when ('hainnan ot 
Committees demurred to hi.s moving 
amendments taking precedence of Members 
who had put theirs on the paper. “ I have 
heard you,” said Chairman, emphatically, 
‘ No, Sir, you have not,” cam© the sharp 

reply. 

Duel went on for .some anxious moments. 
Chairman evidently not to be trified with. 
Another moment and the Cap’en would 
be named and suspended from the yard- 
arm^ for the remainder of the silting. 
Crisis avoided by .Chairman csdUng on 
amendment next in order. So storm blew 
itself out ; nobody wrecked. 

Business done . — Evidence in Criminal 
Cases^ Bill passed through Committee. 

Friday. much interested to hear 
that Billy, the Speaicer’s bull-dog, is 
sitting for his portrait for the National 
Gallery. A most remarkable dog Billy, 
an honour to my race. Genenilly in a state 
of profound meditation varied by occa- 
sional glances at any passing calf particu- 


lai ly comely. Would like to know his private 
views on the Benefices Bill ; on Tea on the 
Terrace ; on the actual value to the British 
Empire of Wei-Hai-Wei ; on the suspension 
of the Twelve o’Ciock Rule ; on the exact 
\vhereabouts of the Committee of Council 
on Education ; and on Mr. Gbdge. 

Sark once met Billy at a country house, 
and had opportunities for close observa- 
tion. The floor of the hall was highly 
polished, a circumstance that led to evi- 
dence of temporary but deplorable short- 
ness of temper on the pari of Billy. On 
leaving the dining-room after dinner and ; 
attempting to Ci-o.ss this glassy surface, 
Billy\s almost elephantine body was too 
much for his legs. He rolled and slipped at 
every pace, his face betokening the sliarpest 
annoyance, whilst from his ponderous jaws 
came a muttered noise uncommonly like 
preternaturally awful swearing. 

Billy does not approve liis muzzle, and 
if his start for his daily stroll in the Park 
happens to be timed to th<^ hour of the 
meeting of the House, Waltku Long likes 
to reach bis room by the House of Lords 
entrance. Thissavts crossing Palace VanI, 
and is, the President of the Hoard of Agri- 
culture says, not much out of the way. 

Business done. — Scotch Kstiinates in 
Committee. 


Moral from the rNivKRsity Match at 
laiRD’s, — Says the 'Times rt*port, Bjreyt 
ft>r the difficult chance, at thirty’five he was 
nut missed T A'c., <.Vc, A sa<l reflection for 
the kindly moralist I Except for that 
“difficult cham*e at thirty-five,” a time of 
j life when the clmnce is pndiably the last 
j one, how many go out <d' the game, din- 
I appear altogether, anti “ are not nusHt*d I ” 

I (hirpe diem! 
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BERLIN 

Maiusie Saha in hke j(kw Cuauaiyee o» 

“Frau Frau.” i 

Saea B»ENKA*tDT h«a 
mnUsd to go to B«rUis.”— 
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Jenkins in the act of wishing to goodness that he had never 

BEEN XNSIHRED BY THE WoRK WITH ABOVE-MENTIONED TiTLE ! 


HEMISPHERES I HAVE “EXTENDED" OVER. 

{By a late Qambridge Lecturer in partibm,**) 

^ The recent ocoasiion of tihe Silver Jubilee of University Exten- 
sion, celebrated under the patronage of His Grace, the Chancellor 
of Cambridge University, prompts me to confide in the public 
ear my experiences as a Missionary of Culture to the Heathen. 
My subject divides itself almost automatically into two sections, 

I. — The Eastern Hemisphere. 

Am advised by my solicitors to reserve this chapter for 
posthumous publication. 

II. — The Western Hemisphere. 

If I am one thing more than other — and this is very doubtful 
— ^that thing is a patriot. Small wonder, then, that I was pained 
by a remark illustrative of the contempt of certain ignorant 
foreigners for high traditions of British Empire. Was seated 
in Liverpool special en route for the States, being in train to 
carry lamp of University Extension into dark places of Western 
Hemisphere. Beside me was an American citizen on way home. 
What nigh inspiration, I wondered, had he drawn from sojourn 
among us? 

“Been long in this country?” I asked. 

“No,” he relied; “I came over from Parrus last night, and 
I tuk a cab and drove around for two or three hours ; hut I douH 
like your cawfeeJ^ 

This closed conversation. Impossible to preserve show of 
friendly relations with stranger so grossly indifferent to those 
qmlities which go to make our national greatness. (May add 
that present Anglo-American entente had not yet been fully 
established.) 

With this episode I associate another not less painful to my 
patriotism. Our homeward-bound vessel was drifting up Mersey 
on the moist sombre autumn evening at which 1 have ever 
assisted. “ See here, my dear,” said an American matron to 
small daughter, as we collected baggage, “ this is Great Britain ; 
and^ you will never see the sun again until you get to Parrus.” 
(This also was prior to Anglo-American understanding.) 


Coffee and climate I Is it by these that men judge of a nation 
whose navy sweeps the boundless unplumbed ocean ; whose itoyal 
Academy is the despair of foreign imitators; whose literature, 
from the dim dawn of proinis© in Shakspeare^s day, to its sub- 
lime and effulgent setting in the Y ellow but enough I Am 

pacriot, with pairioUs prejudices. 

Have always thought that dominant duty of patriot is to he 
ignorant of achievements of other nations. May or may not be 
ignorant about his own, hut almost must be ignorant about the 
others. That is how it was that, when Americans on board New 
Y ork City (now the fighting Harvard) spoke of having national 
gala on fourth of July, I naturally asked myself what the nation 
had done to deserve it. So took down copy of Greenes history 
from ship^s library, and read chapter or so about Washington 
and Independence. Found it very poor reading, and determined 
never to indulge ounosity again in manner unbecoming to 
patriot. (Should add that I have lately discovered that fourth of 
July is day set apart for Anglo-American dinners and mutual 
admiration.) 

Broke my resolution about indulging curiosity as to other 
nations’ affairs, and was rewarded with severe blow to national 
pride. Have referred already to my proper ignorance of forei^ 
history. Found that names of American national heroes had for 
me all the conquering charm of novelty. Name of a certain 
Mr. Henry Clay had been often used in my hearing, and in- 
variably m tones of unquestioned respect. Transpired, eventu- 
ally, that this person had done something in Coi^ress in early 
part of one of the centuries. Apart from my principles, could 
hardly have been expected to know so inconspicuous a fact. 

I asked, “ Did your man Henry Clay do anything besides 
making cigars?” 

The immediate answer — rude and ignorant one, as I think — 
took form of rhetorical question : — 

“ Wal. say, did your man Wellington do anything besides 
making boots ? ” 

A propos of the neglected great, am reminded of personal nar- 
rative told by Mr. Mark Twain, which do not remember to have 
seen in print. Above humorist, ascending in elevator of lofty 
warehouse, found himself facing General Grant. In moment of 
mental aberration failed to identify illustrious warrior ; but being 
of social turn of mind asked him if he was “ travelling ” in that 
line of business. 

“My name is Grant,” replied the veteran. 

Reco^sing unpardonable error he had committed, humorist 
retired from elevator some eight storeys below his destiuation, 
“ for fear,” as he afterwards said, “ lest I should ask him if he 
had ever been in the Army I ” 

Ought to own that I rather like humour if it is not employed 
at my expense or that of my country. In America found most 
thinp sacrificed to humour of a kind; sacred feelings often 
cruelly harrowed; sensitive skin, like my own, incliiied to 
smart under these scintillations. 

“ Your stars,” as I said, in a moment of unguarded anger (prior, 
of course, to Anglo-American exhibition of cordiality), ^^your 
stars, I see, are usually associated with stripes I ” 

This caaiial sally (not by any means on© of my best) received 
with marked approbation by company present, who from that 
time onward exempted me from general charge of density so 
freely lavished by the States upon my countrymen. (Am speak- 
ing. of course, of a period previous to Anglo-, <fec.) 

These trifling episodes, however, though interesting in them- 
selves, have no direct bearing, it may be said, upon my Exten- 
sion over the Western Hemisphere. Was neither engaged to 
lecture upon British Humour nor American History, though the 
open mind with which I should have approached latter topic 
was clear point in my favour. But my theme was serious and 
literary ; for, as stat^ in my syllabus, I proposed to discourse 
On Some Alleged Obscurities in Browning^s JSpic of Sordello. 
Was to be the guest of the improving municipality of Poesiopolis. 
a watering-place much affected for its physical and intellcSctual 
salubrity by Hite of neighbouring city of Cultureville. 

{Shall conti/nue this another time,) 


A StTGGBSTioN IN NoMENCLAroRB.— The old name of “Turn- 
pike Roads ” has, long ago, with the almost universal disappear- 
ance of the ancient turnpikes, become obsolete. Nowadays, 
bicycles being “ always with us,” why not for “ Turnpike Roads ” 
substitute “Turn-btike Road^”? This ought to sint the 
“ B. B. P.,” or, “ Bicycling British Public.” 


Cyrano Ooqttelin lb Oonky-bor !— Who wiU dare attempt 
this part of Bergerac after M. Oootelin ? NVz, my friend, im 
possible ! Whoever may think of it, il rCose pas. 


yoL. cxv. 







July 16, 1898.] 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHAKIVAKL 



TO W. G. 

Borfi July 18, 1848. Captain of tho team of Qentleimn against the 
Players at Lord's, July 18, 1898. 

Fifty, not out I md your pluck in the prime of it, 

Master of veterana, matchless, immense 1 
May it be ours to be living tO' rhyme of it, 

Still in its plenitude, fifty years h«nce I 

Patient as Job, with the judgment of Solomon, 

Heart of a lion and eye of a hawk 1 
May you have wickets, to stand hke a column on. 

Keen as the courage that nothing can baulk I 

Fortune preserve you and grant a more glorious 
Power to your elbow and beef to your blows 1 
Broaden your i^adow and leave you victorious, 

Grandly not out” at your century's close 1 

AUGUSTE BN ANGLETERRE, 

The TEMrLB. 

Deah Mister, — By hazard I h4ve been presented, there 
some time, to the President of the Temple, that sort of Ck)U^e 
of the Advocates all to the near of the Palace of Justice. ^ This 
mister, of a great amiability, has had the goodness of to invite 
me to dine in the ancient Hall of the Temple. ^ 


six of clock. Tiewi, c’est drdle! In England you dme very la^. 

Eh well, I gO' of good hour, and, arrived at the Temple I de- 
mand the President. On me dvt g.u\l n’exuste pas. tsapmsti! M 
man diner? But one demands me if I desire to s^ Master 
Treasurer. A/i Qd! Xs Prdsid&nt s^appcll^^ ]\LaiiT6 Trisorisr* 
Perfectly. One conducts me to a room,^ where I find assembled 
several misters in black robes. Ho astonishes ine that they c^ry 
not also these drolls of perruques of the english advocates. But 
he appears that they are not some advocates, but some misters 
who sit themselves sur un hanc^ on a bank, that is to say some 

bankers . 

Still some misters arrive, and then the Master Treasurer in- 


vites me to accompany him, and we march, deux d (kux, two to 
two, preceded of a huissier, to* the ancient Hall, This solemn 
procession has a little the air of a funereal convoy, and the Ma^r 
Treasurer, in black robe, resembles to a protestant pastor. The 
advocates and the students, assembled in the hall, carry also some 
habits of mourning and hold themselves respectuously upright. 
Arrived at the great table, we put ourselves all the long of 
the step, as at the border of the grave, and the Master Pastor, 
holding a book, commences to read a prayer. That baa abso- 
lutely the air of an interment. In habit, and at side of him, I 
believe myself that which you call the head mourner ” at the 
protestant funerals. But some instants more late, we put our- 
selves at table, and the waiters serve to us the best of your 
english plates, the Tortoise Soup. Ca rCa plus Vair d'un vMsrrt- 
ment Ma foh non! 

After that we eat some fish and some quails, and then the 
Master Treasurer lifts himself. He says *‘The Qxjbbn.” AH 
the world lifts himself. It is that which w© ^11 in french * un 
toast ” ; I know not how one translates that in english. Alovs 
c^est fini, le diner. But he is then of the most littles. Some 
soup, some fish, some quails— not of rosbif, not of bifteck, 
not of plumb ponding — is it that this dates also from the time 
of the Queen Elizabeth ? Impossible 1 

I am deceived myself. We recommence, and^ one serves to us I 
a dinner of the most admirables and some wines of the most 
superbs. At the middle of the repast one brings a great coupe, 
in italian, tazza. What is this that this is that that? Again 
some tortoise soup ? Probably. But at place of to serve him- 
self of a spoon the Master Treasurer drinks from the coitpe her- 
self, and the bankers also'. In fine me I drink, but very little. 
Tiens ! It is not some soup, it is some wine. Evidently that also 
it is at the mode of the middle age. i 

We eat some entremets, and I attend the dessert, for you have 
of very good fruits in England. There is not of dessert 1 The I 
Master Treasurer lifts himself, we lift ourselves all, he reads 
another prayer, and we go ourselves of it, Ttota nous en allovs. 

I Again two to two we traverse the couloirs until to another hall. 
Tiens^ uoiJdi le desseH! And some wines again more swerhl 

A little more late I say goodevening to the Master Treastirer 
: and to the bankers, praying them to agree all my thanks of their 
1 charming and amiable hospitality. Agree, AtJOtiSTB. 
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HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 

[** London's health continues marvellous. There 
is no epidemic of any kind in our midst.”— .KcAo.J 

Daphne, why should fashion's freaks 
•Drive us several precious weeks 
Out of town^ where safe and sound 
We might live the whole year round. 
Still the unknown ills to brave 
Lurking by the sad sea wave ? 

i Why in filthy railways ride, 

Reeking, writhing, five a side P 
Why, arrived in disinal pli^t, 

For our pattered luggage fight, 

While this sentence custom dooms — 
Banishment in poky rooms? 

Teem with manifold infections 
Sands and pier in all directions ; 

Furtive sewers belch gruesome smells, 
Dread diphtheria xioisons wells, 


Fever's rumour, typhoid's scare, 
Haunts the traveller everywhere. 

Ah ! that proverb (Daphne own) 
Wisely says — ** Let well alone ” ; 
Here the death-rate's ever low, 
Here perennial comforts flow, 

Here the olub, the park, the play, 
Soothe the night and ehi^r the day ; 
Yes, the joys of town are deeper, 
Daphne — and a good deal ohea^r. 


On Wimbledon Common# 

ATtgelim (to JSdvnn)* Darling! how those 
dreadful soldiers frighten nae flourishing 
their fearful weapons! Are f^ey fighting ? 

[And it vm all that Edwin cmld do to explain 
wUhotd kmghing that the supposed Tommy 
Atkmm were red-coated golfm^ under the 
^ eormwmd of Colonel Bogey f 


DARBY JONES TALKS ABOUT SANDOWN 
AND THE ECLIPSE STAKES. 

HoNOtiKED Sir, — left Stockbridge, like 
Sir John Willoughby did the Court of 
Queen's Bench, a sadder and a poorer man. 
In my own case, I was Asinine enough to 
imagine that Sambre was the stiperior of 
that fine-pacing animal Cyrmian. My 
Friends Groganofp and Kriterion were 
filled with the same belief, and we wei^ 
ignominiously ** carted” together. It is 
true that we were placed in receipt of a 
few welcome shekels when Blips and Haws 
(not forgotten by Yours Truly) waltzed in 
after the Duet for the Stockbridge Cu|>, 
but the victory of Cyrmian had a perni- 
cious effect on the Sport of the Week. 

The Count himself is the Victim of a 
most Diabolical Attempt to niin his Repu- 
tation on the other side of the Straits of 
Dover. It appears that some Miscreant 
used his Name and Title for "Wagering 
Purposes at a recent Meetunj? at Auteuif, 
when — I suppress the Trivial Fact^s — a 
certain horse did not win, A week after- 
wards a most Scnrriloua Attack on my 
Friend appeared in a Gallic Rag quite unfit 
for Publication. The Count at once wrote 
to the Editor denying his responsibility 
in the affair in question, and demanding 
that Apology which every Gentleman ma- 
ligned by a Penny-a-Tdner requires. The 
Apology duly appeared. It mn as follows : 
** fli re n^Hait ms fot \ Oroganoff, cVfotf 
fm frheJ * With this Infamous Bar Sinis- 
ter placed by Journalistic Malevolence on 
the Family Scutcheon, the Count has had 
to be con^nt# 

And now to Bandown, to the hill-side, 
whereon a statue of Mr. Hwfa Williams 
will no douht one of these days heam on 
the Main Line of the T^ondon and South 
Western Railway Company. Mr. Wil- 
liams's Christian Name Is, like that of 
many Welsh towns, somewhat difficult to 
enunciate. But T imagine that Captain 
Kriterton Is not far from the hottom of 
the Well in which Tnith dwells in calling 
the Despot of Sandown ** Oorr " WiLLUna# 
Anvway, he deeervee the Appellation . if 
onlv hv reason of the Eclipse Stakes. Just 
look at the Owners of the Winners the 
World-fsmed Trim since its Tns^^itution I 
Not a Poor Man among them t The Duke 
of Wkstminstfr (three times), the Duke 
of Portla^, Mr# H. McCalmont, Mr. A. 
Merry, Monsieur ScfnciCLER (whv have 
all successful Frenchmen got German 
names?). Mr. LnoeoLP m RoTHScmi.n. 
and the Prince of Wales! There's a list! 
Tt onlv wants an enterprising Yankee, my 
Mr. Lorilt#arti, to come and take the 
stskes, to hind the Anglo-American 
Alliance more concrete! v than ever. 
Eclipse Millionaires first, the rest nowhere. 
After dipping my beak into Inrigorafinv 
®sbnndv-ireff and mv cuill into Condensed 
Milk of Human Kindness, I venture to 
dbortle : — 

The Codeend T unbolt# 

Nfo- if •**nt bera horn France, 

Ffw- W^fimo f^rnrt tCA T mm eftld. 

A* ♦be mnst e'en look iiaktaos ; 

Bn*' tb* fhrirlrrfrr*M Wmr mxv mn well, 

AwS ♦b** iRhodotmt rmme eurprlMi, 

Bn^ ebanee I forefell 

WbiMri file h«Mt rpu'^ked on tbe ** fine.'* 

Need I say more or less ? Frohahly less. 

Your loyal Servitor, 
Darby Jones# 

Thi Golfer's Feirno hnm Lorn 
Drives.— 'The Tea-Caddy# 
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THE M.P.’S LAMENT. 

[Another M.P. has been disilliLBioned. ... It is only a few weeks since 
Mr. Hendeuson was returned for West Staffordshire, and here he is telling 
his constituents that they are really breaking him down with their demands 
upon him. . . . “ The number of things a Member of Parliament is expected 
to do is something surprising .” — Westminster Gazette."} 

Ob 1 alas, that I would he that unhappy thing, M.P. 1 
Ah ! the letters that I have to re^ and docket 1 
And the cheques' — ^it makes my hair stand on end, for I declare 
That my hand is hardly ever from my packet. 

Should the town Y. M. C. A. want a picnic, who to pay P 
Why, of course, the Member always finds the victuals, 

And the whole I. 0. G. T. turn expectant eyes to me 
To provide them with their summer beer and skittles. 

Then the rector lets me know that his tithes have sunk so low 
(The effect of agricultural depression). 

That unless those help who can m will be a ruined man 
And a bankrupt, with the bailiffs in possession. 

As the Baptist Church is filled, they intend (D. V.) to build 
To accommodate the growing congregation, 

While the Roman Catholic priest lets me know the very least 
That will satisfy the Irish population. 

Then the Sunday School, I hear, has an outing every year. 

And my predecessor always sent the apples ; 

By the self-same post I learn that the mdependents yearn 
To erect a pair of corrugated chapels. 

And before I can decide how my favours to divide, 

The Salvationists, with Hallelujah chorus, 

Write that ** We are marching down, and we hope to storm the 
town, 

But we need the sinews for the fight before us.” 

Then the Clubs — ^with one consent they elect me President, 

And before I can accept the proud position, 

Lo', the golfers intimate that my predecessor late 
Gave a silver cup for Bogey competition. 

And the cricketers declare that they think it only fair 
I should patronise the pasftime of the million. 

So they trust — ^in short, the gist is that I should head the list 
They are raising to erect the new pavilion. 

Then there come in scores the cranks, and I owe them little thanks 
For the reams they send me, windy, long, and blatant j 
Here is one with a design for extracting beef from swine, 

And he only wants the cash to get the patent. 

AufI another one has found that the reeking Underground 
Might be made a very Klondyke for the needy — 

Take the sulphur (it's a fact that it's plentiful), extract 
And convert it into tablets for the seedy. 

Thus from early morn till late in the evening, I dictate ^ 
Correspondenoe, and my labour emdeth never, 

While mv secretary, wan and as white as any swan, 

Plies the typewriter that cHcketh on forever. 

Oh, ye Gods 1 who, who' would be that unhappy thing, M.P., 

For constituents to' plunder and to pillage. 

Bound to answer every heck with a letter and a dbeque, 

The fair prey of every vote in every village ! 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In relating The Adventures of the Comte de la Muette during 
the Beipn of Terror (Blackwood), Mr. Bbbnabd Capes does not 
avail himself of any machinery in the way of a recovered box of 
old letters or a supposititious diary. He plunges straightway 
into his story, preserving throughout a marvellous vraisemUance. 
He has evidently dived deep into the sea of personal record of 
the times of which he treats, and brings back rich treasure. 
Amonp lurid side-lights thrown upon those terrible days, my 
Baronite specially mentions the description of life in the prison 
of the Little Force, with its almost hideous gaiety, its reckless 
heroism of dainty cavaliers and high-bom ladies. There are other 
scenes, such as the trial in the Court at the Conciergerie, and the 
flight through the quarries of Montrouge, that are of thrilling 
interest, an undercurrent of grim irony relieving their tragedy. 

If ever there were two novelists most unlikely to meet on com- 
mon ground, it would he Charles Dickens and Mrs. Httmehry 
Ward. Yet, in Mrs. Ward’s latest work, Kelheck of Bannis- 
dale (Smith, Elder), there is a striking resemblance between the 
character of Mr. BCaredaU in Barnmy Budge^ and Mr. Alan 
Eelbeck of Bannisdale. Both are Catholics, the one living before, 
the other after the repeal of the harsh persecuting laws 
directed against the Romanists in Great Britain and Ireland; 
Earedale defending himself as a Papist against Protestant aggres- 



‘^WHAT MAISIE KNEW.” 

JCind Aunt. You needn’t be afraid of my little Pug, Maisie. 
He won’t bite you.” 

Maisie. Auntie. But he might Kick!" 


Sion, and being wounded on the forehead by a stone hurled at 
hjm by some one in the ^‘No Popery” mob; Eelbeck, in a 
similar position, set upon and wounded by a cowardly Westmore- 
land gang. There is, too, a certain kind of resemblance between 
the events that made both Earedale and Eelheck what they are 
in the two stories. Mr. Earedale is one of the least exaggerated . 
of Charles Dickens’s characters, hut Mrs. Ward’s Mr. Alan I 
Eelheck is a saintly personage, who* has just stepped out of a 
“H^t” in some painted window of a Gothic church, and has 
accidentally left his ‘^halo” behind him. He is an amateur 
ascetic of preposterous piety, detached from all creature com- 
forts except (thank goodness 1) his quiet pipe of tobacco. And 
then the atheistical girl Laura, who falls in love with, and^ who 
is loved by this Painted Window Personage, is she a finished 
portrait from life ? Can either he considered as a type P The I 
atheistical young woman would like to become a P^ist, in order I 
that she may marry Eelheck (or say Eeavenbeck) of the Painted 
Window, hut as she cannot arrive at this, she drowns herself. 
Then Eelheck of the Painted Window is tree to return to his 
“ halo,” if so inclined, and if the vacant space has not already 
been j^led up. However^ as to his future career, Mrs. Humphry 
Ward charitably and artistically leaves us in considerable doubt. 
If poor Ophelia-Laura could only have been resuscitated, and 
both lovers been made into a couple of sensible people, and could 
it all have ended in a happy marriage with the brightest prospects 
before them, then one half-hour of gentle melancholy, partially 
relieved by a smile or two, would nave been spared to Mrs. 
Ward’s devoted admirer. The Baron de B.-W. 
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THE CLUB WOMAN’S VADE MECUM. 

Question^ Is it your dpinion that a spih- 
stetT should have* aril the advantages of a 
bachelor ? 

Ansioer, Certainly; and that opinion 
endorsed by modern legislation. 

Q. You consider that the position of a 
woman is as gopd that of a xnan ? 

J.. Yes, and for to the present 

equality of the sexes she is able to add the 
chivalrous superiority that has come to her 
as a legacy from the past. . 

Q. You think yo.u have a right bo the 
liberty enjoyed by your brothers? 

A . Certainly ; and intend to exercise it. 

Q. In what matin er do you assert your 
freedom? ^ . * > 1 

A, By living by myself in Chambers and 
belonging to a Ladies^ Club. 

0. What are the sraecial advantages of 
living by yourself in Chambers? 

A. That I rid myself of the control of 
my mother and the rivalry of my sisters. 

Q. And of belonging ‘to a Ladies’ Club ? 

A: That I Can talk scandal with my 
female fellow-members and smoke cigar- 
ettes. 

Q. Can you suggest any improvement 
for Ladies’ Clubs? 

ri. Well, some say that they might be 
made more cheerful by the admission of 
male guests. 

Q. Then the company of the inferior sex 
is not to be despised ? 


A. In moderation it may be desirable. 

* Q. Is there any partictilar advantage to 
be obtained by the freedom you have se- 
cured which could not be equally enjoy<>d i 
by residence in the home of your parents? 

A. Latchkeys in the parental household 
are the exclusive property of its male 
members. 

’ O. And how often do you use a latch- 
key? 

A- About once in twelve months. 

Q. Then, although emancipated, you still 
believe in ^ propriety ? 

■ A^ ITnqUe^iohably, and fail to see why 
freedom should become licence. 

Q. Then you are perfectly satisfied with 
your life* ot fiingle blessedness t 

A. Yes— theoreticasdly. 

Q, Why do you say theoretically ? 

A. Because, as a practioai woman, I am 
not quite sure that I should not have been 
happier if I had married. 


Etow V. Hakbow. — ^A striking^ match. 
Most brilliant u;p to a oertain point, and 
then, the Etonian innings over, Cim- 
merian darkness I “ Regardless of gram- i 
mar,” we may thus express it, The tad 
Light Blue mt 

Reriotts Malaoy {from which mmf of fhe 
War Correspondenh round ahont Key 
Wed are now suffering). — Rumour-tism. 


“rKA<*E WITH HONOriL” I 
ThK BKKMN TrKATV, *U LV 13, \ 

A SCORE of yearn! a little roll 
,Of Facts ufmn the Hcroll of Time, 

Yet Time demands its c<)nsttmt Toll 
On UniversaJ CJbsnge of Crime, 

** Honour with Peace” was then th<^ cry, 
The shout is now the v«»ry same, 

“ Dishonoured Peace” none am deny, 
While ** Honoured War” is much the 
*Mtme. 

And so must Two C»reat Nations kill 
Each other’s sons with fearless skill ? 

Not so ! That Bygone Touch unquenched 
will still, 

With ** Peace with Honour,” bum Hod’s 
will. 

FLOHEAT ETHNA! 

/ A Lo(4c^hadc m WenUy, hy an fM Etonian. 

[** Eto heat Fm-t THnity, »f*er a jcmnd me®, in 
the final heat for the JUwlirs* F’ate,”] 

The old “White Caps” have won once 
more, 

The Plate has gone back to Its almost 
Home, 

It *8 a triumph for Fkjrsi, Di 
Warrr, 

A regular rout of the ranka of Rome! 
Not Tiherian Homans, hut Latins, who 
Had forgotten whence the Cam got its 
asiire blue I 
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‘ j| tin Soutli Africa, the Boers and Hollanders are holding aloof. 

I I They prefer to make an exhibition of themselves in Pretoria. 

J i I Elizabeth is a perpendicular sort of place, built on the 

I j steep slope of a hill. Belated old London would do well to copy 

electno trams. Yours, home again, Z. Y. X. 

Thursday. — ^Rossini’s Opera, H Barbi&re di Siviglia (*'m 
/If’’ KiamSm Italian,” too! Welcome little stranger!), always and for ever 
(k t charming. So refreshing, these delightful examples of “ spoken 

the music.” And then the graceful melodies illustrating 
I every detail of the action from beginning to end! A fine singing 

IMmim I \wlBl^ttllalkw/mly Figaro is Signor Campanab. 1 , though, S it ’s humour you want” 

l\l\\lu\llllW I — ^welL you won^t get it from Campanabi. 

.1 1 /iMffl] II if HhHt Madame Mblba, who is not exactly an ideal Bosinay was in 
\ mraliW 1 \ I I fflHTv/ voice, and literally brought down the densely-packed house, 

luluulun JA n ^ ^ which applauded her three songs in the celebrated music-lesson 

\ I ill I s^ne.”^As to an encore! she could have had five of them had 

V is but a shadow of what the dashing and amoro'tw 

IWi Count Almaviva ought to be; appearing quite subdued in the 

I'll ' presence of so royal a Bodna as is Madame Mblba. It was, 

mimw nr ‘ III 11 HfflW perhaps, this feeling that made him careless as to his disguise, for 

If ^ Bartolo (capitally sung, hut acted and made up as the 

MmmWIii ll I ' wlSI ii iP traditional old pantaloon, by M. Cabbonb) had been only in the 

w™^(7//f H i I * 1 slightest degree sharp, he would have recognised the Count in the 

mW llI/ ill / 1 1 f cossack of the music-master, as M. Bonnabd, having effectuahy 

•miWlntiW ml J I III fl changed his costume and his wig, had entirely omitted any facial 

I alteration, and was, consequently, rather more like himself than ^ 

ff ffiflilill Wmil i iif^nl \\\\ argument may be, that, were the Count so j 
rlJ/fmrll 1 1 perfectly disguised as to be unrecognisable (as undoubtedly he 

//^7 ' ' 'll M If .■ i' 11 1 1 * ^ ought to be), then how on earth could Basina know that the I 

jrt:'(ira 'la v^ supposed music-master is only her lover masouerading as Don I 

tImW ! ‘ :! ' .r> BasiWs substitute'? I see only one way, he should wear a false 

' nose, a false beard and moustache, and the business of the stage 

— should be so arranged that, on his introduction to his pupil, he 

^ — should take the opportunity of Don BartoWs back being turned 

'■ - jj^jg beard, remove his nose, and replace both before that 

’ Miss *^BirT there are some compensations in War, are profound old idiot BaHolo h^ time to turn round. But no, the 
THERE NOT ? " Venerable “ business ” is retained on account of^ i^-s long and iise- 

Mr. B. Why, veh. The Pai>er-Boys are not always shouting ^ serriw, and so the comedy scenes wWch might so perfect 

^WmNEiir” ^ comedy, become mere conventional farce, and played so low 

- down as to be indifferent pantomime. 

■ ■' ■ ■■■■ ■■ ■ ' Undefeated and wonderful Mile. BAUEBMEiSTBR-singer as good 

•ciT TnpnpT'MnS ever, gaining special applause for her one song. 

T ijix X iiN uo. Edouard db Ebbz:o sings Don BasilWs music as only Edouard 

Hear Mr. Punch, — Our excellent captain has given us db Rbszkb can sing it ; hut why play the part with bent knees ? 
a mill - pond voyage, and steered us clear of dust-storms, Does he wish to convey that he is lowering himself by conde- 
Spanish men-of-war, and other nautical unpleasantnesses. I am scending to lowest farcical acting? It is all Scaramouchy, every 
bound to say, however, that we were rather oversupplied with bit of it, and this to the loveliest, most perfect comedy-music 
babies on board. They swarmed over the decks, and out-yelled ever written, 
each other in the small hours of the night, and even took ^ ’ 

airings in their perambulators in the none too extensive 


space that was meant for quoits and promenades. I think 
that the sea-going infant in general should be relented 
to the refrigerator. Otherwise, we had a most deli^tful 
voyage. 

As to the various towns we visited since I last wrote, 
they cannot be adequately described in a postscript. We 
rode in a postscript — mean a post-cart — ^from King Wil- 
liamstown to Granamstown, a distance of eij^hty miles as 
the locust fliea. If you are a Family Removing, you had 
better go round the five hundred odd miles by train, 
luggage being exoessed on the cart at the rate of four- 
pence a pound. Except for the fact that the h^f-caste 
Jehus smoke vile tobacco the whole time, and their teams 
of six mules do the ** grand chain ” at inte^rvals, and you 
have to start before sunrise, it is a drive distinctly worth 
taking, Spreeuws. meerkats (spelling not guaranteed), 
monkeys, euphorbias, wild geraniums, and ostriches are 
among the fauna and flora to^ he seen <m the road, 
when your hat-brim is not being knocked over your 


Qrahamstown is termed the Settl^ City, also; the 
Athens of South Africa, and a local Wesleyan Minister, Sugj 
I am told, compared Milan Cathedral (unfavourably) with 
his own chapel in the High Street, on his return from an Italian 



Suggesdon for Operatic Pantomime— Harlequin Figaro and the Little Count Out. 
lian I I confess to losing all patience with these Operatic undramatic 


The ^riptive reporter 1^ therefore a wealth of geo- actors. Perhaps they would not heed the voice of a cou^t^t 
graphical allusion ^o draw upon. The young ladies of Grahams- stage-manager, stage-managed he never so wi^ly.^ The English 
toX who are being ''finish^” there in great quantities, have pubhc tolerate it as child's play because it is Italian Opera, and 
wpuSrfor good I^S. Christmas critic wio, ior th« .same reason, ertd such acting here, would 

QrabaSTO is goingto hare a fling with a South African Exhibi- ruthlessly condemn it at tj^ Savoy, Daly’s, or auy oOwr tena- 
tiSSWcMl faTlve wwks. Ts it is the most English town porary lodging of English Comic Opera. 
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SPORTIYB SONGS. 

{A Poetj eoctcTided i% a hATJvmock o^fTlcoking n 
Zawn on a June afternoon^ is moved to 
minsi/relsy.) 

Summer has come I In yellow green 
The oak aims high at darker hue, 

The rhododendron’s Eastern .^een 
Looks down on bells of British blue. 

Red R/Oses revel in the glow, 

Long Lilies languish in the light, 

And Chestnuts shed their tinted snow 
Where ruddy May smiles at the white I 

Summer has come I Your dainty feet 
Across the dimpled daisies dance, 

Of all the blossoms you most sweet, 

Since all your charms their own enhance I 
^ Queen 1 Yo-ur subjects fair 

With fragrant kisses greet your way, 

And waft into the lambent air 
Their scented tribute to your sway I 

Summer h^ cornel From yonder bowers 
Are heard the lays of feathered quire 
Trilling the song of love and flowers 
That would the meanest bard inspire! 

So on my tablets here I write 
The^ lines uniyorthy of my theme. 

Rut mth my soul I them indite 
As fouethou^ts of a happy dream ! ? 

J ^ [FaUs asleep, 

(Wakes up,) 

has cornel • And with it those , 
Whom I, for one, would fain not meet, i 






X 


THE BECIHNWC OF AN EKHRE. 

» Ukc^b YouNorar. 

['‘President at mm omelet k this 

evemug, sMgied the K^Iution annexing Hawaii to 
the United States .”— Jtdg 7, 1896.] 


j The grub m gnawing at that ros^s 
I The smii! from ita rotroat, 

ihe flioH are hii/.i»ing round my htMol, 

The Hpidor lurks among tboni^ ohvoh, 

"he centii>cdo dofdon tho ground, 

The filug in buttoning on the loaveH! 

The bumble-hoe*« doop monotono 
VioM with the gmit’n ambitious liiim, 

"he beetle lifts aloft its drone, 

Hummer has come! Hummer ha« wmet 
hive caterpiliars fall on me, 

A wasp loin! hm ki*tt!e-dnim, 

A hornet, too! I fly! f flee! 

The mists now rise where sun beams 
shone. 

With wings and stings, 

^ And horrid things, 

Hummer hiwl come ! Hummer has gone 1 

FEPYB AT HENLEY. 

Sir, — W hen the ghost of idy old Bsm 
F ierrs was at Henley last week (»« duly 
related by himself to Mr, Funthh why dki 
his respected Shade keep so very clark? 

reveal himself 

^ N(i, 2 m ike Eton Bmi^ Mr. Bamoii. 
Fbrys CkK?Kim»LL,” who is a direot de- 
scendant of the undeff^iited Diarist ? Won't 
Old SaM Piaes bo delight^Ml to know that 
^ was *Mlie f wadies' Plate” for which the 
Etonians contended, and which they wonF 
Please this letter pr*iperly sent through 
the Dead letter iMm to H. P. 

Yours truly, On» who Rows. 
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essence of parliament. 

EXTEAOTED PKOM THE DiAUY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Ho'iAse of CommonSf Monday , July 4. — 
«If there were more Irish Members like 
Horace Plunkett,” says Sark^ “there 
would be no Irish Question.” 

It is a hard saying, but, really, when you 
come to consider it, thei'e 's something in 
it. In the first place, the selection of a 
representative of this particular kind is in- 
dicative of the character and leaning of the 
constituency. The man whom South 
Dublin delights to honour is modest, yet 
capable, cultured and absolutely free from 
snobbislinesrt, kind-hearted, yet clear- 
headed. His every action in public life is 
influenced by the purest passion of patriot- 
ism. There must be large sympathy with 
these qualities among his constituency, or 
they would have gone elsewhither and en- 
dowed Westminster with a more familiar 
type of Irish Member. 

Plunkett is one of the leading spirits, 
the hardest worker on the Congested Dis- 
trict Board, the only Ministerial institution 
in Ireland universally approved, the sole 
agency, whose efforts for axnelioration of 
distressed Ireland meet with popular recog- 
nition, Of late, has vmed his slavery to 
Ireland by arranging details of debate on 
Financial Kelations between sister coun- 
tries. He is the only man who could bring 
together what Dizzy would call the Two 
Nations in Ireland ---the landlord and the 
tenant, - 

The common ground certainly enticing. 
As the Blameless Bartley, breaking long 
silence, diKsIared to-night, Ireland is always 
united when there is sottiething to be got 
out of the Baxon. Labour of engineenng 
tlie temjK^rary union none the less great. 
Plunkett Iit<* rally oozing with corrosi>ond- 
enctL When he can get no more in outside 
pockets he carries appalling bundle in 
his right hand, scurries to and fro across 
lobbies, through corridors. “ Always looks 
as if he was looking for somebody,” as 
Bark says. To-night lie found Kowahu 
(Ilarke and Lkcky, the former bnsk, prac- 
tical, fonudul and argumentative, thelatt<^r 
more than usually Le<*kydai.si<5al in tone 
and nmnm»r, but w(dghty in matter, elo- 




0- 

9 A-.- 


PAHLUMKNTARt LePRICHACN.” 

Mr, Sarjaant H-mph-11. 

[Our Arti»t mp that if this U not to a Lepri- 
chaua,” it U 



THE POLICY OP THE OPEN DOCK.” 

{As soms would like to inteT^vet iU) 

Chofus of Lukewarm Su^^orters {loitMn), “ Must you kbally be.ooino ? 


quent in phrasing. Blake also delivered 
^mirable speech, handicapped by his fatal 
inability to compress. 

Blake should have been caught 
younger, Sark says. “ If he ’d come into 
the Commons when he was twenty he would 
have gone far. Having commenced his 
Parliamentary career’ en the Continent oi 
America, he has in the matter of length 
drawn his speeches to scale, and 'for our 
little island they stretch too far.” 

Business done * — ^Proposal to readjust 
Pinanci^ Relations between Great Britain 
and Ireland. . ^ i, . . . 

Tuesday * — ^Second nii^ of debate on 
Financial Relations. Been much better 
had it been compressed within one. Fatal 
air of unreality about it. No one expects 
any practical result. But if Mao makes a 
speech, O', being also an Irish Member, 
must make one too,’ or what will they say 

in Clonakilty? , j v- x + 

Best thing I've heard on subject not 
said in present debate. It was at Ministe- 
rial dinner at the opening of last Session 
when Financial Relations of two 
first became political question, and filled 
the air with incessant buzz. Lord Rath- 
more (the lamented Davie Plunkbt of our 


House) turned up at dinner in full dress, 
save that he did not wear his sword. Much 
good-humoured chaff at its absence. Where 
could it be that he had not brought it ? 

“I know what you mean,” said Rath- 
more ; “ but you 're all mistaken. My 
sword is not deposited with my F-f -financial 
Relation.” 

Squire op Malwood effusively and elabo- 
rately said nothing in a speech more than 
thirty minutes long. Bound as Leader of 
Opposition to take part in deba^. All 
very well if what he said might straightway 
be forgotten and remain unrecorded. Some 
day he may again be Chancellor of Ex- 
chequer, If he now says things jileasant to 
Irish Members, he will then he inconveni- 
ently reminded of them. So carefully 
avoids details, mouths generous generali- 
ties, and sits down with serene conscious- 
ness that he has not committed himself. 
House anxiously awaiting the conclusion to 
which his argument may lead, faintly laughs 
when it finds it leads no whithw. 

Business done, — Financial Relations i 
resolution negatived by nearly two to one. 

TAursdav.-— Curious how unexpectedly 
things crop up. Just now, a propos <k 
hotteSf Johnston of Ballykilbeo men- 
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tioned that he would be in Belfast on 
Tuesday next, being the 12th of July. It 
we had thou^t of it we mi^t of course 
have concluded he would be there. Bel- 
fast would not be itself on the 12th of 
July without this warrior figure, the 
Orange sash round his waist, the Orange 
rosette on his manly chest, art subtiy 
baking up the effort of Nature to give 
his flowing beard an orange tint. 

It is only once a year that Balltkilbbg 
goes the whole hog, so to speak, in respect 
of his beard. Niggard Nature stopped at 
the tawny tint. A little more, and it 
would have been true orange, thus artis- 
tically completing a historic personality. 
Once a year, on the 12th of July, this 
defect is corrected. It is said that in the 
mighty and imposing procession there is 
nothing strikes such terror into the breast 
of the Papishers as the sight of the flowing 
beard, bright orange in hue, of the warlike 
figure striding at its head. 

Something of this instinctive apprehension 
shown even to-night. 'V^en Nationalists 
heard that Ballykilbeg “ would be there,’* 
they laughed a hollow laugh meant to be 
scornful. Some time later, John Dillon 
rose and asked Chief Seobetary what 
measures the Irish Executive proposed to 
take for the preservation of life and pro- 
perty in Belfast on Tuesday next, when 
Ballykilbeg will take the field — or rather, 
the street? Gravity of situation further 
shown by Brother Gerald asking for 
notice. 

Business done . — Further discussion on 
Irish Local Government BUI. 

Friday. — Blackwood, almost the oldest, 
remamsi, in matter of freishness and vitality, 
the youngest of monthly n^gazines. The 
current number has special interest in 
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I ^‘Armagh virumqub,” &c. 

1 (The latest thwg in NationaUst Leaders.) 
j Colonel S-nd-rs-n, 

I the^ parts by reason of inclusion of article 
f embodying reimimscences of the Father of 
■me House. Ouripus to note that our dear 
I Sir J OHN Mowbray has lived so long that 
f one family name has not been enough for 


Golfer. ‘*Fore!” Tinker. <*WHATf'" 

Oolf^, ‘'Gbt out of th* way!” Tinker. “What roEf” 

Golfer. “1 MIGHT Hit you.” gVwfey. “Thke-q biwt im, Yopho Max!" 

him. Up to 1847 ho was known to Staf- 

FOBD Nobthootb and others as “ My dear ^ SKYE PILOT IN ORNITHOLOGY. 

the new Mr, Keaeton, in his With Naim and 

Mntury, he took the new name by wfaioh a Camera, mya that he met with a Sootti^ 
he hM amoe ban known and is honoured in Munster, who SFerrad that the Oreat 
the House of (^mmons ^d elsOTrhere. He Northern Oivem make no nesta at all, but 
tells m oharaotenstioally modest manner hatch their eggs under their wings. Sub- 

Kone^hTalone ^ seqaently, independent mtnesaee 

at “SeYenty SYeirod t^t one Swday aftemooo, sitting 

le^ at Westminster. on the cliffs ot Skye, they saw a Qw** 

Bjwness d ^. — Second reading of Bill Northern Dieer lay her egg on !&e sea, 
rcndenug valid in Great Britain marriage eft^ It, and it pSFojpa iwohtu ! 
Mntrac^ in Colonies with Deceased JJoJwtton. Mr. Keaktou does not state 
Wife 8 Sister earned in Lords by neariy “ the SoottiSb Minister soouaed ttw three 
three to one. Independent Witneasea of bieakhig the ! 

— &b^h law, or the Great NorthoinabiTW i 

Gbaye Chaboes always MEr.-BnriaI fees. Mr^KSSro^dL^ 



July 23 , 1898 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 



THE BELGIAN SHAKSPEAEB. 

JULIUS OiESAE. 

{As ShaUsspeare would certainly hme written it, 
c^er mdting K MaeterVmk's **PUl4as and 
Sfilisa/nde** at the Prince of Wale£s Theatre, 
Mr, Tree should give this amended version a 
trial at Mer Majesty's,) 

Act L SoKNJi— Public Place in Pome* 
Brutus* It i$ warm to-day. Ttiere is 
thunder in tho air, I am sure we shall 
ha?*© thunder. Do you not feel the thun- 
der in the air? 

Cos. (interrupting)* 1 fear they will make 
OisSAB king. 

Bru* But surely this is very unusual. 
Our ancestors never had kings. Our an- 
cesto-rs have not had kings for centuries. 
Surely this is very unusual. 

Cas* I fear that Antony will make 
CissAB kir^. 

Bru* (yawning). It Is warm to-day. 
IBnter CfiBSAB, Antony and Casoa. 


Caesar. Let me have fat men about me, 
Antony. 

Antony. Fat men, Caesak ? 

Coes. Very fat men. Cassius there is 
lean, ^'^at is he doing here? I do not 
like lean men, (Turning to Bexjtus.) “ Bt 
tu, Brute f** 

Ant. Not yet,, not yet. That doies not 
come till the second act. 

[Exeunt Ombx’r and Antony. 

Bru. It is warm to-day. [J)a capo. 

Cas. (to Casoa). Did Antony make 
CiBSAEkingP 

Casca. Caesab refused the crown. He 
refu^ it three times. 

Cas, Then we must kill C.«8AB. 

Casca. C-BSAB must certainly be killed. 

Cas. “ Et tUf Brute? ” 

Bru, (yawning), I thought only Caesab 
was allowed to say that. (YawTis,) The 
day is certainly very warm. ^Exeunt, 

j • Act 11. Bo ’ EUtz-^The Fonm , 

' Bru, (to assembled conspirators). How 


unbecoming conspiracy isl What ruffians 
we all look I It is quite extraordinary how 
unbecoming conspiracy is 1 

[Enter Caesar and Antony. 
Coes, Good, morning, friends. “JEt tu, 
Brute? 

Ant, (aside to him). Not yet not yet. 

Coes, (looking at Cassixts). I thought I 
said I would have fab men about me. 

Cas. Then we must kill Caesab. 

[Stabs him, 

Casca, Caesab must certainly be killed. 

[Stabs him. 

Bru. Conspiracy is most unbecoming. 

[Stabs him. 

Cces. *‘Et tu, Brute?” (Aside to An- 
tony.) I may say ^^Et tu, Brute?” now, 
may I not ? 

Ant. (aside to Mm). Quite right; quite 
right. This time you are quite right, 

Cces. I am not happy ! 

[Dies, Exeunt conspirators. Antony 
ascends the rostrum . A crowd collects. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen. I 
have not come to- bury Caesab, but to 
praise him. In this cloak Caesab overcame 
the Nervii. Through this cloak Brutus 
and Cassius stabbed Caesab. You can see 
the holes in the cloak. 

Crowd. Do not speak ill of Brutus. 

Ant. But it was in this cloak, &c. 

Crowd. Do not speak ill of Brutus. 

Ant. Then you compel me to read 
Caesar's will. When you have heard 
Caesar's will, yo-u will allow me to say 
what I please about Brutus. It is a very 
generous will. 

Crowd. Read the will. 

Ant, Caesar's will is very generous. He 
leaves you a large sum of money. He also 
bequeaths his gardens to you for a public 
park. C.bsar's gardens are by the Tiber. 
They will make a beautiful park. 

Crowd. We will avenge Caesab. His 
will is very generous. 

Ant. (continuing). The good that men 

do lives after them 

Crowd (all interrupting and speaking at 
once). Moreover, we can loot the houses 
of the conspirators. And Caesar's gardens 
will make a beautiful park. [Exeunt, 
Ant. As I was saying, the good that 

men do lives after them [Left speaking. 

Act III, Sobnb— Plains of Philippi. 

MidnigM, 

Bru, Cassius, you have an itching palm. 
Cas. I have not an itching palm. Caesar 
himself would not have dar^ to say I had 
an itching palm. 

Bru, Yet you have an itching palm. 

Cos. You do make me so angry with 
you, Brutus, You should not make me 
so angry. [Ad lib, 

Bru. I, too, am angry, Cassius. 

[Enter the Ghost of Caesar, 
Ghost (looking at Cassius). Let me have 
fat men about me. Let me have very fat 
men about me. 

Cas, It is Caesar's ghost. I am certain 
it is Cesar's ghost. [Kills himself, 

Bru, Do not die, Cassius. 

[Bends over the body, \ 
Ghost (turning to Brutus). '^Et tu, \ 
Brute?” [Vanishes. 

Bru. (rising from the body of Cassius). 
Cassius xs deaa. I am sorry Cassius should 
die. He was the last but one of all the 
Romans. But I— I am the very last. 

[Kills himself. 
Ant, (hastily ascending a hillock). *^Et 
tu, Bride?” This was the noblest 
Roman 

[Left speaking. Curtain. 


YOi*. cxv. 
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NO BALD-HEADS NEED APPLY ! 

[A case recently came ’before the Courts in which 
a gentleman sought damages from his landlady for 
ejecting him on discovery of his baldness; her 
contention being that this physical defect would be 
offensive to the taste of her younger lodgers.] 

’Tis not that both my eyes are bl^k, 

My lags arrayed in odd extensions; 
Not that I wear, like Berger acy 
A nose of rather rude dimensions; — 

Not that my ohin is cheaply -shorn, 

Not that my face' is frankly soapless, — 
Not, therefore, with unfeeling scorn. 
Woman, you treat my case as hopeless I 

But just because above my brow, 

That still preserves a certain lustre, 

The locks of youth no longer now 
Promiscuously cling (or cluster) ; — 

Because, in fact, I chance by pome 
Design of Providence, it may be. 

To have my pericranium 
Bald as the surface of a baby ; — 

For this, although my state is due 
To no specific sin or error, . 

Woman, I understand you view 
My form with unaffected terror. 

I that was pleasing in your sight, 

When first you saw me with my hat on , — 
Soon as my top is bathed in light, 

Am, metaphorically, spat onl 

My presence, so you say, would jar 
Upon your younger lodgers’ joyanoe ; 

To such the hairless ever are 
A source, you say, of deep annoyance. 

0 Woman ! in my hairy prim^e, 

When I resembled young Apollo', 

1 seldom fancied— at the time— 

,Hqw swift a falling-ofi would follow. 

I deemed my hair dbiould doubtless be 
A permanently rooted fixture ; 

No man should ever hint to me 
“ You want a little of our mixture I ” 

Then came the decadence ; my poll, 

Bound as a Dutchman’s ruddy cheese is, 
Loomed freely upward till the whole 
Stood bare to all the wanton breezes. 

Long with insidious lotions drenched. 

My barren scalp was seared or scalded 
Until the vital spark was quenched 
And children cried, Go up, thou bald- 
head 1” 

But still I argued, Youth may well 
Be tickled by a mere external ; 

Grown men ignore the outer shell 
In favour of the precious kernel. 

**And Woman — surely Woman must, 

If rightly painted by the poet. 

Neglect the crude material crust 
And love the soul that lurks below it.” • 

But you, whe should have prCbed beneath 
The rusty rind, the faded gilding— 

You threw my baldness in my teeth, 

And me myself outside the building 1 

And yet, believe me, there have been 
Heroes and gallants, saints and Caesars, 
Whose sculptured heads are just as clean 
As thou^ the thing were done with 
tweezers 1 

Nay, there are those in whom you see 
Rough Nature’s tai^ anticipated; 

They took a vow of chastity, 

And had their summits depilated 1 



OVERHEAR 

She (on her first Trip to 
He . “Why, tbs. I guess 
LAST Fall ! ” 


Virtue may hide in lack of hair ; 

And, Woman, you may live to rue it, 
Who oped your portal uuawitre, 

, And sent an angel flying throu^ it I 

EXAMINATION PAPEE 1 LA MiODE. 

(Set with a view to testing a Bay's UsefuZ 
. , ^ Knowledge.) 

Give a short account of the progress ot 
football during the winter term, with notes 
on some of the leading players. 

Explain the term “getting your cap,” 
and give reasons why you are still in the 
second eleven. 

Furnish the rules of lawn-tennis, and the 
regulations governing a paper-cha^. 
Compare Jones major with Smith minor 


(1) in the cricket field, (2) in the “ fives ” 
court, and (3) in the ^m. 

Write a history of Grace, and compare 
his averages with lome oeleorated Austra- 
lian cricketers. 

Draw out a programme of athletic sports 
suitable for three hours’ enjoyment. 

Give the records of throwing the cricket 
ball, the hi^ jump, and the hundred yards. 

Optional . — you have time, jot down 
all you ^ow about Latin, Greek, and 
mathematics^ 

Suggested Name tor the War Articles 
OF THE P. M. G. — Astorpedoes. 

Ajr Inauspioious General. — Marshal 
Blank-o. 
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OOQUBLIN “BST NE,” PABEAITI 

There was a song years ago wliioli achieved a temporary 
popularity on account of its catching lilt and the charm of its 
fair singer; it bore the title, Nobody Knows as I Know^^* words 
that gave the profane parodist — un **$apeur*^ d qui **rkn n^sst 
eacrS ° — the chance of writing, “Nobody’s nose like my nose,” and 
this would be, just now, most suitable to the talented ht. Coquelin 
when made up as the. hero of the new play, Cyrano de Bergerac, 
Coqublin’s nose is the feature of the piece, as Gyrcmo de Bergerac, 
but for this actor’s prestige, would not have attained its present 
success on its own merits. It is “talky,” the “ talk’^ being 
neither particularly brilliant, nor assisting the piece in “getting 
any forrarder.” The play has only three fairly dramatic situa- 
tions, of which the one that ought to have been the most powerful 
is dismissed in a comparatively off-hand way ; while about an 
hour wasted op mere declamation, to the detriment of the action, 
might be cut out with advantage if ever a translation of the 
piece is attempted on the English stage. Who would play 
Cyrano? Irvuto? Ahem! AI/BXANDBR? Perhaps. Wtnb- 
HA.M ? Probably. 

I It is a queer character, this of Cyrano— poet, musician, singer, 

I hero, sober as a teetotaler, yet with a nose to which that of 
Bardolph is by comparison a thing of naught. Why did 
they not nickname this soldier-poet ** OMius Naso^^f M. 
OoaxTELiN achieves a nasal victory over difficulties which are 
of his own choice, and the author of the play, M. Edmond 
Eostand, has much to be thankful for. In the first page the 
dramatist writes, “ C'est d Vdrrw de Cyrano gut je voukm ckdierce 
Better would it have been for the play had he dedicated 
it„“d la lame de Cyrano, whi(h could then have been usefully 
employed in making several effective coupurea. However, the 
play here is not the Qiing so much as the character, which is a 
mixture of Mercutio, Don Cmar de Bazan, and the hero of All for 
Her. HdUe. Maria Leoault, as Byxme, the heroine ^*Uhre, 
orpMiae, et cousim de Cyram,** played very olwirmingly, her 
method in the stronger scenes being occasionally BernTmmnUo. 
Jean Ooqttelin (/.e,, OoatrELinr cadd, and there are seven 
* ‘ cadets ” m the piece— it might be a game of golf I) was good in 
the undistmguished part of Bagumea/ay and M. Volny lived and 


died an excellent (7^rw<tan— which is wiying a good deal for^any 
one— while M. Desjardins, as De Guiche, was what one of 
IDiokbns’s characters termed “ massive and concrete.” That M. i 
CoQUELiN is thoroughly popular in London was proved by the 
; crowded houses and delighted audiences that went to improve their 
; acquaintance with the comedian and with the French language 
j at the same time. 

A COCKNEY EHAPSODY. 

[A critic in the Daily News accim artiste genc’^ally cf igncrenoe in their 
treatment of rural euhjeota. and deelaree that nearly every pjuinre of work m 
Ihe hay or harveet field is inoorrootl 

Comb revel with mo in the country’s didights, 

Its rapturous pleasures, its marvellous bights ; 

No landscape of common or garden I praine, 

But Nature’s strange charms that the painter fKmrtrays* 

No Summer begins there, and %nng never ends, 

It mingles with Autumn, with Winter it Mends ; 

Its primroses bloom when the barley is ripe, 

Amid its red apples the nightingales pi|Hn 

There often the shadow falls southward at noon, 

And sunrise is hailed by the pale crescent moon. 

The sun sets at will in the ^t or the west. 

In the grove where the cuckoo is building her nest. 

There the miikmmd sits down to the left of the cow, 

In harvest they sow, and in haytime they plough ; 

While mowers, in attitudes gladsome and olythe. 

Impossible antics perform with the scythe. 

There huntsmen in June after foxi^ may roam* 

And horses unbiidled go champing with fmm 
From torrents by winter fierce swollen and high, 

The proud salmon leaps in paisuit of the fly. 

Ah Nature ! it ’s little— I own for my |mrt — 

1 know of your face save m mirroured in art : 

Yet vainly shaE critics be^dge me that charm, 

For a fellow can paint witnout limrning to farm. 
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OUR B00EING-0(FFI0E. 

Egypt in 1898 (Blackwood), by G. W. Stbevbks, is a brightly- 
written account of a yisit lately paid to that coTintry. My 
Baronite is under the impression that the work originally appeared 
in the form of letters contributed to that spri^tly little paper 
the Daily Mail, It is as informing as it is interesting, and is 
illustrated by some admirably reproduced photographs. 

Two old friends, with brightened up faces, and looking un- 
commonly handsome and as fresh as colour can make them, are 
Gilbert IBeckbtt’s Comic History of Borne and the second 
volume of the Gorm.c History of Englcmd (both from Bradbury, 
Agnbw,^ & Go.), by the same author. Many a true word is here 
spoken in jest, and it is a pity that a knowledge of this English 
history according to IBeokett is not generally adopted by 
examiners, as a most useful commentary on the serious records. 
The pictures representing the notable characters and chief events 
would impress themselves indelibly on the mind of the youthful 
student, who would be requested by the judicious examiner to 
correct whatever was incorrect in the costumes and accessories 
which make John Leech’s illustrations, conceived in the vein 
of genuine burlesque humour, things of beauty (certainly not 
a few of Leech’s ladies merit this distinction) and joys for ever. 
Thus would the artistic faculties of the youthful aspirant be 
encouraged, and his appetite for knowledge, even of the driest 
kind, pleasantly whetted. The Baron de B.-W. 

SCENE IN OOUBT,’^ 

In Kingshurij^ v. Howard, before Mr. Justice Gobble Barnes 
and a special jury, Mr. Carbon, Q.C., in his cross-examination 
of Dr. Kingsbury, in the course of some questions concerning 
hypnotism, asked the witness, Can you do as well on weak- 
minded men as on strong ? ” 

Imagine the interest shown by the judge, leaders, briefed, 
and briefless, in fact by every one in court as they awaited the 
experienced doctor’s reply ! 

‘*8ome of my best experiments,” said the witness, evidently 
with a keen perception of the situation, *^have been on the 
members of the Manchester Bar.” 

We will adjourn,” said Mr. Justice Gobell Barnes, without 
a second’s hesitation. 

Fancy the awful possibility of a judge, jury, counsel, and 
everybody engaged being suddenly hypnotised by a plaintiff or 
defendant as the case might be I What a scene of Sleeping 
Beauties 1 1 

— . 

THE WAY TO BE A POLICEMAN. 

{From Infonmtion received on a recent Memorable Occasion.) 

By stolidly refusing to show ^y discrimination, and keeping 
the door closed in the face of an illustrious personage. 

By declining to believe that an illustrious personage is him- 
self, and observing, " Oh, yes, I daresay. We have heard that 
before I ” or by using words or gestures to the same effect. 

By allowing a crowd to meet another crowd without keeping 
either to the right or left. 

By being everywhere when not needed, and nowhere when 
services are required. 

By failing to keep a crush from entering a room,^ and having 
to fall back upon the assistance of an amateur special. 

By allowing a procession requiring particular attention to be 
mobhed by a nost of enthusiastic hut inconsiderate admirers. 

By general apathy to the necessity of organising a crowd 
numbering thousands of well-dressed people. 

By doing nothing to increase the prestige of that traditionally 
most worthy body of men, the Police Force of the Metropolis. 



1 PEOPOS OP THE TWELFTH. 

Dear Old Ohaprie.— C an’t get any grouse shooting this 
jar, so no moor at present from Yours truly, 


year, so no moor at present from 
Lowater Lodge, 


tours truly, 

Harry Hardup. 


OLD AGE PENSIONS. 

Exeu7it omnes. But ** the resources of civilisation are not 
exhausted.” By no means. With every post Mr, Bunch is 
inundated with suggestions, and while he flnds it impossible to 
print them all, he commends the following to the Oabmet to be 
carefully studied before the next General Election. 

“H. R. H.” writes, ‘‘It is preposterous to talk of providing 
pensions , for the aged poor. The poor are the only well-to-do 
, people in the country. They have no expenses — what do they 
I want with pensions? The really distressed class are the Royal 
1 Dukes, whoso treatment is a national scandal. Why, Sir, some 
; of us have to keep up a position on j£l0,000 a year and even leas I ” 

I “ Grub Street ” considers the whole scheme “ chimerical and , 
; criminal. It pauperises the poor, ruins thrift, and undennines 
self-dependence. Genius alone can accept such a provision 
j without being morally degraded. Then again, the amount pro- 
posed is absurdly inadequate. Five shillings a week would be 
of no use to me ; it must be guineas at the very lowest.” 

“ Dosser,” who dates from Terns Inhanhmint, wants to know 
“ why e should giv 6 bob a weak ter chaps wot works coppers 
I an other innimys of sersyerty wen he aint got a tanner isself for 
ter get a tuppiny rope.” 

On one particular Mr, PuncEs correspondents are all agreed — 

I the utter absurdity of every scheme except their own. On other 
I points, quot hormnes, tot sententice; and before the Cabinet can 
satisfy every one they will have to discover how to give a pension 
to each without giving one to all. 


At the Opera. 

Qlasekal Lady (fo Flvp;paM Habitui). How do you like the 
Wagner operas ? 

Flippamt Habitue* XJm— rather dull. Think they’d be all the 
better for a little of Dan Leno in ’em. 


From Our Own Ibrbsponsiblb One ^apparently readihg 
Isaac Walton in retirement), — Q, What Fish is most appreciated 
in female piscine society ? A, The gent- eel, of course I 


Note by Our Gallery Argus. — ^Bills not often met by the 
Parliamentary drawers : Private ones. 
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“(Well, how bid your shares in the Dana»^Golb Mine turn out ** 

, E0. .*‘Oh,' I— lER-^rVE LOST ALL INTEREST IN THEM.” 


pPEEATIC NOTES. 

i ^ Bro e Zeandroj the new o^ra^by Signor 
, MANCDCNELLij/was Well xeoedvod on Mon- 
. day^ when it made its first apjiearance in 
London, r Ifc is 'neither great nor original, 
btit it pleasing; in fact, it 

!is']y!ANo;;NBifi:ii/under gentle influence of 
Wagner s ^4 Jk^OAONi., Oocasinnally it 
j seemed if « Jiaii he only dared to Yi,d[ate 
panpns of the modem school, he .would 
ve liked. to Indinge himself by writing, a 
Apparently, when he had 
nothing extra original to say, he tii^slod 
^the brass "'loudly. In the last act, ^the 
* orchestration * in combination with a 
thunderstorm Was a trifle overpowering. 
’Madajne Emma Eahes sang well, thou^ 
a little too lackadaisical for an emotional 
I heroine. Her JShell song, a kind of Wag- 
nerian • edition of “ What arfi the Wild 
Wav^s * ” was greatly applauded. 

M. Salbz^A, a most heroic JOeandet, seemed 
; a bit tired, but he has had a good time of 
it this season as a tenor of all"”W»ork;" Rnd 
lots 0 # playing. As. a Professor of Nata- 
tion, his costume was strictly irreproach- 


able. Evidently the Greeks of old bathed 
in full costume. M. Plan^on sang and 
acted in his usually suave high-priestly 
manner. The^ moimting was excellent, 
and everything went without a hitch. 1'he 
classical chorus *sang well together, their 
appearance, especially the feminine por- 
tion, being distinctly and ^iuaintly antiaue, 
whilst the men were more prehistoric than 
heroic. 

^<>ll<>wing letter, which 
has reached .8|5> Fleet Street, speaks for 
itself: — 

ZuIvj 1898 . 

Good Master Punch, — Or you might be 
I ‘*bad^^ for au^t I care, save that I wish 
to conciliate you, and get your consent to 
the publication of this letter. I have a 
complaint, good Master Furtck) a com- 
plaint! 

On Thursday, JEenry ike Eighth^ com- 
posed by Camille Saint-SaSna, and written 
by the Messrs. Bdtroyat and Bilvestre. 
was played for the first time in England 
in Covent Garden. Naturally I was there 
to see. 

The curtain rose, and we were in a hah 


of His Majesty’s Palace in London.^ I 
could not determine where. It might 
have been (and probably was) that splendid 
structure opposite Chancery Lane where 
Henry, had he lived in these days, might 
have got his hair cut. Out of the window 
was a capital presentment of ITleet Street 
in the olden time. The courtiers discuss 
with Don Gomez^ the Spanish ambassador, 
the gossip of the moment. Tlie king^ is in 
love with Anne Boleyn, He is getting a 
divorce, and Buckingham is to be exe- 
cuted. Then the king appears with (Ca- 
therine. They are followed by Anne 
(smiling), and the chorus declare— -to quote 
from the Argument— “ that BVance and 
Plngland are now one, seeing that the new 
maid of honour has come direct from the 
Court of Charles the Twelfth.” Henry 
creates Anne Marchionass of Pembroke. 
Then Buckingham m heard without going 
to his execution to the sound of military 
music, suggestive of rather a sad Lord 
Mayor’s Show, and the curtain descends 
—again I quote from the Argument— ** m 
Don Gomez realises that he loves Anm 
in vain, while the others sing a solemn 
chorus on the subject of Buckingham's 
doom.” But there was a gap. Borne one 
was not there! 

In the second act we are in Kitdunond 
Park, with Jfcnry and AnnCf to ptit it 
colloquially, ** carrying on.” 'Fhe Papal 
legate arrives to decdde against the king, 
when the monarch postpones further busi- 
ness to join in a popular fMe. The value 
of the original, whicJi included a present- 
ment of the gathering of the Rcottish : 
clans, was not given. It was indeed re- | 
grettable. Then there was another oniin- 
sion. There was a gap. Home on© was 
not there ! 

The third act passes in Westminster 
Hall, where Catherine, is tried. I quot4i 
from the Argument. **Tbe Papal legate 
enters, and allowing the Papal Bull, an- 
nounces that the Poyie decIaroH the mar- 
riage with Catherine lawful and valid. 
Henry then appeals to the people, and 
asks if they will accept a foreign mandate. 
On receiving a frantic negative, he consti- 
tutes himself head of the (^uit*h of Eng- 
land, and announces that he will take to 
wife Anne Boleyn, Marchionemii of Pem- 
broke. The legate excommunicatCH Jienry^ 
who always hae a ready retort, and the 
scene closes amid general enthusiasm and 
rejoicing.” But there was an ommon. 
There waa a gap. Horn© on© wan not 
there I 

The opera— which I ventim^ to de<!lare 
is in plot, music, and execution. ^^Imirahb 
— is Drought to a closi^ at Kimboltmi, 
where Anne and Henry meet in the deaUi- 
chamber of (^alherine. Bui even then 
them was an omission. There mm mm 
mom a gtip. Home on# again was not 
tliem! 

And now, good Master Puneht tell me 
the name of the ahwnte©. You oannot! 
Then I will supply the information. / was 
not there. I had been cut out. I had 
bcMBH omitted. My king wm there, but 
not Farewell, a long farewell to 

all my greatness* 

Yours in topenitie) tears, 

The Bhabii or WomiY* 

Mynnm. 

HiEScms Aboenmint aaiAttY ArriOTim 
BY Mai.e Teetotalbrs.— T he heard. 

UKBiBiaABui Beio-a-»»ac.— F amilf jans. 
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KISMET. 

Bt p;ood (or olse by evil) chance 
I used to see her everywhere — 

When 1 went cut to crush or dance, 
ten to one that she'd be there. 
What dainty pictures I might draw, 

If I had skill to paint or write, 

And make you see iier, as I saw — 

The pretty girl I knew by sight 1 

Yet, on mature reflection, I 
Will leave her portrait unessayed — 

If you would know the reason why, 

It might be lifelike, I'm afraid 1 
So whether she was fair or dark, 

Or ehort or tall, are matters slight — 
She was, I but again remark, 

A pretty girl I knew by sight. 

With unobtrusive interest 
1 watched her move throu^ Fashion's 
masse, 

I saw her fair and sweet, possessed 
Of none hut ** jrreat and gracious ways.” 
To study her I simply sought 
Alike *'by sun and canale-H^t," 

To me she still continued nou^t— 

A girl I only knew by sif^t. 

And strangers yet,” as Houghton sings. 
We two for many months remained— 
'Tis one of those peculiar things 
Which never can be quite explained. 

I hold that Kismet ^apes our ends, 

I said, Whatever is, is right : 

We are not destined to be fnends 
'Twas much to know her e'en by fd^t. 

At last, no matter how, at last 
Fate with her kindly cruel net 


Caught us together in one cast, 

And so at last, at last we met 1 
We talked the afternoon away^ 

How swift those hours winged their 
flight 1 

She was my friend for half a day — 

The girl I 'd known for months by sight. 
Since then she's vanished from my ken, 
And I have haunted every place 
Affected by my fellow-men, 

Where I mi^t hope to see her face. 
I've sought her everywhere in vain, 

A very “phantom of delight,” 

A phantom that appears again 
To memory only, not to sight. 

To meet her howsoe'er I pray, 

It is not likely now, I know, 

Because that memorable day 
Was ages — quite a week — ago I 
The Season wanes, the folk depart, 

And Fate decrees, in my despite, 

That I should know her now “ by heart,” 
Instead of knowing her “ by sight ” 1 

Curious Effect of the War. 

Aetiolbs of commerce which have be- 
come much dearer: — Bread (in mite of 
the downfall of Mr- Lbitbb) ; Tobacco 
(notwithstanding the remission of duty) ; 
Claret and Brandy (though supposed to 
hail from France) ; Bopes (ostensibly by 
reason of the investment of Manila) ; Oil 
(apparently used as fuel by both the Ame- 
rican and Spanish navies) ; Potatoes (pos- 
sibly used as missiles) . To which may 
be added Paper (which has been used in I 
unprecedented amount); and goose-quills! 
(ditto). i 


AT THE BAB. 

( Vide Daily Okronicle. ”) 

Eeb the sparrow starts to twitter, 
Ere the milkman yokes his van, 
We are up and drawing “ Bitter ” 
For the British working-man ; 
When the ever-watchful peeler'a 
Bull's-eye flashes like a star, 

We are serving midni^t reelers 
At the bar. 

Never resting, never sleeping 
Till the night is on the wane, 
And before the dawn is peeping, 
On our weary feet again ; 

And however late or early, 

Or however tired we are. 

It 's dismissal to look surly 
At the bar. 

So with lips too often laughing 
Over sad and weeping hearts, 
'Mid the vulgar wit and chaffing 
Do we play our hated parts. 

And we often think 'twere fitter 
To he buried — ^fitter far 
For our life is one long “Bitter” 
At the bar. 


At the School Treat. 

Lady Helper (to Small Boy), Will you 
have some more bread-and-butter? 

Small Boy, No fear, when there's kike 
about. 

Lady Helmr (trying to he kind). Cake, 
certainly ! Will you have plum or seed? 

Small Boy, Plum, in course. D'ye tike 
me for a canary ? 
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PEPYS. 

CoMxs to me a letter, copy of which did 
appear, it seemeth, in Fwnch last week. 
Well pleased to know that my descendant, 
Samttbl Pbpys Cockerell, did row right 
well for a Plate given by the Ladies. In 
good sooth, am highly pleased to find the 
Ladies favour him thus early ; which minds 
me of mine own — — But will defer what 
I would have said, as my wife, poor 
wretch, approacheth, and hath small sym- 
pathyj with what she is pleased to call the 
foibles of man. I note that, although 
there be a famous tome entitled, Letterff 
/rom— well, the Shades, yet it is right 
sejdom that a letter is Minwd here, we 
not having an Asbeatos Postman. 

Sj P 

To “One who Bows;” 


GOOD-BYE TO THE SEASON I 

Good-bye to the Season 1 Alas that it^s 
oyer! — 

I borrow the sentiment boldly from 
PRAED — ’I 

Alas for the days I Ve been livipgln d^er, 
Alae for the reckoning now to he paMl^f » 
I rail at the Pates, at the ’lai^ ^ 'the 
weather — 1 t'/ 'i 

The Sun of the Season has lefij gotoig 
down, n *' 


iTor you moor and mountain, blue heavens 
and heather. 

For me work and worry, the Temple and 
Town. 

Good-hye to the Season! — ^its diimers and 
dances, 

Its iaunts down to Hurlingfaam, matohee 
at Loord’s, 

Good-bye to the Park, and the Play, and 
the chances 

Of infinite pleasure the Season affords. 
To-day I am thinking of what must come 
after, 

Half dreaming, half stifled in hot wig 
and gown— 

For you in the Highl and s gay friends and 
light laughter,* 

For me the Old Bailey and heartache in 
Town. 

Good-hye to ihe Season! — its folliee and 
crazes, 

Its fashions md politics, Mnsio and Art, 
Good-bye to the tale of its blame and its 
' mrai^s, 

. Good-bye to my friends, and good-bye— 
, to my heart! 

I The days will drag slowly whic^ yotl*ll be 

' : away for; . * . . 

i Meanwliile may al hai^oceas eadh cl 

To you Heaven gyant all the blcmn^ you 
pray for, * 

To me-^just our neat merry Uieellng jn 
Town! 


BEAUTIFUL BUBINESB FOE BISLEY. 

(A Oommunicafim/rtmi High Quarkrn*) 
Mr. Punch, represent the 

British nation, and consequently I iwldrejia 
you. .Ur, Fundh the volunteers are 
now at Bislcy, An«i in these troublous 
times, they must hmm to do their duty. 

Mr. Fundi f 8ir, what is their duty P I 
will tell you-™t»o accnist^m themselves to 
privations of a oampiign. Mr. Punchy 
Sir, what ia the use of gooti firing if the 
marksman lives in luKiiry!' 3/r. Punchy 
Sir, no good at all. Ho, Mr. Pumh, Sir, 
I would abolish all comfort. I^et every- 
bo<ly sleep in the open- no pleasant camp 
furniture and the rest of it. 

Mr. Punch, Sir. I would make the 
marksmen provide their own commissariat. 
Stop all food going beyond the lines. Cut 
off the excellent provisions always supplied 
by the caterers. Sorry for those gentle- 
men, but war is war. 

Then there is another item. Mr* Punch, 
Sir, there should be nip^t attacks, and If 
It ocmaes to that, day attacks, too. Mr. 
Punchy Sir, the work down Wokii^ way 
IS not realistic. Pot-hunting 

is ail very well in its way, but pot-hunting 
would have to be dybeontinuea In mm of 
an 

So thus I leave it, but you should see 
that my suggestions are carried out. 

(Signed) Mars, Major. 
Mmtary mparimmt^ Olympia. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

UXTRAOTED PROM THE DiARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday y July 11. 
— “ So you are oocupewing Tommy Bowleses 
pie/* said Sark to Mr. Gedge, finding him 
once more ensconced in the coveted corner 
Beat above the Gangway. 

Mr. Gedge bent a searching glance upon 
him. What might this suspicioius com- 
mingling of syllables portend? It was 
only seven 0 '*clock; but some men, es- 
pecially in the City, dine early. Sark 
thought he had better explain. An old 
story ; everybody knows it, every one but 
Mr. Gedge : the college Don whh delights 
a wide circle of friends by. occasionally 
mixing up his syllables ; goes to church a 
little late.; finds a stranger in his pew. 
Beg your pardon,” he tumultuously says, 
but you *re occupewing my pie.” 

Mr. Gedge doesn*t laugh. “ I don*t like 
iokes made about a pew,** he said. You *11 
be speaking lightly of the pulpit next.** 
This by the way. Having secured the 
coign of vantage, whatever we may call it, 
Mr. Gedge rises thence and wants to know 
to which of Her Majesty’s Ministers seated 
below him he should address a question 
about the Lord Chancellor’s disposal of his 
patronage. Which shall it be ? Don’t all 
speak at once. They didn’t. Only Prince 
Arthttr, in his most chilling manner, ob- 
served, *‘lf questions of this kind are to 
be asked at all ” — ^that is, if any one is so 
depraved, so loet to all sense of decency, 
so micrilegious (Prince Arthur didn’t say 
all this, but his look bent upon Mr. Gedge 
convoyed evexy syllable of it) — “ they 
sliould be asked of me.” 

Mr. Gedge began to wish he ’d stayed at 
home ; dug his knuckles in his eyes, and 
whimpered tlmt he had asked Prince 
Arthur; tliat Prince Arthur had told 
him to ask the Home Secretary; that he 
had gomii to the Home Secretary, who told 
him to go and <Jall on the Chancellor ol 
the Exchequer; tluit ho (Mr. Gedge) had 
explained m would rather not. 

Frincje Arthur made no response'. House 
rather disjippointed. Would rather like to 
discjover winch of Her Majesty’s Ministers 
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“ SANCTITAIIY ! ! » 

Sir John G-rat in the House of Lords, July 12. 


could tell Mr. Gedge all about the Lord 
Chancellor’s exercise of his patronage. 

Busi7ms done* — Cap’en ToaiMY Bowles’s 
seat en-Gedged, 

Tuesday. ~ ‘‘ * Thank Heaven for the 
House of Lprds I ’ is a phrase with which 
reiteration has made us familiar. For the 
moment I limit my gratitude to the* exist- 
ence of the rails that mark off the space 
before the steps of the Throne.” 

It was John o’ Gorst who spoke. He 
was sitting on the steps of the Throne nurs- 
ing his knees, with one eye warily bent on 
that muscular Christian the Archbishop of 
Canterbury, both ears open to London- 
derry. As soon as House met, the Primate 
asked County Guy on what authority, 
or on what evidence, the Vice-President 
had stated that religious teaching in Board 


Schools in large towns is superior to that 
supplied in Voluntary Schools? County 
Guy explained that it was entirely an ex- 
pression of private opinion. There were 
two personages, (a) the Vice-President of 
the Council, (h) John o’ Gorst. If the ! 
statement alluded to had been made by (a) 
it would have been serious. Being made 
by (6) , it was — as Mr* Toots said wen he 
sat down on Miss Florence Domhey’s Sun- 
day bonnet incautiously deposited on a 
chair — of Ho consequence. 

This brou^t Londonderry to the front. 
IF ih^’s one thing the noble Marquis 
can’t abear it’s lack of party disciphne- 
A Peer, even a Commoner, may, in the 
privacy of his home, think what he likes 
about, say, the poli^ or the leadership of 
the Premier. To discuss it, mudi less to 
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censure it in public, is flat burglary. To 
Londonderry’s well-ordered mind the 
spectacle of what in his haste he called 
‘‘an Under-Secretary” bluntly telling the 
truth without first obtaining his chief’s per- 
mission, was SO' shocking that he could 
hardly find words to express his burning 
indignation. It was during the delivery i 
of this speech that John o’ Gorst, safe in 
sanctuary, thanked Heaven for the rail- 
ings outside the steps of the Throne. 

Bminess done . — The Bishops asked that 
John o’ Gorst’s head might be brought in 
on a charger. Duke of Devonshire said 
he would see about it. 

Briday . — ^Five o’clock and a fine morn- 
ing—that is, for July. Spent a dreary 
night wrestling with Irish Local Govern- 
ment Bill. 

“Not perhaps the best way of doing 
your work,” says the milkman whom I, 
homeward bent, partly accompanied on 
his round. 

Don’t know that opportunities oc- 
ouning on the milkman’s round make him 
the best judge of what we do in Parlia- 
ment. But, really, when I come to think 
of it, not sure there isn’t something in my 
casual friend’s remark. Here we ’ve been 
all week worrying round this Bill, taking 
it up before four in the afternoon, setting 
it down O'n stroke of midnight. Not quite 
so much time on Wednesday : say, average 
seven hours close work a day ; and mind 
you, the report stage of a Bill is the final 
winnowing out. Been at it for days, even 
weeks, on first reading, second reading, 
and Committee stages, 

mean to say, facing this smiling, 
chudlike morn, trying to keep step wiQi 
this hard-headed milkman, that if we had 
only the business of the Bill at heart, we 
couldn’t have comfortably, much more 
effectively, have concluded our work at 
the customary midnight hour? 

“Instead of which,” as the judge acutely 
remarked, sO'me three or four score of us 
have been sitting up through a sultry night, 
trying to keep ourselves awake as we dis- 
cussed delicate points in the Bill. It had 
to be finished at this sitting, lest a worse 
thing befel. Prince Arthur, who is not 
nearly so simple as he looks, dropped hint 
that if we didn’t achieve report stage there 
must be a Saturday sitting. We pre- 
tended not to' hear ; but the words stuck, 
^d so did we— -at our task till it was 
finished. 

What the milkman says is, of course^ 



rub-bish 

MAY BE 

SHOT Hm 
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ENGLISH DICTIONARY ILLUSTRATED. I. 

“Coincidence." The.eallino oe heetino on two or more Liheb or Bodieh at 
THE «AME Point. ‘i*" 


A Study of Admiral Field’s Bow to the Speaker. 

/not erfid^ (see Coke on Littleton). But 
M we part tod go our several ways, I have 
feelmg that there’s soroethiag 


DABBY JONES LOOKS EOBWAED 
TO LIVEEPOOL. 

Honoured Sir, — ^I n this sultry weather 
1 nave only time and inclination to send 
you the following prophecy anent the 
JLiiverpool Cup : — . 

I cannot believe in the AmU mad. 

The Orphm Child has no hope from me ; 

^ prefer instead, 
lo meAo th^t never can Meaner be. 
j ^fjhs Mac must run up welL 
’8 not one to eraSc ; 
Coal Conmned may a story tail 
When the Bucal 0 Tou and I should back ! 

** Pr<xinoe the Ever 
beared Orf-hird’s eggs so constantly found 
in the nest by 

Your DiseoJving Dependent, 

Jones. 

I A High Ch dboh Paett.— A steeple-jack. 
Diet-cheat.— Street ices. 


CAMAEA OBSCURA. 
marvelled whither he was gone : 

Small wonder, for I swear 

valiant Don 

Was neither here nor there. 

Mamalian Language* 

Dear Mr, Punch, — I resid in the papers 
that an * Arabian Baboon,” which dis- 
tinctly ejacuktes “ mmna,” has lately ar- 
nved at the 2(OoI<^cai Gardens. This fact 
ooimlusively proves to me that the word i 
with which children so fondly addxess their 
mothers is of Simian origin, and distinctly 
proves the Darwinian theory. Similarly. 

I oidy imagine that all Guinea Fowl, 
with their cries of “Come back, come 
back, must be the direct descendants of 
pnmeval raoe-sfcarters. 

Yours obediently, 

HaaRY Hopkins. 
Mastodon Manor, Chalk Farm. 
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consent to an unworthy silence on those matters to which I have 
professed to attach so great an importance, would he a degrada- 
tion which no honourable man could regard with complacency or 
satisfaction. There are plums like this on every page of a little 
book that wiU give more than a shilling's- worth of pleasure in 
family circles. 

Oh, what a noble book! Tht Encychpcedia of Practical 
Cookery (L. IJpcoTT Q-ill), edited by Theodore Eranois 
Garrett (bless him!), being “A Complete Dictionary of all | 
Pertaining to the Art of Cookery” — the noble Art, the greatest 
of all the Arts !— “ and Table Service.” This is indeed tidings of ! 
the greatest comfort and joy, sent down from the Garrett above 1 
to the Kitchen beneath. Theodore Francis has been assisted in I 
Ids noble and monumental work by William A. Eawson, Cook ' 
and Coiofectioner, who has helped to dish up many a Lord Mayor’s 
feast— at least, so opines the Baron. This excellent book, this 
genuine Cook’s Guide, containing many a tour de force, is in two | 
volumes, each as big as the conventional “ Family Bible.” The 
magnum ojpm “ teems,” if the Baron may be permitted the ex- 
pression, copyrighted by one of his estimable colleagues, with 
illustrated information. And, indeed, where, in a civilised state ! 
and age, is the use of even the very best cooking, unless you 
have “ plates” ? These plates are provided by Harold Furniss 
(“Furniss” — ^name suggesting a combination of kitchen fires 
and grUls), by George Crttikshank (name recalling^ Harrison i 
Aotsworth’s ffistorical Romances, illustrated, which told of 
Gog, Magog, and their Gargantuan feasts), W. Mdnn^ .Ajsdrew 
(a good Mitnn this), and others. Eight chefe de cuisine have 
assisted, aided by two confectioners, in the making of this work, 
and too many chefs have not spoilt the book. Au contraire. How 
appetising even to write about such dainty dishes ! Let us rejoice 
and smack our lips ! Let us read it day by day, devoting an hour 
per diem to its study, and to the thorough (Digesting of it. No 
household troupe should be without it. The first word in Yol, I. 
is “ AhaUfaim, French literally for a hunger ’-reducer,^* and hence 
it comes to mean the pi.^ce de rSaistance, something at which, and 
into which, you can** cut and come again.” This Cookery Book 
is an appetiser, and an ** Ahat-fcvmP First it makes you yearn 
without being too hungry, then it teaches you how to satisfy 
your yearning, yet not to gorge. And the last word^ is ‘ * Zwei’- 
bcLchen,** t.e., twice cooked cakes, to be eaten as dry biscuit, just 
to assist the wine- tasting: and so it ends. The spirit of liberality 
pervades the compilation, as is evident from the followmg wise 
and generous concession — “ Should garlic he objected to, it may he 
omittedP It is impossible summarily to dismiss this work. 

** This is not my last word on the subject,” quoth emphatically, 
The BRANTdMEAN Baron de B.-W. 

To BE Sung at Concert Pitch. — “ The Tar's FarcwellP 


OTJE BOOKING-OmOE. 1 

Mr. J. W. Arrowsmith, of Bristol, has had a happy thought. 
More than a dozen years ago, when, as the preface to The 
Chamberlain Birthday Book puts it, Mr. Chamberlain was the ■ 
rising hope of stem, unbending Radicalism, there was published 
under authority a volume of his public speeches. It has long 
been out of print, and, traciition says, the sole copy with which 
the House of Commons library was endowed has been literally 
thumbed to pieces by Members in quest of pleasant reminders 
for “ Joe,” that he did not always see matters from the point of 
view of a Cabinet Council where he sits in company with Lord 
Salisbury and Lord Halsbury. The Chamberlain Birthday 
Booh supplies the gap in pleasing ingenious fashi<3n. Mr. 
Chamberlain’s pointed utterances on political questions and 
situations uttereif in unregenerate days, are remorselessly col- 
lated. Appositeness is given by the signature of the public man . 
closely concerned facing each entry under proper date, after the | 
manner of the ordinary birthday book. For example, Mr. 
Chamberlain was bom on July 8, 1836. His name is duly 
entered, whilst on the page opposite there appears the fol- ' 
lowing quotation from a speech delivered by him at Bridport on 
October 1, 1885 :—** That I should purchase place and office 
by the abandonment of the opinions I have expressed, that 
I should put my principles in my pocket, and that I should 
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[A Tashion Paper for Gentlemen has made its appearance.] 
What we may expect to see in future Numbers, 
“Mr. Fitzvere’s Wedding.” 
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THE ARMY SURGEON’S VADE MECUM. 

Question. On joinmg tJbe army, liad you 
more than one qualification? 

Answer. I had two, my knowledge a» a 
scientist and the ordinary education of an 
officer. I had to become acquainted with 
military law, and other learning proper to 
one assuming command. 

Q. On joining the iserrice, how were 
you treated? 

A. Scarcely to my satisfaction j for al- 
though I had my military qualification, that 
specialite was ignored, and I was called 
surgeon this or surgeon that. 

Q, Can you give a reason for this? 

A. It was alleged that I was not a 
combatant officer, and consequently had 
no right to the privileges of my comrades. 

Q. As a matter of fact, did you not per- 
form the duties of a combatant officer? 

A. The many Victoria Crosses gained 
by the Army Medical Department is a 
sufficient answer. 

Q. Were there other officers who be-, 
longed to a department as you did ? 

A. Yes, there were paymasters, and 
officers undertaking the transport of stores. 

Q, And were they called Pay Captains 
and Transport. Majors? . 

A. No ; which made it the harder for 
Brigade-Surgeon Lieutenant-Colonels. 

Q. But you are talking of the past; 
how about the present? Has anythmcc 
been done to imnrove the status of Army 
Medical Officers ? 

A, Yes: the prefix of “Surgeon” has 
been abolished, sO' that now a military 
doctor may pay a visit without tbe^ fear 
of being announced as a ^rgeant-MaKjr. 

Q Has this measure cniven sahsfa<Tion r' 
A. Very great satisfaction, for ii? hs^ 
removed a griev»no<4, apd. pavqd the road 
to the best men fiockin^j tO' 

Q. And wh5»t will be the probable wult y , 
J, That the members of tbe^ Koyc'; 
Medical Corns will in future be as*oonspi-; 
OUOU9 for their scientific attainments as 
thev have alread'c' heen for their , bravery ^ 
and devotion to duty. 

DARBY JONES LOOKS ON GOODWOOD. 

HoNOTTRiiD Sib, — » sinel« wntenoe 
as epigrammatic as any uttered l)y a 
British Statesman, let me state that I 
have heen badly treated. Worms that I 
have nourished have turned and stuno 
me. T iwfer to Count Gbouanoot and 

Captain Krttbrion, of whom- IMo 

matter— T will simmer down, and you shall 
have details in “ my next.” 

I am anarry, very angry, and was so 
when your friend v^ir Fraiskr Pxtnnett, o 
whom T explained my misfortune in the 
Crush 110010 at the Ouera. told me to keep 
“my Hair Male on,” and escaped before 
I could get his address, which you for, 
some subtle reason deny me. I am not., 
only angry, hut sad; hut nevertheless I, 
must, trv end find the winner of the Qood 
wood iStakes. ^ . . 

And now. Sir, for the Cup, the time- 
honoured Cup, fhom, I f<='ar, of its tra- 
ditionary glory, but still, the Cup. 

For the Second New Tort 1 shaVt go 
With the Argentine JBrmh in the way ; 

The imioy may make a fair show. 

But tne Gal won’t be there on the day. 

Stout Manor Mouse ought to run well ; 

If not one, then he ’s sure to be three ; 

But the Tart Dust I clearly foretell 
And the Saint are the heroes for me. 





Misl^m {about to mgage a mxo EomemM)* “Have you rad any expbiuenle? 
Appliemt. “ Oh yes, Mxtm.' I Ve been of Sitiwatiqns 1 


Ah 1 honoured Sir, we know the Birdless 
Grove, and the Oo>fless Bird, , the Grub 
under the Trees, and the Surrende^ of 
Chichester to the Bo-mbardment of the 
Boys.’' They are “all there,” Captain 
KRiXERfON remarks. How the Police love 
these Noble Men of Sport, in common with 
Xour own Topical Tipster, 

Darby Jonbs. 

A Suggestion, 

Is th^e a Social Club for Photo|raphers 
only ? If not, sUrt one,^ and let it be caUed 
‘ ‘ La Oajnjera derie/' . 

Lord Salisbury’s latest raba avis.— 

The Niger signet. 


LITTLE MISS LOGIC. 

Zittle Dot (to Eminent Frofessor of 
Chemistry). Are you a chemist? 

Eminent Frofessor. Yes, my dear. 

X. D. Have you got a shop with lovely 
large coloured bottles in the window ? 

Fj. F- No, my dear ; I don’t keep a shop. 

X. P. Don’t you? Then I suppo^ you 
don’t sell Jones’ Jubilee Cou^ Jujubes ? 

E. P- No, my dear, I certainly do not. 

X. D. (decidedly)- I don’t think I ought 
to talk to you any more. You cant be a 
respectable chemist. 

. JS. F. Why not, my dear? 

X. D. ’Cos it says on the box, “Sold by 
all respectable chemists.” 
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“This ’bris China business do book alb wrong ; VvenW mT”’ 

LAlRd Salisbury 'avb got some Hinfqrmatiok as we avbht a g » 


Confess to having felt m some degree 
shocked at first, but have since i^^rstood 
th.it this illustration contributed, not a 
little to subsequent fnendiy relations be- 
tween the two countries. . 

Intellectual enlightenment b^ng sole 
reason for existence of Poesiopolis, wnicn 
is deserted during close season for culture, 
no intoxicating drinks were to be pur- 
chased within the town-walls, nothing, in 
fact, beside® those apparently innocuous 
mixtures that eventually disfigure mges- 
tive organs beyond all possible rwognition. 
As evil fortune would have it, the environ- 
ment to a radius of fifteen mile® was a 
“ dry district, conforming to law® or 
Local Veto. Complained bitterly to 
friendly native of having to steam such a 
long distance down lake in search of 
woitoanlik® drink. Thirst generally dis- 
appeared before it could be quenched. 

“Don’t you make any mistake,” he 
said, “about these ‘dry’ distncts. You 
cross right away to that hotel opposite- 
matter of mile-and-a-half or two Mle^sk 
for Room 13, and see that you get it. 

Rapidly took ship to haven where 1 
I would be. Entering hokel I advanced to 
manager and said, “I want to dnnk.;’ 
“ Ginger-beer and lemonade in Room la, 
he replied. A Uttle diaken in my oonh- 
dence, I proceeded to Room 13, aM 
oau^t the barman’s eye. . Cp I 
anything intoxicating to dnnk here P 1 
asked, plaintively. “ 
lemonade,” he ,repli^. Then I wiU 
trouble you,” I.^aaid, “ for a 
sherry-cobblers, if you please.” Wwout 
another word he nuxed and served the 
beverage named. 

Have since learned that there are no 
more contented people in Btat^ ^an 
inhabitants of “ drv ” distncts. All parties 
pleased. Teetotalers, because they have 
passed law against sale of intoxicating It 
quors ; drinkers, because nobody ke^ tt 
, But to pass by easy and natum transr 
tion from subject of dry districts to that 
‘ Epjc^of 


IEMISPHERES 1 HAVE ^‘EXTENDED” OVER. 

(By a Me OaTrihridge Lecturer ^Hupartihus,'") 
II,— The Western Hemisphere. 


POBSIOPOLIS is a fenced watenng-place 
in primeval forest of pin© and maple-s^p 
on borders of first-class lake. For poll-tax 
of one-quarter do-llar per diem, municipa- 
lity li^ts the sylvan ways with electricity, 
waters roads, and supplies lectures. No 
further charge for programme of day, 
pinned on forest-trees.^ In this chaste re- 
treat, free from frivolities of other holiday 
resorts frequented by the “ summer girl, 
may be found physical rest and mental 
refreshment at above trifling char^. 
Cheap excursion-trains bring the 

teeming population of Cuitureville, one 
drawing-room car being always reserved 
for members of the Browning Society. 

Immediately upon my arrival (aftw some 
twenty-four no^ars on American sou) was 
assaulted by series of female pe^-eorre- 
epondents all demanding my picture, 
together with account of my views on the 
working of the United States Constitution, 
Assured them all of my high appr^iation of 
the iced drinks of the country. And now , 
said one young Canadian reporteress, whose 
antipathy to me States I had been cleverly 
flattering (the alliance not having been 


yet consummated), ‘^and now, 
sormtUng startling ! ” 

several very startling things, not all suit- 
able for publication, but confined myseli 
to expression of opinion that this was one 
of the nicest Hem&pheres I had ever come 

Thermometer standing at some tnree 
figures Fahrenheit in shade, was allowed 
to demonstrate methods of Cambncige 
University ExteiMion in open-air 
popularly supposed to resemble rarme- 
non. This offered lawleae opport^tuM 
to itinerant Kodak-demons, who md not 
heeitate to snap me throngb the tmpie- 


_ ap JUUW WJUS.AVV»|^ wfcfcw -K 

columns in miost of rapt oration. Found 


this very trying to mod^y. 
ever, afforded still more deadly f^lities ^ 
prurient curiosity. Was in habit of pub- 
licly diving from prominence overh^gir 
water. Met a gentleman lately returns 
fr<fm mother-country to whom my ng^e 
seemed famOiar, Ikough I did not 
to havo set eyes on him before, j acts , 
transpired as follows. His vee^, anfiving 
off Sandy Hoot was met by tender onnmng 
out Customs officials and newspapers, ^rst 
object that rivetted his attention m lea**^ 
New York journal wae pioturs « athletic 
figure projected in mid-air over mland sea. 
Xmderneabh ran terse legend : — _ Pmfetsor 

, of Cheat Britain^’ (mentioning W 

name) , “ dives into the ledte at Poestopolts I 


of my lecture®— ** The Klpjc^of SordeMa. 
Local S^retaries of University Extension 
Centres in England have often expressea 
to me their apprehension that mere name 
of Bbownino would frighten mrwm peo- 
ple from attending cours^. onm 
temptA to meet dimculty by ^hng the 
subject “Trnnysok/* and see how long I 
could lecture on Bbowiciko hdore I was 

found out. , - j, 

But all rest of Bbownino upside-down 
is child’s play to Bordello. Btatistioe 
that not mora thaa ojm in 
hundred thousand inhabitants of Bnt 
kh Isles have ever even aatd that they ito 
perused it; and of^eee 
Sould prove that they understood as m^y 
as mx consecutive lines 
Under these circumstances, had felt myseu 
well-advised in ^ving to »iy course the 
title ^ **On Some Mkged Dil&oul 


dties in 


wtvi,>7, **On Borne ,, 

Browning’s Epic of hordeMa. 

In first two lectures, result of devotion 
of large part of life-time,^ I endeavouima 
to elucidate the vexed and mtncate Italian 
history of period in which hero 
At end of ^nd lecture, 
rebuked by lady in audience. “Prrfeesor 

she said, “ we wi* yon 

tell ns things we know alm^. We WMfc 
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We want you just to get on to tho Book. 
There are lovely things in the Book.” Mut- 
tering words of astonishment at the stand- 
ard of culture in the States, I assured her 
I would get on to the Book without further 
delay. By my fourth lecture had become 
absolutely incomprehensible— to my audi- 
ence, as I imagined ; to myself, as I knew. 
Could not readily believe that any one 
would be found hardy enough to attend 
the fifth. Meanwhile, met my critic. 

“ Professor she said, and a fine light 

of intelligence played in her speaking eyes, 
let me thank you for your de-licious last 
lecture 1 ” I was afraid,” I modestly in- 
terposed, “that you might have found it 
a little stiff. You have our word ^ stiff ’ ? ” 
I added. “Why. certainly,” she said. 
“We are vurry cultured^ and we have all 
I your best slang- A de-licious lecture. Sir 1 ” 

At close of my course, was recipient of 
many adulatory expressions, one of which so 
striking that I bear the marks of it to this 
day. Should perhaps have mentioned that, 
if I have a fault, it is an over-sensitive 
modesty. After final lecture was accosted 
by young and not unpleasing female. 

“Professor idle said, “1 want to 

shake hands witn you.” Beplied in tones 
of ennui that she was at liberty to do so*. 
“ I want to tell you right here,” she con- 
tinued, “ that you are my idea of Danwl 
De-rowda/” “Why,” I said, “I thought 
he was a prig I” “I guess not,” she 
replied; “I guess Daniel De-ronda was 
just fine I ” 

Had my doubts of young woman’s inten- 
tions ; and left quite earljf next morning 
en route for Eastern Hemisphere. 


LAST OPERATIC NOTES. 

One of the Last Nights. Sad things, 
“ last nights,” and we were in melancholy 
mood. “Before another week be out, 

^ Ichahod* will be written over the doors 
of the Opera.” “ Indeed 1” said a languid 
habitui of the Opera, to whom this remark 
was made, suddenly becoming alert on the 
chance or picking up a trifle in the way 
of “ latest news.” “ Ikihod f ” he ^ re- 
peated, evincing considerable curiosity; 
“ is that a new Opera ? Are they going to 
extend the season? Funny name, Ikihod. 
Who ’s it by ? ” On so limited an intelli- 
gence explanation is thrown away. He 
was referred to the daily papers. Doubt- 
less ere now he has learnt all that can be 
tmown about Ichahod. 

Thursday -—The house to-night crammed 
full ; new men and old places. Conductor 
Mancinblli looks anxiously towards the 
omnibus, but his fine eye in frenzy rolling 
is unable to detect the presence of^ any 
cne occupying the box seat. The accident 
to H.B.H. is the general topic of conversa- 
tion. and those among the audience who 
are informed by some “ in the know ” that 
the Prince, in his own room at Marlborough 
House, is thoroughly enjoying the Opera 
in an Electro-phonic way, are much relieved 
and greatly delighted. The effect on the 
singers is apparent. In order to be re- 
produced Electrophomically, they all sing 
out, and do their very best. M. Bbkauu 
is every way admirable as Don Giovanni; 
Edoxtard db Rbszke, something l^tween 
Figaro and Don BasUioy “the friend in- 
knee’d,” is at his drollest as Leporello; 


M. Bonnard is apparently a sweet-singing I 
Hamlet f in a “suit of sables” and hat to 
match, of most gentlemanly manners ; 
M. Gilibbrt, representing in Masetto what 
Joe the Fab Boy in Pickwick probably 
looked like on reaching thirty years of 
age, or thereabouts, is decidedly comic; 
Madame Nordioa, admirable as Donna 
Anna^ with just a soup^on of Lucrezia 
Borgia in her grand style ; Suzanne Adams 
singing charmingly and acting skittishly 
as the undecided Donna Mlvira; and 
Mile. Zblib db Lussan, a delightfully co- 
quettish Zerlina, who already shows sure 
indications of developing into a Carmen, 
purringly soothes the jealous, flabby Fat 
Boy Masetto. What the Commendatore 
was like when alive, we are not in a posi- 
tion to say. The poor gentleman was 
: killed before our arrival, and we could not 
' stay to supper merely to meet his Ghost- 
j ship. F-ire Mozart I Where ’a your 
I Warbling Wagner now ? 
j Monday and Tuesday’s opera will be too 
' late for our report, so mactically this, to 
Mr. Punches Operatic Representative, is 
I the last night of a season which may be 
taken as satisfactory to the Higgins-de- 
Grey-Faber Syndicate, to Manager Mau- 
rice Grau, and Mr. Neil Forsyth their 
most civil-service secretary. All singers j 
have done their best during a season not 
lemarkable for brilliancy: Mile. Battbr- 
MEiSTBR quite recovered ; and should 
Madame Emma Eambs deny that she has 
been all along in excellent voice, why — 
“ she is a Storey.” 

A Bound Number. — Zero. 
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' Fair L(^y {trying to le d'eepWft^re^^ » WeIJT 

Little Hr. SUpem {hot mid eiOaiM mth the l^reciee. he ehiM not cM. » ^ JV^rmn," but rmmrmitmn. rot/«P»'-o._ 


H.R.H. 

•Mb. PtJifOH, ever loyal and devoted, takes tke earliest oppor- 
tunity afforded Mm otexpressing’ to most sincere sympathy with 
His l^yal Highness the Prince of WaxSs m his present suffering. 
At ihe same time Mr. Fmch wishes to testify to the great satwfao- 
tion universally felt'af hearing that, as them are no coinplications 
the return of His Eoyal Highness to the *to<<w qm ante of 
and strengti, wiU indeed he a “ Eoyal Progress, acclam^ ^ 
the heart aid voice not only of all 

one of every nationahty; Prinolof Wales is a hc^ehrfd 

word aU thi world over. Tedious as.the interval of forMd inac- 
tion must necessarily he, Jfr. Pancfc is assimed hy ^e 
distingui^ed of his .surgical and medical colleag^s that 
EovBl iSighneas,. on, the complete restoration of the fraotiired 
, knee-oap, will he once again out and ahout, m stiong,. hate, 
and right royally .hearty as ever. The painful accident to tte 
toee will hi rememhered, hut, being without any . haneful 
consequences, only'as “ hnee-flita ultra.” So mote it be I 

OUBIOUS HABIT. 

Dbab Sib,— Allow me to call your attention to the remwtohle 
fact in nsiitxixal history xolatod in tlio ntunbor of Gout^ry L%f6 for 
June 25, 1898, wMob I quote . . 

** Amonjr other points it* h irorth noticing that a BurcheU^Zehm, hept in 
London, wWch died in the toter, and is now, stuffed; in the fnng ColtectKm, 
has assumed a rough winter coat” ^ 

Surely never was “ stuffing ” so successful, thou^ petlxaj^ un- 
.seaspnahle ! • Yours faithfully, A 0 <?u.eotrix. 


“An Objection to the Policy oe “The Oten Doob. — 
[ Well, you see, in Summer especially, a chill is so easily caught ; 
and all draughts (especially iced ones) are most dangerous. 


THE IDEAL HOLIDAY. 

Comb, Phyllis, for the Season is airily on the wane, 

And the question of our holiday iwrphtxf-s once again , 

Now every iaded Ixindoner fresh stores of vigour wwks, 
Orp3m is how best to pass those low and fleeting weeks. 

As one by one each watering-place we call tit mind in turn, 

As promptly some objeotion to each one we = 

j Thus Scarhhrough ’s too chilly, and IlfriM'.omb.> tis. hot 
And this too near, and that too dear, that sandy and this not. 

The Alps are always overrun and crowded as Choapsido. 

And the garlic-reeling ^uth I own ^ * „,j,. 

The Bitde—Aix., Vichy, Taunus, Homburg, Cartebad. Nouonalir, 
Are either yolgar, crowded, dull, expennive, or tcK> far* 

Qh, for some new and lone retreat, nor far away nor ^ 

With lovely sights to charm the eye, soft 

Where vexed and weatied spirits, such as yours and mine, might i 
And find’ in life now purpose, in its joys uawontoil zest ; 

Some Aidenn, some Elysium of ranturous de%ht, 

"WhoTO veaod should reign unbroken from the dawn to lau oi 
niwt ! . « 

Yet since for the imposdhie in vain we y®a.™< 

It will end no doubt, as usual, m “ Good old Margate, dear. 

Seasonable and Medical Qoeby.— At this time of year hay 
fever seizes on its victims when there is new-mown hay a Poui . 
For this distiesatnl malady, therefore, would not a far more appro- 
. piiate name be “ New-mown-ia ” ? 


StriTOETBES OF THE UNION.— TSie ratepayers. 
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that, he said I must have some dinner. Ooiddn’t ride home all 
those seven miles starving. Knickerbockers didn’t matter. Again 
dined there and rode home at 10.30. 

So I still have EoBiNrsoir’s lamp. Now I want to know how 
I am going to get it back to his house. If I have it taken by 
anybody else he thiTik I don’t care to come, which would be 
quite a mistake. Have vowed that I will not dice there again 
except in proper clothes, li I cross his hospitable threshold, 
even before breakfast, I shall never get away before bedtime. 
Can’t ride seven miles in evening dress before breakfast even in 
the country. Besides, whatever clothes I wore, I should never 

, 1 1 1 T -I 


be done ? 


A CHANCE EOE MYSOGTNI8TS. 


ENTICING! 

Salesman. “Yotr hat not like the Oolottrs, Sir; but I assure 

TOU THEY ARB ALL THE MOST FASHIONABLE SHADES. GUARANTEED 
TO LAST WELL TOO, FOR I WORE ONE MYSELF ALL LAST SEASON I 


THAT BICYCLE LAMP. 

The other Sunday afternoon I rode over on my bicycle to see 
the EoBENBOirs. Ihey live seven miles away. Tomkins and 
others were there. People who live in remote country places 
always seem pleased to see a fellow creature, but Eobinson ^d 
his wife are unusually hospitable and good-natured. Amv I had 
had some tea, and thought of leaving, a hobnail was to<»vered 
in the tyre of Tomkins’s bicycle. He, being very athletic, was 


postage-stamp, or anything of the sort, over that puncture and 
mend it. So all the rest of us and the butler, prmcipaUy the 
butler, who is an expert in bicycles, went at it vigorously, and 
after we had all worked for nearly an hour the tyre was patched 
up, and Tomkins, having finished his game, rode coolly away. 1 
was g .ing to do the same, but Eobinson wouldn’t hear of it~I 
must stay to dinner. I said I had no lamp for nding home in the 
dark. He would lend me his. I said I should have to dine in 
knickerbockers. That didn’t matter in the country. So I stayed 
till 9.30. . „ _ . ^ 


The next Sunday I rode over again. I started directly a:^r 
lunch, lest I should seem to have come to dinner, and I gave the 
bntler that lamp directly I arrived. But it was all ^o 
I stayed till 10, and had to borrow it again. “ Brmg it back to- 
morrow morning,” said Eobinson, “ and help us with our hay- 
making.” Again dined in knickerbockers. , va. 

On Monday I resolved to be firm. I would leave by daylight. 
Eode over early. After some indifferent haymaking and some 
excellent lunch, I tried to start. No good. Eobinson c^ed 
me off to a neighbour’s tennis-party. After we returned from 


the servicea of a Literary Person, to assist in the production 
of a pamphlet dealing with, the deceit and artfulness of Woman.” 

Adveriisemmt in JDaiJ/y Taper ^ 

1. 

Yb scsribe®, hurry up for pityl 
(I copy a welMmown call) 

Bring pens that are wicked and witty, 

Bring nibs that are dipped in galll 
Here ’s a gent in the Agony Column — 

At least I suppose it ’s a he — 

Stuck in an advertisement solemn, 

.^d sad as an “ ad.” can be, 

11 . 

It’s really too sad to write verse on, 

The theme of this poor man’s woes ; 

He is wanting a “lit’rary person” 

A terrible truth to expose 
In a popular pamphlet, dealing 
With femimne artfulness 
And deceit — ^that ’s why he ’s appealing 
To ytu and to me through the press. 

in. 

Does he want a fresh Hombe, I wonder, 

A runaway Hblbn to slate, 

Or make a new Juvbnal thunder 
i ’Gainst hussies too up-to-date? 

’ Since paper and ink were invented, 

Ihe scribblers have had their say. 

And female caprice long lamented — | 

’Tis a little late now to inveigh 1 ^ 

rv. 

* What ’s wrong with qur advertiser, 

^ Has s/ie, perhaps, failed to keep tryst r 

^ Has she possibly thought ’twere wiser 

I With somebody else to be spliced? 

I She may have gone out for a ‘' beano, 

[ While /le has gone out of his mind, 

3 Or it may be^ a hoax, for all m 

By one who too freely has dined I 

[ 

\ A TBEEIBLE ADVENTUEE. 

I (Mjidmtly Mended for the JV. W, Magazine.) 

i Dbjlb Sib,— When I was at the Bhilberry Hill Station in India, 
i I was aroused one night by a ferocious snorting underneath my 
I bed, which was, as is usual in those parts, covered by mosqmto 
I curtains — the mosquitoes being, with the natives, the^ chief 
e plagues of the district. Trembling with anxiety, not fi^ht, I 
a recognised the sound to proceed from a well-known Man-Eating 
d Tiger, badly wanted by the Shekarries in those parts. At the 
same riTnft lie mosquitoes in swarms continued to buzz rapaciously 
ir about my couch. An idea came to me. I softly^ drew aside the 
.e cTirtains, and giving a low whistle on the right side, stepped out 
►r on the left of my mattress. The tiger and. the noxious insects 
►- apparently entered together into my sleeping-place. Anyw^, 
we found the body of the monarch of the jungle punctoed by 
the blood-suckers in a thousand different spots, and dead as the 
b. cold mutton into which he would, but for my presence of mind, 
le have no doubt converted 

d Your obedient servant, Hobace . ijAM B. 

n Burmah Club^ W. 
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LEGAL NOTES/' 

[“ There was a distinot connection between law 
and music. ... He often regretted that he and ms 
colleagues had not been ^ompell«d to passamuMcal 
examination.’’ — hoTd Justice Collxns at th6 Aca- 
demy of Music Banquet^ 

Thb chief topic in the Temple just at 
present is, of course', the ^reat action 
SharpsT v. Diddh'^iWry the hearing of ’'^hi^ 
occupio'd the whole of last week. The 
concluding speech of the Attorney-General 
for the Plaintiff was a magnificent effort, 
and the exquisite flute-solos with whmh 
the learned gentleman interspersed hxs 
remarks are thou^t to have contributed 
greatly to the verdict which he aecrqrea 
for his clients ; several of the jury were 
visibly affected by them, and the leaimM 
judge himeelf’ seemed to find some dim- 
cultyr in playing the ‘^Selection from .H 
Tromtore” upon his comet, with which 
he prefaced his summing-up. 


Some impatience is eaepressed by the 
parties interested in that important c<^- 
mercial' action Codliti v. Bhort^ as judg- 
ment, which was reserved at the heanng 
of the case two months ago, has not yet 
been delivered. But we understand that 
Sir WiLWAM Obphbus is still engaged^ in I 
Bfetting his lengthy judgment as 
tive, in the Wagnerian style, with fml 
orcheistiial accompaniment, and that its 
impressiveness when thus delivered will 
more than atone for any delay there may 
have been. 

There are various rumours of impending 


changes upon the judicial bench, and a 
large number of names are menwoneo tn 
connection with possible vacancies. Mr. 
T. Bowlins, Q.O. (whose recent perform - 
anoe in an Admiralty case of A Xtfs on 
the Ocean was mich a success), 

a voice which eminently quahws him for 
a judgediip ; and, again, Mr, Rataplan s 
skill upon the kettle-drums surely marks 
Mm out as a future Master of the Rolls. 
There has been some cavilling at the wt 
, appointments, which is only natural when 
men are chosen whose only ment is a 
i knowledge of law, and who are most in- 
I efficient as musicians — a point of infinitely 
[ greater imp ortance. | 

1 We hear that an unusually large number 
I of men were "ploughed” at the last Inns- 
. of-Oourt examination, owing to the ni^ 

I standard demanded by the examiners in 
1 Harmony and Counterpoint. Some oc the 
Indian students are p^itioning the autho- 
rities to be allowed to take up the tom- 
B tom” as their instrument for the "pra^ 
tical music” part of the examination. It 
is also suggested that a concert 
K suitably be^ven in Hall on call-nij^t 
t by those who have especial musical talent. 


Some of the Street Cries appreciated 
by the London County Council. 

( Tc^m dmt^nph&ittiimUy hy a mtjfmm r.) 
"AesonjsI Arsonol Arsonel” 

Mack-orill I Miick-mil ! ” 

«Oolupl Oolupl Oolupt” 

" Agarones I Agarones ! Agarones 1 
“ Bwee-lander 1 Hwse-lander I 
"Hoop! Hoop! Hoop!” I 

“Hell chkky (w«! K«U <*h!cky w*l I ; 
“Opokee! O poke® I O poke®!" 

^Clorli Wuitnral gmmhk,) C or- 

li (Guttural ^ 

" (Cros/O— gathered stor-bemesi ((yam} 
—gathered stor-^niesl” 

*‘Eatl I^tl Bat!” 

"Imons, three of annvl Three of annyl 
«Nvoiift! Nvonst fJyons!” and 

W««»nr ! ” 


«Nyons! Nyonst NyonsI”«nd 
"Wee’arl Wee»nr! Wee*nr! ” ^ 

Mr, Fmth does not pretend to inter- 
pret these fearsome howls. He only re- 
cords them m heard, combing with the 
blare erf barrel, piano, and other organs, 
the lilt of German bands, the shnek or 
b^-pipes, the shouts of omnibus condiic- 
tore, the whistles of cabmen, the bell* 
ringing of bicyclists, the fog-hoims of 
motor-carts, and the general rumble of 
the streets <rf what is supposed to be a 
civiMsed cit y. ! 

Sackcloth and Juihes® 

American Vt^unimr (after vaM’y trying 
to armm hedf-a^dmm drmMn Ontmn rr- 
And it was for you that I 
lisk^ my immortal scmip I Give me Injuns, 
any day. 


The litigant in person is always trouble- 
some, but one who appeared the other day 
met with a speedy rebuff. On attempting 
to strengthen his eomewhat faulty argu- 
ments by a viohn-solo, the learned judge 
spe^y cai^ht him tripping, ^ and, oh* 
serving that such defective bowing clearly 
amounted to contempt of Court, com- 
mitted him to prison for a week. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 18. 
— It was the Parish Fire Engines Bill 
that led Dr. Tanner astray. Had sat 
through sult^ night restive but inarticu- 
late. Had listened to debate on suspen- 
sion of Twelve o'Clock Rule, his volcanic 
bosom temporarily soothed by spectacle 
of that great Constitutionalist Jemmy 
Lowther protestiug against breach of 
law by mean device of calling it “sus- 
pension of the Rule.” Had refrained 
from taking part in debate on third reading 
of Irish Local Government BUI, though 
his lip curled when he beheld Colonel 
Saunderson and John Dillon falling on 
each other’s neck and weeping tears of 
joy because it had passed. Had listened 
with puzzled air whilst Chancellor of the 
Exchequer explaiued intricacies of pro- 
posed Colonial Loans Fund. Found a 
little mental and physical refreshment in 
voting on Universities and College Estates 
Bill — or was it the College Estates and 
Universities Bill, or was it Coliversities 
and Unledge Estates Bill? Not quite cer- 
tain ; fancied, as there was undoubtedly 
estates in it, it had something to do with 
Death Duties. However that be, as only 
a few seemed going into Lobby against 
third reading, the Doctor joined them. 

Tlien, before you knew where you were, 
the Statute Law Revision Bill passed 
through Committee and went bang through 
third reading. Isle of Man Customs Bill 
read a second time; Telegraph (Money) 
Bill passed through Committee and nobody 
asked for change ; Metropolitan Police 
Courts Bill read a third time. Where 
would they stop? Be a revolution or at 
least a Septennate, if we don’t look out. 

“Parish Fire Engines Bill!” Clerk at 
Table called out. 

Speaker left Chair. “Gone tO' fetch 
the Fire Engine,” said the Doctor to him- 
self. Soothing prospect at midnight, with 
the thermometer not far off eighty. Hose 
just sort of thing to freshen you up before 
going to bed. 

Looking round again, the Doctor found 
House in Committee ; Chairman at his 
post and Caldwell on his legs. What 
with disappointment at turn things had 
taken — no parish fire engine, unless you re- 
gard Caldwell in that light — the Doctor 
rose and made few remarks. Chairman 
objected that they were not by any visible 
means connected with Parish Fire Engines. 
Tanner would soon put that right. On 
again for another five minutes. 

“ Order 1 Order 1 ” cried Chairman, 
sternly. “The hon. Member is not 
speaking to- the amendment, i must call 
upon him to discontinue his speech.” 

This an attack on freedom of debate that 
must be resisted. From the Chairman he 
would appeal to the Chair itself. 

“Mr. Lowther,” he shouted, “I appeal 
to the Chair.” 

“ Order I Order 1 ” said the Chairman in 
ominous tones. 

A propos of Parish Fire Engines, there 
here flashed on Dr. Tanner’s mind recol- 
lection of famous episode in Burke’s Par- 
liamentary career. Read in the papers 
somewhere that Squire Edward Lawson 
still retains at Hall Barn the- dagger he 
picked up off floor of the House when 
Burke flung it down. Tanner hadn’t a 
dagger about his person, not even a lancet, 
but he had copy of Orders of the Day. So, 
rising to full height and striding forth, he 



I CROMWELL AT THE BAB.” 


S/iade of Charles the First {on a nocturnal ramble through the Falace of Westminster). “ T^ord Pro- 
tect— — t Here ’s that old rascal Noll being tried at Westnuxuiter, after all* Charmingly executed, too I * 

flung papers on the floor and passed out There is the mellow voice, the insinuat- 
under the gaping doorway. ing smile, the slight interrogative^ turn of 

Back again after a few minutes. On the head as if he had passed all his life in 
proposal being made to read a third time putting the question, “How do you feel 
the Habitual Inebriates Bill, the Doctor to-day?” Everything combines to form 
sternly shouted “ No.” Members made all the family doctor. 

the more haste to hurry the Bill on to- the Disclosure flashed on the mind during 
Statute Book. debate on Vaccination Bill. ^ The Sage is 

Budness done . — Quite a lot. proud to represent a constituency that 

Tuesday . — ^Looking on benevolent fea- never bared the arm to the operator, 
tures of Sage op Queen Anne’s Gate, have Their attitude on the question is altogether 
often been puzzled at half-felt conviction negative. Not only will they not be vac- 
that he reminds me of something, or cinated; they will not pay the flne for 
somebody. He is the very model of breach of the law. Sage not a man given 
something. Of what? To-night as he to boasting ; but he could not restrain ri^ 
went round making gentle enquiries as to of triumph in his voice, or flush of pride 
when Ministers and ex-Ministers had been mounting his brow, when he enlarged on 
vaccinated, and how often, the answer to the negativeness or Northampton, 
the questiop flashed upon me. In the course of his remarks, his eye rest- 

He is the heau ideal of the family doctor, ing on the portly figure of the President 
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of the Local Government Board, the in- 
Btincts of the family doctor irresistibly de- 
clared themselves. 

“ I should like to know,” he said, drop- 
ping his head a little on one side, “when 
the ri^t hon. gentleman was last vaccina- 
ted?»^ 

This a personal question Chaplin might 
have refused to answer ; might even 
have resented. But the spell was wound 
about him. If the Sage had added, “ Put 
out your tongue,” he would strai^tway 
have obeyed. As it was he meekly an- 
swered, “ Not very long ago.” 

That wouldn’t do. Suddenly dropping 
his suave manner, Dr. Labby sternly said, 
“It is so long ago, that he does not re- 
member. We ought to have him exap.- 
ined.” 

Chaplin furtively looked towards door- 
way to see if path were clear. Happily for 
him the Doctor’s eye fell upon another 
patient. “ Here is my right hon. friend, 
the Member for Wolverhampton,” he said, 
bringing Hbney Fowlee to the front, as 
it were by the ear. “ How often has my 
right hon. friend been vaccinated ? ” 

Again the enquiry might have been 


many hours’ work at high pressure mi^t 
reasonably be supposed they would gladly 
go for a stroll or a ride in the Park on 
their way home to dress for dinner. Oja 
the contrary, fetiowing that Criminal Evi- 
dence Bill is to the fore in the Commons, 
they crowd down to Westminster, throw 
themselves into the verbal fray with zeal 
that could not be exceeded if each man’s 
copy of the Orders of the Day were marked 
250 guineas, with pleasing prospect of 
refreshers. Mere laymen meekly stand 
aside leaving the Court free to the bar- 
risters. 

Pretty to see how gravely they differ 
from each other, just as if they were in 
Court, as if the Speakee were “my lud,” 
the twelve Members scattered on benches 
below gangway the jury. Only difference 
is that, whereas in Courts of Law^ a gen- 
tleman in wig and gown, not seeing eye 
to eye with his learned brother, decisively, 
almost triumphantly, snaps forth the points 
of dissent, here, when an honourable 
and learned Member does not agree with 
his brother man, he is almost melted to 
tears whilst^ gently expressing his pre- 
sumptuous views. 





SOME CELTIC OENAMENTS. 

“ He (Mr. Balfour) was disposed to think that the best plan would be to inititute a general inquiry 
into the relations between the British Museum and those of Edinburgh and Dublin, with a riew to pre- 
vent the removal of characteristic Irish and Scotch curiosities from the country of their origin.” 



The Doughty Fisherman of Onnisby. 

( 7P7iO has gone back to get a frenh^ Voat of Paint,) 

chiselled. A wonderful face gleams through 
the cold marble, its searching glance adown 
the corridor testifying how still Noll 
wonders what became of the Bauble when, 
long ago, it was by his command “ taken 
away.” 

Budness done.— Russia proposing to 
build six battleships and four cruisers, we 
resolve to go twelve torpedo-destroyem 
better. Next move with Russia. Then 
wo again go one (or more) better. And 
so the merry game goes round. 


LORD'S! 


evaded. If vaccination at the moment re- 
mained compulsory, answer to such en- 
quiry in such circumstances was not. 
But the ex-Lord of the Indies, in manner 
meeker even than the President of the 
Local Government Board, answered, “ Four 
times^” 

“Yery well, then,” said the gratified 
xnedioo; “he need not be vaccinated 
again.” 

So pleased was he that he quite forgot 
Chaplin’s shortcoming, and, being on his 
legs, returned to discussion of the Bill be- 
fore the House. 

Business done . — ^Report stage of Vacci- 
nation Bill. At seven o’clock Minister in 
; Charge swore he would ne’er consent to 
abandon compulsion; at 10.30 Pkinob 
Aethur consented. 

! Thmrsday . — The weh-known waiter who, 
haying a rare night’s holiday, went out to 
help a pal to serve a dinner, is, Sarr 
J observes, nothing to the leaders of the Bax 
I who' have s^ts in the House of Comtmons. 
r Been in Court all day, with wig and gown 
added to amenities of the weather. After 


“ Sir,” said Edward Clarke, looking as i 
if he were going to a funeral, “it is with I 
the greatest regret I sever myself from; 
the Attorney-General on this matter.” 

The Attorney-General’s manly bosom 
heaved in response a sigh of regret. His 
head drooped; his eyes half closed; his 
low >r Im quivered ; and over his face stole 
a beatific look of Christian resignation and 
brotherly forgiveness. 

As for Bob Reid, who never found it in 
his heart to differ from any one (except 
the Squire op Malwood), he compromised 
the matter by declining to support the 
amendment, whilst affirming his intention 
of, in practice, adopt^ its principle. 

I don’t know what it was ail about; but 
one looking on and listening felt he was 
getting a Tot of good. 

Business done . — ^Report stage of Crimi- 
nal Evidence Bill agreed to. 

Friday.— Mr. Charles Wertheiiaee, 
having endowed the Royal Academy with 
the rarest portrait of modem times, has 

S ated the House of Commons with the 
bust of Oliver Cromwell ever 


There ’s a glorious sanctum of cricket, 
Away in the Wood of Hb. John; 

No spot in creation can lick it 
For the game at which Grace is the 
“ don.” 

Though Melbourne may claim a “ MedSna,” 
The “ Mecca ” of cricket must be 
In the beautiful classic arena, 

The home of the “old” M, C. 0* 

Home, sweet home of the M. C. C., 

Ever my fancy k turning to thee 1 
Dp with King Willow and down with the 
dumps, 

Hark to the rattle of leather md stumps. 
Ob, what a rapturous thrill it affords! 

Give yourself up to the magic of “ Lord’s.” 


Operatic Bono for a Ceicketee.- 
* Baiti. BaUi t ” 
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DARBY JONES AT COWES, 

“What the deuoei is he doing in that 
galley will probably be your Gallic 
inquiry, Honoured Sir, on perceiving that 
I write this epistle from the Garden Island 
of England. Tedious explanation would 
occupy too much of your Space and too 
much of my Time. Suffice it to say that 
the Honourable Fliflatt, of Oxford Col- 
lege, having benefited vei^r Considerably 
by my Advice and Experience at Good- 
wood, has very considerately, and I may 
say generously, invited Captain Keitbrion 
and myself to be his guests on board of 
the yacht Sea Nipper, which he has hired 
for a fortnight from Lord Percy Koonaok, 
the Marquis of Bbandywinb^s son, an Aris- 
tocrat whose ill-luck at the Ducal Meeting 
h'vs necesisitated a temporary retreat to 
Boulogne, in lieu of joining the Heir- 
Apparent and the Rest of the Royal Family 
on the health-bestowing waves of the So- 
lent. When I add that Lord Percy not 
only transferred the yacht and her crew, 
but also all the Provisions and Wines with 
which she had been liberally provided on 
credit, you may readily imagine that we 
are in Clover, if such an expression be 


permissible anent the Briny Ocean, instead 
of in Sea-weed. 

I cannot say that I am much taken with 
Yacht-racing, perhaps because Keiterion 
had me in a most Unjustifiable way on the 
opening day of the Regatta. A vessel — I 
don't know her name and don^t want to^ — 
passed the Winning Post or Winning Boat, 
or whatever they call it, many lengths 
ahead of the second. “A fiver,” I ex- 
claimed, “ on the yacht with the red and 
white flag I ” “ Done,” cried the Captain. 
But alas ! later on I had to- part with Five 
of the Best to Keiterion, whom I couldn^t 
persuade to take a Bill at Three Months. 
It seems in this bleissed (I use the adjec- 
tive sarcastically) Boat-racing there is a 
beastly thing cdled “ Time- Allowance,” a 
sort of Weight-for-Age the other way 
round that the Judge puts on and takes ofi 
by seconds and minute®, with the Agility 
of a Conjurer. There ’s no First Past the 
Post on the Cowes Course. 

However, I managed to recover my lost 
money with an extra Fiver from Fliflatt 
on the next day. He was talking about a 
little Watering-place on the Hampshire 
Coast called Lee-on-Solent. Having been 
I studying an Admiralty chart in the morn- 


ing I immediately offered to bet him ten 
pounds that Lee was not on the Solent. 
It is needless to say that he at once ac- 
cepted the wager, and the stakes were 
deposited with Keiterion. At least, Fli- 
flatt handed over a Tenner, and I my 
word, which was just as good, knowing 
that I had a Certainty. I then sent for 
the Map and clearly demonstrated that the 
Solent does not be»gin till the Channel is 
West of Southampton Water. Fliflatt 
parted with very bad grace, and retired to 
hi s cabin in the s ulks. Keiterion , when he 
had reluctantly paid me, ordered a boat 
and went ashore, saying he had an impor- 
tant appointment at the London Club. 
He came back tO' dinner in High Feather. 
“ That was a good Tip of yours about the 
Solent,” he observed. “ I Ve been backing 
it all the afternoon.” Justly indignEut, I 
claimed Halves, but he merely winked the 
other eye. Such is Human Ingratitude, 
the Offspring of Sordid Nature and Con- 
genital Dishonour. 

Your obedient, humble seirvant, 

Darby Jones. 


NOISY ANIMALS. 

0 oocK 1 that ere the dawn is grey 
Shrillest thy clarion loud and clear, 

0 donkey I whose resounding bray 
Tortures mine unoffending ear; 

No longer shall ye dare to break 
Sweet Morpheus' all toO' fleeting joys, 
For ye are animals that make 
A noise. 

Yet, coster, courage ! Not for thee 
These terrors, though thy raucous 
throat 

Shatter my ne-rve®. The L. C. C. 

Takes thought for him that wields a 
vote. 

Therefore bawl on 1 No pains o’ertake 
The County Council’s favoured boys, 
Though they are animals that make 
A noise. 


WHERE NOT TO GO. 

To the foreign hotel where you are ex- 
pected to take all meals within doors, and 
are glared at if you patronise an extra 
mural restaurant. 

To the boarding-house “where a liberal 
table is kept,” but which, in spite of its 
name, “ Sea-view,” is a mile and a half from 
the ocean. 

To the seaside paradise recommended 
on account of its air to convalescents re- 
covering from measles, scarlet fever, or 
hooping-cough. 

To the co-operative trip half over Europe 
with the (e.stimated) minimum of expense 
and the (proved) maximum of discomfort. 

To the excursion which starts at day- 
break, ends at midnight, and exists for the 
twenty-four hours in an atmosphere of 
beer, comic songs, and overcrowding. 

To the newly discovered jewel of a health 
resort that some one’s doctor has recom- 
mended to nobody in particular. 

To any place likely to- become a nuisance 
or with anybody who will develop® into a 
bore. * 

Our Whist Rarty. 

Major MacFlush (at close of rubber, to 
partner) • Didn’t ye see me call for trumps ? 

Partner (a ne.w hand). You may have 
called, Major, but I never heard you ! 


VOL. cxv. 


F 






*^FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD.” 

Korth r<fk[lipSbM Puk), “IKik’t Tur wobbt YorfSELF, on* Mak. Why, they haven't foekd me yet 
[Ar migr input* nrp \h m|r mad*- for a S ^utbcm sr Kxj«:‘ditiftn.] 
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EXAMINATION PAPER FOR TRAVELLERS. 

{GonvpiUd for Use in the Domestic Circle,) 

Give briefly the reasons for leaving a 
comfortable house in London for question- 
able quarters at the seaside. 

Describe the duties that servants owe to 
themselves, and trace how their inclinations 
affect your plans for departure. 

Give the merits and demerits of any 
three watering-places in England and 
France, and ecKplain the words “casino,” 
“ rowdy,” “ bathing mixture,” and “ tips.” 

Give a short description of your wife^s 
luggage, chiefly in connection with over- 
weight and other drawbacks to expeditious 
travelling. 

Write out a doctor’s bill for October, and 
trace the items to peregrinations in August 
and September. 

Enumerate the miseries associated with 
either (1) furnished apartments, or (2) life 
in a boarding-house. 

Explain how it comes — in the opinion of 
your wife — ^that being “ put up ” at a dear 
hotel is “cheaper in the long run.” 

Imagine you have spent three months 
away from your native hearth, and then 
write an essay on “ Home, Sweet Home.” 

AT THE BAR. 

( Vide ‘ ' Punch, ’* My 23. ) 

Ere the early bird is feeding 
On the early worm or ant. 

We are drawing up some pleading 
For the British litigant ; 

When you “ dowse” your bedroom tapers, 
When you yawn at moon and star, 

We are reading midnight “papers,” 

At the Bar. 

Never resting, never sleeping. 

Till the night is on the wane, 

Ere the rosy dawn is peeping 
We are at our briefs again — ^ 

Those, I mean, who are not briefless; 

Those’ of us, perhaps, who are 
Earn your pity and your grief less 
At the Bar. 

All the “ big ” men have no leisure'. 

All the “little” get few fees ; 

Yet they ’d change their lots with pleasure. 
Fortune none of us can pleasei — 

Practice much too big or little ’s 
What makes Life so very far 
From affording “ beer ” (or “ skittles ”) 

At the Bar. 

THE PROEESSIOBTAL BRIDESMAID, 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I see from the New- 
castle Daily Leader that expeit bridesmaids 
may now be engaged on hire in the United 
States, and are understood to be rapidly 
making a fortune. In fact, o-ne young 
woman, of remarkable beauty, is said to 
have appeared in this capacity at over 
200 weddings. I have just received, no 
doubt by mistake, the venclo'sed circular. 

Yours, not taking any, X. Y. X. 
Important Notice 1 Matrii^ony for All ! 

Miss Diana Q. de Bangs, of Chicago, 
111., and St. Louis, Mo., having an exten- 
sive and lucrative connection throughout 
the States, has elected to open a' Business 
Center in London, Eng., where she is now, 
located in lofty, spacious and commodious 
offices on Regent Street at the above 
address. 

Miss Diana Q. be Bangs underbakes, at 
a Reasonable Pee, to perform, personally 






IB. 
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Blinks. *‘The Sun ’ll be over the Yarb-aem in ten minutes, Thbn we’ll have 
A Drink !” Jinhs. “I think I’ll have one while I’m waiting!” 


or by Deputy, the Duties of Chief Brides- 
maid to the English Aristocracy and 
Gentry. 

Sisters wedded simultaneously at a Re- 
duction, or an Easy Quotation given for a 
Series in the Same Family. Widows sym- 
pathetically supported on remarriage. 

Miss Diana Q. be Bangs has put through 
the weddings of. many of the New York 
Pour Hundred with Marvelous Success and 
Promptitude, many of her cHentUe requir- 
ing her Seorvices a third and fourth time 
since she debuted two years ago. 

Miss Diana Q. be Bangs only_ employs 
Real Live Travelers, and will interview 
Clients by appointment on her Roof- 
Garden. Iced-water and Chewing-gum 
provided. No cranks admitted. All refer- 


ences must be on a high plane of respecta- 
bility. 

“Db Bangs is an elegant blond and 
weighs 135 pounds. She knows how to 
hustle, anyway. De Bangs can receive 
business callers at 7.30 a.m. No dressing- 
gown methods. No flies on De Bangs. 
Diana breakfasts overnight.” — See Feoria 
Chipmunk and Spokane Owl* 

Prices away down after Season. 

Rehearsals at short notice. Real tear- 
drops guaranteed at Church. Handker- 
chiefs extra- Miss Diana expects intro- 
duction to Bridegroom and Dudes. Can 
arrange for Hire of Ornaments, but prefers 
to retain Souvenirs. 

Don’t ypu wait. You may be the Happy 
Man or Woman, 
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TOO EXACTING. 


% Tson . ‘‘Now, Johnson, I really must insist you pay mohk attention to the nLEANrANF4ss of the Pony and Thai*.' 
an - of - a , llwor 1 c . “Well, Sir, you see, what with 'OimcuLTKii and the Cow, I 've vkuy litt le time koh 'OssyruLrEu 


AUGUSTE AND LUDWIG. 

A Meeting. 

Dear Mr. Punch, -—The other day I had an opportunity o£ 
introducing Herr Ludwig Mudler to M. Auguste de Bassom- 
PiBRRE. I think you may like to have a report of their con- 
versation, which was evidently not private. 

Yours faithfully, John Eobinson. 

Auguste. EnchanU / Est-ce que vom parlez f ran momieMr? 

Ludwig. J^ai un paire mots dam V6coh appretuiy qui Je presque 
ovhlie ai, Pouvez-vous aUemand ? 

Aug. Ich hahe gelernt der dmtsch sehrjmg; ich hiti dmdirt dasz 
ich ihn hahe gegessen — ah non 1 — v&rgessen. 

Lud. Also speak we English. I can English quite g“>od. 

Aug. Very volunteerly, Mister. Me I him have stuiied to the 
foundation. 

Lud. Are you since long in England, or make you only one 
pleasurevoyage in order the town London to see ? 

Aug. Oh! I have acquainted the England since longtime, but 
in this moment here I am of return of at me. 

Lud. Was ist das ? In the winter am I in London atoome, and 
1 was in intention the all town to see, b it unluckly wise cooled 
I myself. Luring six weeks was I in the bed and then goed I to 
house. 

Aug. Vous dites ? • there was a pause. 

Lud. Leapi you ever the English speech 

Aug. A discourse? Ah no I I write, however, enough easily. 

Lud. But I understand not what you wrifced have. 

Aug. It is probable. For to comprehend all the shades of a 
stranger tongue he must to study longtime. Me I have maked 
that. You ^so, dear mister and colleague, you there shall arrive 
more late. 

Lud. Bute? 

Aug. Vous dites? \_Here there was a pause. 

Lud. Ach so! 

Aug. Parfaiteraent ! 

Lud. Dwell you willing in England? Are the Englanders 
pleasing to you? 


A ug. The mans aro of brave people, but a little gloomy. It 
tbat which we call the morgue hr ita unique — the britaimic mor- 
tuary. The misses are channiiig. deliesqui hahiU nt Ijimdres^ the 
female ones who inhabit London, are ravishing, but the womans 
of province are habited as some Ger— c^est-a-dire^ as some 
Hoilandesses. Hont^elles uffremrs, les robes J 

Lud. The misses are charming, but a little tbin. The dames 
of the landpeople are oharminger. The^ Londonish maiden sees 

often too adorned out, quite as one Paris , ach min / as one 

Wienerish woman. 

Awj. What is this that this is that that ? 

LmL Bitte? 

Aug. Ah! you demand some “bitter,” some English beer. 
Love you ber ? 

Luil. Ach so ! Beer I I love it not, but I drink it very willing. 
Here drinks min so little thereof. 

Aug. So little? The English drink of her enormously, even 
during the repasts. 

Lwl. But in the Fatherland drink we beer evenings. What do 
the Englanders evenings ? 

A ug. They amuse themselves at the English mode. They 
rest at; them, for they* love much that which they call the “ Horae 
Sweet.” They of him have maked even a song, as the “ Qoil 
Save.” 

Have thov no Teirnwmi f 

Aug. What is this that this is that that ? 

Lud. Bitte ? 

Aug. Ah I I comprehend. It is a sort of beer. I not acquaint 
her. As to the English the evening. I have speaked you of the 
families. The oelioataries, who have not of at them, th^ are 
members of a circle, where they play a droll of hiiktrdf and each 
one drinks a whiskey. Oh del / 

Lud. Yes well. Or one “lemons squashed.*^ Bu Ueher 
Himmel / 

Aug. Even without sugar ! 

Lud. Ach so, absekeuliai ! 

^ Aug. Is it that you have seed an English billiard P The Eng- 
Hrii are suchly lovers of the commerce, of the richness, of the 
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pocket in fine, that they have even some pockets in their billiard. 
And the English kitchen. What plates 1 

Lud, The plates ? I remember myself not thereof. Natnrely 
are they not beautifid as the G-erman plates, as the Dresdenish 
plates to the example. But the food! "V^at for one little 
mittagesaen ! . , . 

Aug, But yes. And vhat enormous dejeuner ! J 

Lud, Yes well. And the eveningeating almost too mnch. ^ 

Aug, Perfectly I And the dinner enough often^^too much little. 

Lud, SchrecMich ! 

Aug, I acquaint not that plate there. He of them has who 
are detestable. AffreuxI 

Lud, I have thereof never eated. Eat you willing compot ? 

Aug, Une compote ? But yes, of time in time. 

Lud, In Germany eat man it two times daily, and here never. 
Man see only mealfoods, as in Wien, that call here “puddings.’’ 

Aug, Ah! yes, the “ plompouding.” 

Lud, That have I never seed. 

Aug, Nor me not more. And however it is one of the princi- 
pal English plates, as the roshif and the palal, 

Lud, Bitte? 

Aug, O'est ga. The bitter palal. You have eated some English 
omelettes ? 

Lud, Ach nein ! And you ? 

Aug, Never of the life! I of them have seed. My I faith, ii 
was enough! And the vegetables at the water! The boiled 
cabbage ! The little peas at the English ! Bapristi I 

Lud, Was ist das ? 

Aug, Yous dites ? lEere there was a pause, 

Lud, Now must I forthgo. Also recommend I me. It rejoice 
me very you to meet. Good day. To again to see. “ So long,’^ 
as say the Englanders. 

Aug, Enchanted, dear Mister. To the pleasure of you to see 
again. To soon. Ta, ta ! 


OUB BOOKING-OBEICE. 

In Zack, Australia seems to have found her Bret Hartb. 
Life is Life^ which gives its name to the notable series of 
stories just issued from the House of Blackwoob is, in its 
camp4ife scenes, closely akin to Bret Hartb’s earlier work. It 
throbs with vi^rous life, and has many intimate touches of 
local colour. But my Baroinite infinitely prefers the much 
briefer story of Australia, “ The Failure of Flipperty.” Zaok’s 
personal acquaintance is not confined to Australasia, He knows 
Germany, Italy, his heart, untravelled, fondly turning to Devon- 
shire which, my Baronite suspects, was his early home. For 
boldness and originality of conception, for vivid presentation of 
character, through all an undercurrent of the laugh that is not 
far removed from a cry, nothing to beat this book has lately 
appeared. These qualities find their fullest development in the 
story of “ The Red Haired Man’s Dream.” 

“0,” has planted himself in a fresh corner, where, my Baronite 
hopes, he will soon he picking up gold and silver. He has founded, 
and edits. The Gnrnish Magazine, a sixpenny monthly that wiU 
gratify a public beginning to he tired of the fripperies, freaks 
and monstrosities just now popular with other sixpenny maga- 
zines. ^ As the title indicates, Mr. Quiller Oottch’s new venture 
is designed specially for Comishmen. But his net, deftly made 
and widely fiung, will catch other fish than pilchards. The 
first Number is admirably done, “ Q” contributing a weird story 
which boldly brings the Wandering Jew on the Cornish coast in 
quite novel circumstances. 

In order to thoroughly enjoy Mr. Anthony Hope Hawkins’ 
Bupert of Mentzau (Arrowsmith), it is advisable to go in for a 
few days’ swashbucklerish sort of training, and to imagine your- 
self living among daringly reckless cavdiers of the doublet, 
truUks, and high-boots style, wearing some sort of Austrian 
uniform, and moving in old foreign towns badly lighted and 
badly policed, yet with all the advantages to- hand of modern 
telegraphs and railways. I do not remember the telephone being 
employed in this romance, but then neither his hero nor heroine 
had any particular occasion for it. Also-, while reading Mr. 
Anthony Hope’s stirring romance, you should ever and anon half 
draw ycur sword and send it back with a clang into its scabbard, 
taking care at intervals between the chapters to look to your 
revolvers and carefully to examine such small side arms as you 
may have about you. Thus equipped, accompany Fritz von 
Tarhnheim and old Bapi in all their adventures undertaken for 
the sake of their friend Budolf Bc^ssendyll, and in defence of 



OUR CHILDREN. No. 2. 

Fair Division of Labour , 

Remember, it ’s yoxjr turn to Wash, and mine to say 
Prayers to-nioht, Dorothy.” 


the honour of his friend’s true ladye-love Qween Flavia, wife of 
the King whose health “had been shattered by the horror and 
rigours of his imprisonment in the Castle of Zenda,” as was 
told in the previous romance, of which this is the continuation and 
the finish. But is it by any means the finish? True, Bassendyll 
is dead, and so are all the most important enemies whose know- 
ledge of the secret might be used for harm. But Mr. Anthony 
Hope has left one old woman alive, the mischievous Mother FLolp, 
who, if she only becomes a tool in unscrupulous hands, is 
capable of doing a lot of mischief. The Baron, in uhe interests 
of the Kingdom of Ruritania and the House of Elphberg, will 
keep an eye on Mother Holp and that very uncertain and im- 
pressionable young nobleman, the Count of Bischenheim. “It 
may he,” quoth Anthony Hope, letting a saving clause into his 
penultimate page, “that some day the whole story shall be 
told, and men shall jud^e of it for themselves.” Aha! then good 
Anthony hath still a king up his sleeve. Nous verrons, as they 
say in Ruritania. A more stirring romance, with interest ad- 
mirably sustained from the very first page tO' the last, than Bupert 
of Mentzau, it would be difficult to name. It is so artistically 
contrived a sequel as to have special interest for those who de- 
lighted in The Frisoner of Zenda, though, at the same time, it is 
so perfect a story in itself, that the enjoyment of this work is 
not mads to depend on any knowledge of the former novel, 
“ That we shall hear more of Ruritanian affairs is still with us 
A Hope,” quoth the well satisfied Baron de B.-W. 


A Child's Idea oe Seaside Happiness. — Ocean cum dig. 
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LYMPH-ON^THE-CONSOIENCE ; 
Being a Variation of Water-on-the-Brain. 

You ask me how it is that I 
Am hardly ever found agreeing 

With simple views that satisfy 
An ordinary human being? 

Sir, I have principles at stake ; 

I do it all “for Consoiencb^ sake.” 

When great reforms are in the air 
That touch the health of half a nation, 

I and my trusty gang are there 
Primed with a deadly emendation ; 

And into really useful laws 

We shove a little Conscikncb clausi?. 

Of all the days of all the year, 

Those are the merriest and maddest 

When Members lean a stricken ear 
To list the fulminating faddist ; 

(Such is the rather vulgar name 

For men of conscientious aim) . 

And when in tones polite but firm 
We execute, a fluty chorus, 

Mighty majorities will squirm 
And lick the very dust before us ; 

It OoNsoiBNOB !— that is why they crawl ; 

It makes such cowards of them all 1 

Take Vaccination — on© could weep 
Hot briny tears of pure revulsion 


To think that men should want to keep 
The country healthy by cmnpuhion 1 

0 England ! peopled by the free, 

Whore is your boasted Liberty ? 

Breathes there a man with .soul so dt'ad, 
kSo lost to reason and morality, 

Who would not freely give his head 
Rather than check our high morbiiiiy ? 

I ’d die — or live ; in either case 
I A smile upon my pitted face ! 

Small-pox ! Our fathers braved the thing ; 

True courage they were never lax in ; 
They scorned the lancet’s pointed sting, 
They mocked the e<nervating vaccin<‘ I 
Agiiinst all else the righteous kicks 
Except his private CtoNSCiENOB’ pricks! 

1 grant they flourished in an jige 

Ere Jrnner spoke in this connection ; 
Before that overrated sage 
Devised his loathly lymph-injection ; 
Yet, had they lived to see his day, 

Would they have yielded? Ko, not they! 

And, Heaven be praised, a precious few 
Still hear their CIonsciibncr when it 
wheeises, 

The smallish voice that bids them do 
Their little best to spread diJieases ; 

In fact w© mean to have our claws 
In all the sanitary laws- 


We kmk to by stoa^ly work, 

A state of filth in every gutter; 

To get the genus of eJeath to hirk 
In milk and imm bread-and-butter ; 

Ami drains, like vac(*ination , slwdl 
in time be purely optional. 

“ Live and let live! so ran tlie cry 
In days when p^^ople knew no better; 
This we proposes to rectify 

Both in the spirit and the Ieft<‘r; 
Observe our motto— newi^t makt» 

Die and let for Conhitencf/ .sake.” 


XoTK ANi> C^oKitmTioN.— In our last 
wwk’s issue, some of Mr. Funclda nundiers 
containtM:! a line under “Cartoon Junior” 
alluding to tlie A nti*ViuK*i nation Bill as 
i having “ passed,” while in otlu^r numbers 
j it was in the same place mentioned as 
j “ awaiting third reading in the C!ommons.” 
} The event will prove wht^ther the vaticina- 
! tion on anti-vaoeination waa right or not. 
But, ol course, “ awaiting third reading ” 
1 is the right wording, the other being 
I “ matter in the wrong place,” arrived 
there by a “ concatenation accordingly,” 
' the details of which it is altogether un- 
1 necessary to explain. 
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SEASIDE SPORTS. 

A SUGGESTION FOR A WET DAY. BaTH-OHAIR RaCE ALONG THE DESERTED PARADE. ThE LAST PAST THE PoST PAYS POR ALL CHAIRS. 


AT THE PALACE. 

Mr. Charles Morton may shake hands 
with himself as heartily as all his friends 
will shake hands with him, when congratu- 
lating him on the success of his present 
capital entertainment at the Palace Theatre 
of Varieties, a Music Hall indeed, which, 
by the aid of Mr. Alfred Plumpton and 
his well-selected orchestra, becomes now 
and again, in the course of the evening’s 
show, a genuine hall of music, and the 
result to the proprietors will be a haul of 
profits. 

Mr. Amann, “the facial artist and im- 
personator,” is admirable in his line, 
rapidly making himself up and changing 
himself, in sight of the audience, into all 
sorts of distinguished personages, and, in 
spite of the dictum of Burns that 
“ Amann ’s Amann for a’ that,” this artist 
in clothes and colour completely destroys 








Oi ’ve ’arf a raoind to show ’em up, or x^eyther 
take ’em down. Oi ’ardly knows which way ’ud bs 
the best.” 


I his own identity. Do not be alarmed 
when a handsome Sarah Siddons-lik© lady, 
of a commanding presence, walks on to 
the stage attired in deepest black (evening 
dress) , and in tones as deep as the colour ot 
her costume, begins to sing. No! it is not 
^^JEtamlefs aunt,” it is Julie Maoeey, 
“ Comedienne,” if you please, and in a few 
seconds the laughter of the surprised audi- 
ence tells you the “ Comedienne ” has made 
a hit. 

The Baggesens are exhaustingly funny. 
Their action is illustrated by more' “ plates ” 
than there are in a quarter’s collection of a 
pictorial paper. Crockery is cheap where 
the Baggesens come from, and how the 
male Baggesen gets himself hopelessly 
mixed up with an adhesive fly-paper is 
a thing to see and a joy to remember. 

Then the unrivalled Albert Chevalier, 
a thorough artist au hout des angles. His 
old peasant singing, “ ’E canH take a Boise 
out of Oif* is admirable ; his expression, his 
laugh, the action of his hands, every move- 
ment is a study from life reproduced with- 
out any caricature whatever. Of course, 
his Coster is inimitable as ever; but his 
curate is conventional, and is the ^ only 
figure which his admirers would like him to 
omit from the list. His rendering of My 
Old JDutch^* compels a house, crowded from 
back seat of i^llery to front row of stalls, 
to sympathetic silence, and not a few will 
experience the “hysterica passio” against 
which so many struggle by forced blowing of 
noses. Mr. Albert Chevalier is better 
than ever. 

Then comes “ The American Biograph.” 
Wonderful ! ! But, my eyes ! my head I ! and 
the whizzling and whirling and twittering 
of nerves, and blinkings and winkings that 
it cause® in not a few among the spectators, 
who could be content, with half the show, 
or even a third of it. It is a ni^t-mare ! 
There ’s a rattling, and a Mattering, and 
there are sparkS', and there are showers of 
quivering snow-flakes always falling, and 
amidst these appear children fighting in 
bed, a house ou fire, with inmates saved by 
arrival of fire engines, which, at some in- 
terval, are followed by warships pitching 
about at sea, sailors miming up riggings 
and disappearing into space, trains at full 
speed coming directly at you, and never 
getting there, but jumping out of the pic- 
ture into outer darkness where the audi- 
ence is, and then, the train having van- 
ished, all the country round takes it into 
its head to follow as hard as ever it can, 
rocks, mountains, trees, towns, gateways. 


castles, rivers, landscapes, bridges, plat- 
forms, telegraph-poles, all whirling and 
squirling and racing against one another, 
as if to* see which will get to the audience 
first, and then, suddenly .... all disappear 
into space! I Phew! We breathe again!! 
But, 0 heads! 0 brandies and sodas! 0 
Whiskies and waters ! Restoratives, quick ! 
It is wonderful, most wonderful ! Nay, we 
had almost said, with the learned Dr. 
Johnson, that we wished “it were impos- 
sible.” But to wish this is to put the 
clock back, and the show is over in excel- 
lent time to allow of supper and refresh- 
ment where you will. Still, just a third 
of the American Biograph, as invented by 
Herman Caslbr, would suffice for this 
particular deponent, and for not a few 
others. Anyway, the Palace thoroughly 
deserves its present most evident popu- 
larity. 

By Our Bankruptcy Court Minstrel. 

Revelations startline: ! false or true, 

They ’ve raised a regular Hooleybaloo I 
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Shakspeare on Salvation Army receiving 
General Booth. 

“ Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets 
blow, 

That this great soldier may his welcome know.’' 

This, though it reads like a quotation as to ** General 
Bomhastes^^ Bomhastes JPurioso^’), from 
“ Troilus and Cressidaf^ Act IV., Sc. 6. 






THE CELL. 

(A Fragment,) 

« * « * * 

Tt33s key grated in the lock, the warder’s 
footsteps died down the corridor, and the 
wretched girl sank lonely and exhan,s.ted 
on the floor of her cell. She was slight ; 
she was beautiful. In her face there was 
nothing to suggest the criminal ; so young, 
so fair,, what crime had she ooanmittedi? 

For awhile she lay mo-aning. Suddenly 
she started up with a cry of horror. Was 
it oon^cience r Had the enormity of her 
offence been brought home to her? She 
cau^t her hand to her head and felt for 
the hat-pin. What ! had it come to this ? 
Oh I wise eearcher that had removed temp- 
tation I She sought her scissors. What! 
would she open a vein? This chance, too, 
the searcher had foreseen and the scissors 
were gone. Matches? But the searcher 
knows that criminals may set fire to them- 
eelves and the police-station too*. Even 
her garters had been removed ; have not 
desperate women hanged themselves ere 
now? 

“Alas I ’’ she cried, realising her helpless- 
neiss and bursting into- tears, “baffled on all 
sides, there is no escape for me — ^none. 
What have I dope ? War am I shut in 
a |> 0 'licei cell? Why am I searched and 
thrust into the dock? Ah me I” she 
moaned, “ it is because I have sinned ! I 
have broken the laws of my country, or 
rather, the by-laws of Kingston,, a very 
different thing 1 I. have cycled through the 
parish at ei^t miles an hour 1 ” 


TO PRIZEFIGHTERS! AND OTHERS.— 
Wanted, MuscxmAU Christians to act as 
Sidesmen ; used to ir^lhs and capable of 
using their Ests. Liberal terms. Free 
Doctor. Pension in case of permanent 
injury.— -Apply, stating qualifications, to 
High Church Clerical Agency, Kensiton, 
W. 



MINOR POETS. 

[<* loACiuiN Millbr, thf* u «menjpr«t thoie 
who have retunied from Klondyke with w* altb/’— • 
Giobe.] 

Whrn, like a spectral shadow weird, 
The down upon my Hp apiKmred, 

And I, aspiring to a beara, 

With art would seek to grow it, 
Then, high as lark above the corn, 

Wae I upon ambition borne, 

And treated with a splendid scorn 
Tlie title “ Minor Foot/’ 

What noble tragedies I penne<l I 
What epics none could comprehend, 

So Browningesque that ewry frien<l 
Indignantly cried “ Btow it I ” 

Then was I all for greatness I Bee, 
Another Mii.ton I would be, 

A Shaksrbark, Bantr— not for me 
The title “ Minor Poet.” 

But, m my down to stubble turned, 
And all my greatness nothing earned, 
Ambition in me lower burned, 

Till now — ^who wiH may know it— - 
I find <^dh sweet, and for its sake 
Some small conc^4on I would make. 
And even, could I get it, take 
The title “ Miner Poet,” 


SHAKSPEARE JAPANNED* 

Several of Shakepeare's Plavi have recently beeai 
tranilated Into Japan^Ms. 


WANTED, a few P»w-op»n*e8 . Appli- 
cants must be strong and athletic, and 
ready, if necessary, to assist in chucking 
out. Must be 06 ^ to wounds and battle- 
fields. Preference to Hospital 

Nurses.— Apply— -[see ** To FnzefighUr$,** 
above] ^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extkactso xxLoic TVS Biabt oy Toby, H.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 26. — 
Sark often say* there has been an arch- 
deacon, almost a dean, thrown away in the 
Member for East Marylehone. Put BoU^- 
NOis in a surplice, set him up on high in a 
pulpit, and if he only glances round on 
the congregation it will ue as good as tne 
average sermon. Certainly there ever rests 
on Boulnois’ countenance a smiling air 
of peace and plenty soothing to the 
* troubled breast. 

To-day its habitual calm broken by an 
anguished look. Is in charge of what is 
known as the Marylebone Churches Bill. 
Quite a mediaeval flavour about its story. 
Early in century the good Duke of Port- 
land, who owned much land in Mar:^le- 
bone, bethought him how he might im- 
prove its value. Occurred to him it would 
invest district with air of respectability, 
and ultimately raise the rents, if he 
sprinkled a few churches about the pro- 
perty. But churches cost money, and with 
prophetic forecast of death duties to be 
brought in ninety years later by a ruthleiis 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, the Duke 
felt impulse to economy. Then flashed 
upon him memory of the conteimporarj 
magnate, and public benefactor, 

Mr. Bxow'n, who of hi* great bounty 

Built this bridge at expense of the county. 

The Duke would build the churches at the 
expense of the parish, and then magnani 
mously, regardless of expense, present 
them to the mrishioners. Moreover, he 
got Acts of Parliament passed whereby 
the parishioners were for ever engaged to 
support the churches. Then the good 
Duke., feeling he had not lived in vain, 
folded his hands across his breast, and was 
gathered to his fathers. 
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Two OiD Parliamentary Doos. 

Toby, M,T. (to Billy the Speaker's Ball-docj), “Needn't look so down in the mouth, old man! 

\Te faliali aooa get away now ! ^ , tv--., , 

“ Mon Billy doux ! 0 mon tree cher Billee ! 

I 'in off !— No moor ! My bark is on the sea.” 




This is John Brunner^s historical narra- 
flve. Must be taken with grain of salt 
necessary in tasting dishes about Dukes 
prepared by Radical cooks. However it 
>e, Marylebone parishioners, in spite of 
Abolition of Church Rates, are to this day 
3ompelled to pay rates in respect of parish 
jhurches. Bill introduced to- commute the 
3ax by payment of lump sum. Dead set 
nade at it from Radical camp. Pa|)er 
iristling with amendments. To-day notice 
appears of two Instructions to* Committee. 
A^hen about to be called on, discovery 
nade that Committee have finished their 
vork, reporting Bill without amendment. 

“A thoroughly disreputable trick,” said 
C/LOYD George, translating without cir- 
mmlocution, from the Welsh. 

It was here that Boulnois displayed the 
shocked look that varied bis ordinary 
jerenity. “I aim surprised,” he said, ^‘at 
(^10 language of the* hon. Member.” 

It was indeed shocking. Boulnois com- 
forted with knowledge that he had carried 
Dhrough the little affair about the churchy. 

Business don€ .—London Dniversity Bill 
read a third time and passed. 

Tuesday . — Never saw Prince Arthur so 
suddenly, utterly, depressed. At question 
time quite brisk ; more than usually success- 
ful in saying as little as possible with appear- 
ance of taking anxious inquirer into fullest 
confidence. Not been the same man since 
Mullingar loomed on the stage. 

Patrick O’Brien, having put on a new 
necktie, a clean shirt-front, and a kummer- 
bund, dragged in Mullingar. It ap^ars 
that the Mullingar Board of Guardians, 
regarding a speech delivered by Hayden, 
M.P,, on the Irish Local Government Bill 
as “ anti-clerical,” have, in accordance with 
irresistible rules of lo^c, resolved to- with- 
hold insertion of their advertisements m 
Mr. Hayden’s newspaper. 

“This,” says Patrick O’Brien, mo- 
mentarily rousing himself from the mincing 


air and manner superinduced by bis 
fashionable apjiarel, “is the worst case qt 
attempting to intimidate a Member of this 
House I ever beard of.” 

Prince Arthur admitted that it was 
indeed blood-curdling. But what would 
you? What could be expected of Mul- 
lingar? Leave the Guardians wrapped 
about in the obscurity of the contempt 
that every nght-minded man mi^t feel for 
them. In the dead unhappy night, when 
the rain is on the roof. Remorse, naked- 
handed, will stalk through the alleys of 
Mullingar, and smite the white foul of each 
diuddering Guardian of the Poor, 

Thus Prince Arthur (or something like 
this), anxious, above all things, to get on 
with business. Redmond ain^ not to be 
put off with fine words which butter no 
Guardians. Hayden one of his small but 
select party. Useful thing to let Irel^d 
see it is not to. be touched with impunity. 
So insisted upon having his pound of flesh 
cut out of the miscreant Mullingaxs. 

House had uneasy consciousness that it 
never touches question of privilege without 
making itself ridiculous. If it passed reso- 
lution declaring conduct of Mullingar 
Guardians breach of privilege, other steps 
must follow. “Surely,” said Prince 
Arthur, in anguished tone, “you dont 
want to have the Mullingar Board ot 
Guardians brou^t to the Bar of the 
House? ” “ Pass the resolution, and we ’ll 
see what follows,” said Redmond aini ^ 
Wherqqpon the Lord of Leigions, with 
miserable knowledge of the risk he ran, of 
the absurd quandary he was preparing for 
the House, humbly, unaccountably, con- 
sented. , ^ 

“Why did I do it?” snapped Prince 
Arthur, turning almost angrily upon me, 
one of bis oldest friends ; 

“ It is the very error of the moon, 

She comes more nearer earth than the was wont, 
And makes men mad.” 
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J3usiness done . — The Hous^i* of Commons 
solemnly deinounces the Mullingar Board 
of Guardians as guilty of Breach of 
Privilege. 

Thursday . — House talking for two hours 
with rising passion about some on 0 ^s 
iniquity in connection with Provisional 
Order Bill. As far as I can make out the 
matter, Bill as it paissod earlier stages 
, approved a particular site for a Board 
School called “ plan 10.’^ When Bill came 
up for report stage it was found that plan 
10 had disappeared; gone in the night; 
swallowed up by an earthquake. 

Yes, but Radical Members want to* know 
Who made the earthquake? Suspicion 
first fell upon John o’ Gokst. Then 
' Rbntgen rays turned on Chairman of Ways 
and Means, Traces clearly visible of a 

* hand, recognised as his, in act of striking 
out the clause. That seemed conclusive. 

; But Robson, Q.C., trained in criminal 
case®, perceived, and pointed out to startled 
i House, shadowy figure of another hand 
directing Chairman^ s. Whose was that ? 

As Robson, Q.C., fulminated this in- 
, quiry, his eye, accidentally as it seemed, 

* fell upon Hugh Cecil, seated in sacerdotal 
' attitude below gangway opposite, A mo- 
jment’s pained pause. Then Lord Hugh 
, lifted his tall form, and like a Cecil — ^told 
jthe truth. He had had no direct commu- 

nication with Chairman of Ways and 
{Means, but had certainly conversed” in 
^ordinary way with Vice-President of 
; Council, and— and— -well, plan 10 had 
, disappeared from the Bill, and there would 
be one School Board school the leas in 
3 London. 

* Upon that fact Lord Hugh openly 
' gloated. Members opposite squirmed, but 


they liked the young lord’s frnnknosH and 
his courage. At same time, when fresh 
Provisional Orders affecting school sites 
are about, an eye will be kept on Hugh 
Cecil. 

IhisincM done . — ^Prince Arthur hears 
with sigh of relief that Mullingar has 
magnanimously resolved not to take a<l- 
vantage of the blunder into which ho was 
on Tuasday entrapped. 

I’nV/oi/.— How fl<^ting are the pleasure^ 
of life ! How short its satisfactions ! 
Hero’s the Mullingar business, after all, 
not finally laid. P. O’Brien informed 
shuddering House that there is rtMison to 
suspect the Board of Guardians’ 
was merely strategic. Going to wait till 
Parliament prorogued ; then, with no fear 
of privilege penalties before them, they 
will withhold their advertisenumt fiom 
Hayden, M.P.’s newspaper. 

House hopes no one clad in human form 
could be so iniquitous; but Patrick is 
positive. ** If they do,” he said, even he 
shrinking from more directly specifying 
the crime, ‘‘I’ll bring every one of them 
here next Session, and the person who 
inspired them to action.” 

The prospect of P. O’B. dragging in the 
Mullingar Guardians by his kummerbund, 
laying them out one by one at Bar of the 
House, and then going in search of “the 
person who inspired them to action,” 
steeped the House in gloom. 

Budness done . — ^Prince Arthur wishes 
there weren’t no such place as Mullingar. 


Cructacrana, — Lobsters are always 
appreciated at regattas on the Ibames, but 
not crabs. 


A COWES WEEK EXPERIENCE. 

Monday. — Dear old Blue water— what 
a good fellow he is! — asks me to join his 
yacht, the ^:Sudden Jerk, tor Cowes week. 
Never been yachting beiore. 

Tuesday. — Arrive Ryde Pier, correctly (I 
hope) “got up'’; blue serge, large brass 
anchor buttons, and peaked cup. Fancy 
Blubwater rather surpnsed to see how au 
fait 1 am at nautical dress. “ Ah I my dear 
rellow, delighted to see you. Come along, 
the gig is lying alongside tho steps. One 
of the hands” (why “hands”?) “sliall look 
to your traps.” e scramble into gig and 
are rowed out to oO-ton yawl. Climb up 
side. Bluewater says, “C'ome below. 
Take care — two steps tlown, then 

turn round and Oh ! by Jove 1 what a 

crack you’ve caught your iieud. Never 
mind, old boy, you 'll soon get accustomed 
to it.” Devoutly hope 1 shall, not get accus- 
tomed to knocking my head, Anive at 
foot of “ companion ” (why “ companion ” ?) 
stairs. Bluewater pulls aside curtains and 
says, “ There you are ! ” Reply, “ Oh I yes, 
there I am. Er — is— do you lie on the 
shelf — oh! berth, is it?— beg pardon — ^or 
underneath it?” Ho explains. “You’ll 
find it very jolly, you know ; you can lie 
in your bunk, and look riglit up the com- 
panion to the sky above.” “Oh! awfully 
jolly,” I say. We repair on dt^^k. Get 
under weigh to run <lo\vn to (’owes- Dear 
old Blubwater very active. Pulls at ropes 
and tilings, shouting “ leggoyour-spinaoh- 
und-broom,”* un<l other umutelligible war- 
cries. Stagger across <hKik. Breams vei^ 
fresh. “Iah* ohl” shouts Bluewater; 

“ mind the broom ! ” — or it might luive been 
boom — and next moment, am knoerked fiat 
on my back by enormous pole. 

Arrive Cowes, (howd of yachts. 

Drop anchor for night. Go below, damp 
fa(x» in tiny iron basin ; ya<‘ht lur<?heH and 
rolls ail tin* water out over new white 
shot*®. Enter saloon, tripping over some 
one’s kit-bag at the door. Try to save 
mysoif by clutching at swing-table, which 
upsets and empties soup turiHUi all over 
my trousers. Hetirt*, change, ndurn, 
Host and i sit down ami piocmsi to 
chaste frit*<I soles backwards and forwatils 
across trt*achen>us swing-table. “A’'oa% 

my dear fellow, isn’t this jolly ? Isn’t tliis ; 
wort h all ycnir club dinm^rs ? ” lU^pIy ** Gh, I 
yes,” entliusiastkially. Privately, should I 
pr(‘fer club in London. Weather | 
gets worse. Try to smoke. Dcm’t mmi to ' 
care for smoking, soanehow. de- 

pressiMl, and ask dear ohl Blubwater to 
des(*rilM^ a sailor’s gniViL I'lnes to cheer 
me up by saying, “ Don’t waste the premous 
moments, my friend, on su(‘h sad subjeets. 
You are not born to fill a waman’s grave. 
There’s a class of man not born to Im 
drowned, you know,” Then he laughs 
h**5irtily. Try to smile; fail. Pitching ' 
ami rocking motion inertmses. Retire 
early and lie down on shelf. Fall 
off twice. Manage to reach perch again. 
Weather gets worse. Hhall never sleep 
with noise of trampling on deck and waves 
washing yacht’s sides. Bhall never— 
Eudden misgiving. Aim I going to be— — ? 
Ohl no, must be pasning dteiness. It 
cannot possibly be. ... . IT IB f I ! 

Am rowed ashore, bag and baggage, next 
morning. Bear old Blubwater tries to 
keep me from going, and says, 
after all, is sea-sickness?” Bear old 
Blubwater must be an ass. Confound old 
Blubwater I 

* Qy. spinnaker bcMsm.— E d. 
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Nmse. Tommy, there 's some Jam on your cheek.” 

Tommy {with Merest). ‘‘There isn’t any worth bating, is there?” 


DARBY JONES ON LAND AND SEA 
RACING. 

Honoured Sir, — ^During my sojoTim on 
the Sea, my thoughts have nevertheless 
turned with the Persistenesy of a Lover to 
th? Main Attraction of Terra Firma. Need 
I say that I refer tO' the Sport of Em- 
perors, Kings,, Grand Dukes, Noblemen, 
and the Baser Herd? This Yacht-racing 
business seems to me a Poor Thing com- 
pared with the Diversion of the Turf. 
From the point of view of an Owner, I 
consider that the Marine Competitions are 
ridiculous ; from that of the General Pub- 
lic, valueless. Let me illustrate my mean- 
ing. A Sportsman such as the Duke of 
Portland, Mr. Harry MoCalmont, or 
Mr. Gubbins, invests a pile of Spondulicks 
in buying or breeding and training a Colt 
of Merit. This animal he enters for all 
the most Valuable Contests possible. If 
the Quad!ruped be of First-rate Quality, 
he not only recoups his Proprietor for his 
outlay, but also places many Thousands of 
Pounds to his credit at his Bankers in 
Stakes aUme. I make no reference to 
profits to be made from the Wagering 


Ring. Even a Duke does not object to 
his Fiscal Account being enlarged, and 
Millionaires rejoice to be able to alle- 
viate the necessities of their Poorer 
Brethren with their gains. After his Turf 
Career ia over, the Horse is still remu- 
nerative, either as the Progenitor of other 
Hi^flyers in Great Britain, or as a Costly 
Article eagerly sought after by Foreign 
Governments or American Klondikers. 
The First-class Racehorse, then, has done 
more than paid for his Education and 
Grub. He has been an Investment of con- 
j sidarably more value than one in the 
Three per Cents. Moreover, he has been 
“a Boon and a Blessing” to those who 
have followed his Career, and have not hesi- 
I tated to stake Coin of the Realm on his 
I chances of Victory. 

Let me now turn to the Waves. A Rich 
Gentleman, partial to Canvas Struggles on 
the Briny, causes a Yacht to- be built, with 
which ho proposes to sweep the Seaboara 
of its prizes. I am given to understand 
that, apart from the A or No. 1 Expendi- 
ture concomitant with the Construction 
and Equipment of the Bark, he must spend [ 
Ten or Twelve Thousand Golden Shekels 


per annum in keeping the vessel going. 
And what does he win with his Argosy, 
should she turn out toi be an ocean 
La Fleche? Perhaps a few hundreds 
of pounds, which are handed over to the 
Greedy Mariners who navigate the Yacht, 
and a collection of Silver Pots not to be 
estimated by any Honourable Pawnbroker 
at one-fourth the value of the Gold Cup 
at Ascot. As to Bets, they are NIL, 
except when an inexperienced Sprat like 
myself is swallowed by a voracious Shark, 
such as Captain Kriterion. Pshaw ! And 
of what use is the most famous of these 
Cutters, Yawls and Schooners after, say, 
a couple of years, when craft of newer 
design have clipped her wings? “Fire- 
wood ” appears to be the only sane answer. 
Far be it from me to depreciate Yachting 
as a Pastime like Coaching, Cricket, Foot- 
ball, Quoits, or Shove-halfpenny, but as a 
Racing Medium — ^no. Sir, ^tisn’t good 
enough for 

Your Devoted Dry-hob, 

Darby Jones. 


HISTORICAL EXAMINATION PAPER. 

(Answers hy Master Boh returning for 
Mondays.) 

Question. Who was Julius CiBSAR? 
Give some account of his invasion of 
Britain. 

Answer. There was no such person as 
Julius CiESAR ; and even if he had existed, 
there would have been no such plaoe as 
Britain in hisi time. 

Q. Give a short account of the establish- 
ment of the Saxons in England. 

A. Know nothing about the facts, but 
fancy they came from Germany, 

Q. Who was William the Conqueror? 

A. Why, the Conquering William. 

Q. Why was William the Second called 
Rufus ? 

A. Because- it was a deuced good name 
for him, and no one could think of any 
other. 

Q. Why was Richard the First called 
CcEUR DB Lion ? 

A. Because it was rather the thing to 
talk French in those days. 

Q. Give a short account of the signing 
of Magna Charta. 

A. It was done with a pen and ink. 

Q. What were the Wars of the Roses ? 

A. Pro'hahly the first attempt at a 
“ battle of flowers.” 

Q. What do you know' about Henry the 
Eighth ? 

A. That there were seven other Henries 
in front of him, and he had a history. 

Q. Who were the Stuarts and what did 
they do ? 

A. Most respectable Johnnies. A lot of 
things. 

Q. What gracious remark did Charles 
THE Second make on his death-hed, and 
what occasioned it ? 

A. “ What rot I ” And probably he said 
it because some idiot had bothered him as 
some other idiot wants to bother me. But 
he won’t 1 Good-bye. 


Had Him TKere. 

Would-he Wag {to Stern Gambler). 
Now, you ’re always playing at something. 
What do you suggest as a good fireside 
game — “ Cricket on the hearth ” ? 

Stern Gambler (promptly). No, Sir; 
“ poker 
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HOUSE VEESTJS GEOUSE, 

The House is a blank desolation — 

Well, this is the moment for me 
To startle the slumbering nation, 

And let my constituents see 
That while others, intent on mere pleasure, 
Are tramping the heather for grouse, 

I, faithfully watching each measure, 

Still stick to my post in the House. 

Yet, London is horribly stuffy, 

And Members who chance tO' be. there 
Are all far too hot and too huffy 
To relish my eloquence rare. 

What ’s China, or what ’s Vaccination ? — 
Sometimes when addressing the House, 
I think there is worse recreation 
Than tramping the heather for grouse. 

0 Duty I 0 Vaulting Ambition 1 
How I tremble and crimson and blench 
When I dream of a splendid position 
On the front ministerial bench. 

Yes, office! — Stop! — Hills! Heather blow 
ing, 

The moor where the hawk strikes the 
mouse — 

But a title ? — Yes, dash it 1 I’m going — 
No, I won’t — ^yes, I will — ^to the ? 


TIPS POB TRATELLEES. 

{Strayed from a Ladies' Jo'umal,) 

Flossie. — ^Yes, the tour you sketch 
sounds delightful, including as it does 
Paris, Brussels, most of Switaserland, and 
the Italian lakes. But I ’m not sure 
whether you will be able to accomplish 
this, as you propose, at a cost of £3 173. 6dl. 
Your scheme of labelling yourself and 
travelling by goods train is original, but 
perhaps not quite feasible. Why not try 
Southend for this year? 

Philanthropist writes to recommend 
Sandiford as a delightful holiday resort. 
The climate is delightful, the scenery 
lovely, and the accommodation at the 

Black Swan ” absolutely unrivalled. My 
readers may place implicit trust in this 
recommendation, since Philanthropist ” 
is himself, I understand, the proprietor of 
the “Black Swan.” 

Recluse. — Yes, I quite understand your 
wants — some place out of the beat of the 
ordinary run of tourists, and where you 
won’t be pestered by excursionists. Un- 
fortunately, the only means of finding such 
a spot nowadays would be to join the next 
Polar expedition. 




THE SCHOOLGIRL ABROAD, 

” [Mrs. Creiohtoh, addressing the girls of Ken- 
sington High School, said the study of botany 
would help them to enjoy the beauties of nature.] 

Dear girl, who' profit as you ought 
When scientifically taught 
By able teachers, 

When on your holidays you go, 

Nature to your trained eyes will show 
Undreamt-of features. 

While on some hank of moss or fern 
Yonr asters idle glances turn, 

Then idly press on, 

That self-same spot, by you if seen, 
Yield® to your observation keen 
An object-lesson. 


You give no vulgar admiration 
To wallflower, ifly or carnation 
That decks the border ; 

Each flower you skilfully dissect 
To wrest its secrets, and detect 
Its class and order. 

Beside the river hank (poor hoy!) 

Your brother, with a puerile joy 
That never vanes, 

A primrose plucks — flower to him— 
To you, dear child, it is a prim- 
ula vulgaris- 

So* not an incident or sight 
Shall meet your ga^zse from mom to ni^t, 
But dexterous turning 
Therefrom occasions will procure 
Of showing ofi to others your 
Superior learning. 
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liBmard. 


is of tliis opinion, though against him are ranged some of the 
most learned Shakspearian critics. Act II., Scene 1, is worthy 
of Shakspbakb. The idea of a lover employing a po^ to make 
love for him to his inamorata, is the chief motive of Cyrano de 
Bergerac- A coincidence. King Edward is the lover, and Xodo- 
wich is the poet. 

K, JE. Hast thou pen, ink, and paper ready, Lodowick ? 

Zod, Ready, my liege. 

“Then,” says King Edward to him, “drop into poetry” (this 
phrase does not occur in the play), whereupon Lodewich in- 
quires: — , 

“ To whom, my lord, shall I direct my style r 

Whereupon King Edward tells him to address his poetic effusion 
to the Countess of Salisbury ; but as it eventuates that Edward 
the Third is a better hand at “lyrics” than the professional 
gentleman whose services he has engaged, the King, after 
severely criticising the efforts of the hired poet, cries, 

** Love cannot sound well but in lovers tongues ; 

Give me the pen and paper, I will write.’* 

Just as Lady Macbeth impetuously exclaims “Give me the 
dagger I ” We trust there are many more as interesting volumes 
as this latest production from “ The Temple Dramatists.” 

SnmetMng goigeous in the way of journalism de luxe is the 
English edition of La Mode Artidique^ entitled, The Powder 
Puff- Queens, Royal Highnesses, Princesses, and Duchesses 
patronise it, so it requires no “puff” from the Baron, to whom, 
as a compliment to the Baroness, the number for July has been 
forwarded. Oh, the wonderful women with the fanciful 
figures and waspish waists! And the bathing ladies! Why 
not dress the entire ballet of haigneum in Lea Mugwnote after 
the fashion shown at page five? Them there’s a scene in the 
mile d manger of that hotel in Paris, into which, on a<K»ount of 
its ominous name, not even the most, unprincipled debtor would 
dare to venture, vh-^ the Hotel Hit ': The coloured fashion- 
plates are charming, especially the toilette de. catnpagne cr^fe 

pour Madame de P (is it La Princesse de Petits-PoisP), in 

which the wearer must feel herself so free and easy, that were 
she to change her present attitude the effect might be fatal. 
On second thoughts, this work shall not jreach the Baroness’s 
eyes, otherwise there might be a financial crisis in the City. “ The 
Powder Puff, chez moi, must be discreetly bestowixl, as powder 
puffs generally are,” quoth the judicious Baron db B.-W. 


Born, 1816. Died, July 30, 1898. 

Prince of the iron heart and iron hand I 
Lo, Death, thy single victor in the fight, 

Urges against thee now thine own demand, 

The claim that Might is Right. 

Yielding, thou hast the best of all awards, 

Peace from the strife in which thy prime was spent. 
Purer than any purchased by the sword’s 
Bloody arbitrament. 

And there thy Kaiser haply thou shalt see, 

Dear object of thy high Imperial schemes. 

And dearer by the change that banished thee 
To memory’s lonely dreams. 

With him in Eur^e’s history enrolled, 

Thy work, the Empire, shall forget thee not, 

When those that scorned thy service, being old, 
Themselves are clean forgot 1 


OUE BOOKING-OmCE. 

There has been recently brought out by Messrs. George Bell 
AND Sons, a most dainty pocket edition, in “ one small volume 
and no more,” of Hans Holbein’s celebrated Dance of Death- 
With what grim, satirical touch would not Holbein have 
added an anti-vaccination cut to his series! The introductoxw 
note by Austin Dobson gives additional interest to this livrem 
de luxe. 

Excellently got-up, and clearly printed is the very 
h^dy series of “ The Temple Ppmatists,” brought out by J. M. 
Dent <fc Co. The latest addition to this issue is Edward the 
Third, a play to which it is impossible to doubt that Shakspearb 
was a contributor. Mr. G. C. Moore Smith, the present editor, 











WITH All THE COMFORTS OF HOME. 



LE MONDE oil L’ON S’AEPIOHE. 


I. 

Thbrb was a Time— inadequately sj^— 
When this extremely hoary World was 
young ; , 

When none had learned, to any maxked 
extent, . . , u.- 4 . 

How sweet the uses of Advertisement, 
Which, like the ugly toad, as someone said, 
Still wears a useful jewel in his head. 

Blest Age! ere Modesty was yet a ^ade, 
When even Authors loved the lowly shade ; 
And sooner would have sunk inside the 

tomb . -.1 

Than urge the loud preliminary I 
No writer oared to sketch himself from 
Or tell the World how much he loved ms 

No interviewer claimed the cuiront prices 
For painting chaste suburban Paradises, 
The lady-novelist among her flowers, 

The playwright plotting in his rural bowers. 
Waiving alike their private woes or whims, 
They sat apart composing local hymns ; 
And^ called themselves, in fine contempt for 
fame, 

By Homer's (or another persons) name. 

No publishers would wax exceeding stout, 
Because there were no publishers about ; 
And consequently nobody decreed 
What sort of stuff was proper stuff to read 
No enterprising literary sweaters 
Assumed the thoughtful air of Men ot 
Letters, , . 1 a -x 

Or posed as patrons of the „ 

I Because they sold a tale in monthly p 


No rising genius would hang his 
With ancestors that never lived at ail ; 

Or deem his penetralia incomplete 
Without a parent made m Wardour Street. 
No snob would teE bis nei^bour Who was 
Who, , 

Because the other party 
And people seldom spoke of blood and birth, 
Whenall were relatives of Mother Earth. 
No Baronet was seen te draw his sword ■ 
TJpO'n the ofi spring of a legal Lord ; 

Or went for bogus Barts, with naked fist. 
Seeing that titles did not then exist. 

In brief, the Earth was full of fair content 
Before the d ^1 devised Advertiaem^t ! 

But of the subsequent decline te speak 
Will take us more than one ensynn^eek. 
For ’tis, indeed, a very wide mde World 
At which our homely paper-dart is hurled. 
Embracing many an intermarriM tno^ 
The pudiing faddist and the puffing swibe. 
The leading histrion, the lobby-hack. 

Tie Irtng sportsman and the social ciuaok. 
The climbing orator, the nouyem «<*«> 
Ze Monde— as we may say— ou I on s ajtictie- 


“Sortes Virgilianse.” 

EviDBNTiiT, says Our Own Schoolboy, 
the poet was pro^etioaUy alluding to 
vaccination when he wrote, 

Anna virumqixe cano ! 

which, regardless of gender. Our AdyanMd 
Scholar thus translates, I sing of arms 
and virus” 


CAGED BIRDS. 

Bo not soparate the couples. Give them time to 
make up their differences, and they will soon settle 
down.”— on Canary Breeding.\ 

Birds in their cages disagree, 

And much resemble you and me, 

Birds in their cages mope and mew, 
Reminding me, my dear, of you. 

Birds in their cages pluck out plumes, 
First one, and then the other, fumes, 
Birds in their cages fret and fuss, 

In fact, they quite resemble us. 

Birds in their cages take deU^t, 

Like common married folk, to hght, 
Birds in their cages, skng to speak, 
Come for decisions to the beak. 

Birds in their cages will at last. 

Like us, forget about the part, 

Birds in their cages find it best 
To live in peace and mind their nest. 

Anoxheb “ W. G.”— The -Great Gton of 
Notts. William Gunn haa been pto;pig 
for eighteen years in first-ol^ n^tch^. 
This Gitnn ought to be loaded— witn 
honours, before he goes off 

Up and Down. 

Wblldon of Harrow 0“ ® x.„ 

And till he’s a Bishop he ’lUive thwe rtffi. 
But when he ’s a Bishop, m Bishop he 11 be. 
He ’ll come down the iffl and he 11 go to 
the See. 
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‘*I SAY, Bill, wot 's a riioDioALr’ 

*‘Why, a Prodioal’s a sort o’ Cove as keeps on oomtno back!^’ 


THE NEW HA. 

The Medical Press and Circular con- 
siders that hair-cutting and shaving ope- 
rations should be conducted scientifically 
by a barber with a smattering of anatomy 
and physiology,” and some idea of “ manipu- 


lating the microscope.” A Tonsorial Tri- 
pos, to confer, the degree of or 

“ Barber of Arts,” may be exj)ected at 
Cambridge for the benefit of distinguished 
foreign artists. The following is the 
preliminary paper, communicated, under 
cover, to Mr. Punch : — 


1. Draw a diagram of the facial tracts, 
indicating where you usually find the caro- 
tid artery and the jugular vein. 

2. Show how to probe for the hyoid bone, 
where the subject has a double chin. Is 
this operation in all cases really necessary ? 
Give instances where it may be obviated. 

3. Point out the advantages of a kno-w- 
ledge of physiology in cranial manipula- 
tion ; p.f/., demonstrate the quickest way 
(a) to drown, (b) to freeze, a patient while 
he is being shampooed, 

4. What physiognomical peculiarities 

indicate that a client (i) has cut lectures 
that morning; (ii) lives over a boot-shop 
in Green Street; (iii) has fifteen photo- 
graphs of Miss (the reigning 

’Varsitv actress) on his mantelshelf? 

5. Whnt is the exact phrenological 
meaning of the phrase to make a bump ” ? 

6. 'VVliy is it necessary to use a short- 
focus object-glass and high-power lens in 
treating the upper lip of a freshman ? 

7. How would you manipulate the Kng- 
Ush language, so as to impart freshness to 
the statements (il that a custome^^s hair 
is getting thin; (ii) that you have exactly 
the needful corrective. 

R, Give an ocular and ora! demonstration 
on a bald old gentleman’s heiul of your 
general knowledge of civil engineering, 
spherical trigonometry, hydniulim, land- 
scape-gardening, phlebotomy and tommy- 
rotomy. 

Fabula NARRATtm De Tka.— W hen it 
was publicly announced that 54ir TrroMAS 
Lii>ton whs building a ya<‘ht in order to 
compete for the America (’up, there was a 
rush to Mr. 7*unch[s offiee to suggi'st some- 
thing about ** hoping there would Be no 
slip ’twixt (’up and fdp-ton.” It has been 
(lone before, and will probably be pr^rpe- 
trnted again. Btit d nrnw*s of Kir Tuomas, 
would it not l>o best for him (and for thosc^ 
writing about himK invariably to sign 
himself, not “ Kir Thomas,” but **Ktr *7’.’ 
Ln»TON ” ? 

Tt sounds lik« it. — r« General 
Whrelrr,” of whom %ve have recently 
heard so much, a distinguished bicyclist? 





A RISING WATERING-PLACE. 

Stone-Bbaoh-on-Sha. Thi Season mat now be said to be in tbi-i, Swing. This Morning a sinoue-handkii Niobo Ektirtainib 

GAVE HIS Performance on the Sands to ouite Five People* 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extbacteb prom the Diary op Toby> M.P, 

House of Commons, Monday, August 1. 
— Something truly pathetic about look and 
bearing of Mr. Caldwell. Prorogation 
cannot now be long postponed. If on 
this day fortnight James were, by force of 
habit, to take a penny ’bus as far as it 
would carry him from Holland Road in the 
direction of Westminster Bridge, intent 
on holding forth to a witched audience on 
the subject of the financial relations of 
England and Scotland, upon fixity of 
tenure, upon the superannuation of ele- 


bloodless character of rules governing 
debate in House' of Commons that a man 
is positively permitted to make only one 
speech at the second reading stage of a 
Bill ! It may be as long as he likes, and 
Mr. Caldwell, once on his legs, usually 
likes. But opportunity is strictly defined. 
When proposal to read a Bill a second 
time has been made, a Member may move 
the adjournment of the debate, talMng at 
length thereupon without imperilling his 
privilege of later delivering another pro- 
digious speech on the main question. So 
on Saturday, when artless Prince Arthur 
put forward second reading of Superannua- 


Business done . — Merrily clearing off 
arrears. , . -xr 

Tuesday . — ” What I like about Yer- 
BURGH,” says Sark, “is his pluck in 
blurting out to the face of ministers what 
other of their supporters munnur behind 
their backs. In club or smoking-room, on 
Terrace or in the lobby, wherever two' or 
three ministerialists are gathered together , 
you are sure to hear them speaking dis- 
respectfully of the Foreign Minister, just 
as if he were the equator. When it comes 
to debate in the House, they sit silent. 
If any one ventures to put question to 
test of vote, they meekly obey gesture of 





SURELY A MISNOMER. 


Mr. Y-rh rgh. Well, whatever George Curzon may say, I ’ll be hanged if I call that an < Open Door.’ ” 


mentary school teachers regarded from the 
point of view of the Scottish law, he^ would 
find the door of the House shut in his face. 

Close and heavy upon him looms the 
enforced silence of the Recess. For six 
long lean months he must needs shut up — 
at least, as far as public record goes. 
Remembers the old proverb about making 
hay whilst the sun shines. Will^ make 
speeches w'hilst the Speaker is in the 
Chair, and eke whilst an entirely unsym- 
pathetic Chairman of Ways and Means 
sits at the table. , , i n j. 

Had a rare slice of good luck on batur- 
day. Prince Arthur, having spent a 
cheerful five hours in the Vaccination 
Hospital, pi'O'posed to run School Teachers’ 
Superannuation Bill through second 
reading. Here was chance an eagle eye 
trained among the fastnesses of Milton on 
Campsie swiftly descried. Such is the 


tion Bill, expressing hope that it might be 
disposed of in a brief space of time, 
James — our James, Scotland’s James— - 
rising like a lark, carolled over the head 
of the wretched House for full twenty 
minutes, concluding by moving adjourn- 
ment of debate. 

Hapless ministers, feeling impossibility 
of keeping House sitting further through 
Saturday half-holiday, perforce consented 
To-day Bill comes up again for second 
reading. James also up again in his long 
frock coat, his face fringed with weak 
wan whiskers that have a curiously bored 
look, a dumb but eloquent appeal to 
passers-by to bring along a razor and 
deliver them. 

As Sark acutely says, “We can, and 
indeed do, flee from the premises when 
we see Jambs rise. His whiskers must, 
perforce, remain and suffer.” 


Whips; not only go into the lobby as 
directed, but give the Whips silver cigar- 
boxes and gold match-boxes for sending 
them there.” 

I don’t know nearly as much about these 
(or any other) things as Sark does. Sup- 
pose if it cam© to anything like critical 
division, Yerburqh would go the whole 
match-box— that is, he would vote with 
his party even if he thought his esteemed 
Leaders were in the wrong. However that 
be, he to-night stood up boldly to- his pas- 
tors and masters on the Treasury Bench. 

One of the veterans amongsb them, 
George Curzon to wit, was shocked, even 
deeply pained. What he can’t a-bear is 
the idea of a young Member, well groomed, 
respectably connected, Major of the ^ond 
volunteer battalion Cheshire Regiment, 
one who has enjoyed the advantage of 
serving as private secretary to Akers- 
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JJESSJE IN THE CHAIR. 


Mr. C-ldw-U. <<Mr. 
DoxroLAS, but who has never travelled in 
Central Asia, Persia, Afghanistan. Siam, 
Hindo-China, Corea, not to mentio-n the 


BTJRGH showed he had thoroughly studied 
his subject, was able to express his views 
cogently, and stood up effectively to 
PniNOE Arthur, Jokim, and George 
C uRzoN, when in turn they interrupted 
him. A most promising speech, delivered 
under exceptionally embarrassing circum- 
stances with regard to hour of night and 
jaded condition of House. 

Business done . — Foi*eign OflQce Vote 
reported. 

Thursday . — Thank Heaven for the 
House of Lords said Haiiry Chaplin, 
mopping his massive but heated brow as. 
just now, he strode forth from the gildea 
chamber. Truly a great triumph for Pre- 
sident of Local Government Board, For 
weeks been fighting the Anti-Vaccinists at 
Ephesus — r^resented at Westminster by 
the Grand Committee room. Brought in 
his Bill ; triumphantly carried second 
reading; at later stage clause introduced 
whereby a man having conscientious 
scruples might, undeterred by penal con- 
sequences, prepare the way for spread of 
small pox. Electoral exigencies compelled 
Government surrender. The conscience, 
or small pox, clause included in Bill and 
sent on to the Lords. Ministerial majority 
in that House, regardless of the Whips, 
scored out the clause. 

^ Sark says it was Stanley op Albeulby 
^d it. Impossible for the strongest pre- 
judice, the most loyal deference to* party 
ties, to withstand his keen argument, his 
subtle irony, his flashing eloquence. 

I suppose that^s so ; but I confess I 
didn^t hear a word of the speech. When 
Ailesbxtrt had finished coughing out his 
observations, I saw a peer advance to table 


Lowther, Sir 1 ” 

on Opposition side. There followed an in- 
terval of something like ten minutes, 
during which noble lords sat in attitude 
of polite attention. Meanwhile the peer 
stood^ at the table, turning his head 
occasionally from side to side, now and 
then thumping the table, as if he had 
suddenly remembered something. Accom- 
panying the pantomime was faint rumbling 
sound, as if some one was imprisoned in 
the cellar, and was wanting to know when 
they would let him out for refreshments. 
At the end of ten minutes the peer gave 
the table a conclusive thump and sat down. 

I thought he had at last remembered the 
something he had been groping after. 
But Sark says it was Stanley of Au>rr- 
LEY either supporting or opposing the 
amendment, he didn’t know which. How- 
ever it be, the small pox clause mis 
struck out and Chaplin revenged. 

Business done . — Government defeated in 
Lords on Vaccination Bill by 40 vote#' 
against 38. 

Friday . — Fletcher Moulton ba(‘k 
again, vid Launceston. In erudition, in 
scnolarship, in intellectual force, the 
House, without taking thought, has added 
a cubit to its stature, hfembers all 
‘‘uniomst^’ in the hope that the brilliant 
undergraduate, who in his year cleared 
Cambridge of prizes, and has since cap- 
tured a foremost position at the Bar, has 
come to stay. 

Business done . — Kesolve by 12f^ against 
34 to disagree with Lords’ Amendments to 
Vaccination Bill. 

At Canterbury— A Fact* 

First Stranger (reading MU). And who 
are ** The Old Stagers ” ? 

WelHnf armed Visiior. A lot of worn- 
out cricketers who ’ve had to take to play- 
acting for a livelihood. 


VICTORY (?) 

[“ The time has now arrived when it is impera- 
tive for the I. L. P. to fight to wia, and not to 
ioso, . . . Mr. Quelch scored 270 votes at 
Reading.” — iJailt/ Taper.] 

No longer shall the I. L. P. 

Provoke your scorn or pity ; 

No longer ^all the party be 
A butt for Pressmen witty ; 

Another epoch ’s ushered in ; 

From this day forward we begin 
A new reyinie — we fight to win!” 
Declared the bold Committee. 

We heard, and trembling like a flock 
Of sheep, some danger dreading, 

We wondered for what hidden rock 
The country might be heading ; 

But, blest relief I we breathed anew, 
Vanislied our fears of revolu- 
tion when we learnt how Mr, Q, 

Had “ fought to win ” at Reading. 


Handling a Spade in the “ Quarterly.” 
—In tile Quarterly for July, a re newer, 
writing on “The Mycena>an Age,” “The 
Greek Epic,” and other works of light and 
leading literature, gi%^es his principal at- 
tention to “The Spado in Prehistoric 
Greece.” The interi»st of the reader is 
naturally aroused to know whether Uiese 
Ahtiquissimi (Jrwei did “call a spade a 
•jpade,” or whether tiiey posHessed any 
dexterous reanpt for getting themselves 
out of the difliciilty. The learned writer 
having found “reaeonabie links,” will no 
doubt in some future number, while 
reserving his spade for a trump card, 
improve the occivsion ofi’ered by “reason- 
able links” to discuss Antediluvian Golf, j 
Then as a sequifuTt C’liUJHical Cricket and i 
Phoenician Football. | 


A CURE FOR THE SCORCHER. 

[Acforfiiujf to the Mrdieal u new dis(*n«e 
hfl« h«»t*n disooverod by ft French phyriciini, and 
named by him, Iwombtor hy*ttoriit.” The prin- 
cipal aymptom of thiH malady ia an un«*ontrollable 
to travel rapidly ovor the ground.) 

Deal gently, Man in Blue, 

Inflict no needless torture 

With baton or lassoo 
XTpon the giddy scorcher! 

S|)jire him the prison cell. 

The handctiffs ami the skilly, 

If, minus bnike and bell, 

He coasts down gradients hilly, 

vS|>are him, I pray, the Law’s 
StijH'ndiary terrors, 

WTien once you Ve learnt the cause 
Of headlong ’Ahky’s errors. 

Hysteria, of tlie sort 
Called “locomotor” termdy, 

Hits seized the wheelman’s sport 
Pervasively, pervermdy. 

Insidious, uncontrolle<i, 

The malady has tricked him — 

’TLs useless tfu*n to scrold 
A neuropathic victim! 


The Guinness Dividend.-* Nineteen per 
cent. I Bravo! Stout and substantial! 
Noble Is this distribution of Guinness! 
They give away the pounds and let the 
shillings take care of themselves. 


Query. — Inst#»ad of an Anti-Vaecination 
Policy, why doesn’t the Government adc^t 
an Anti-Vacillation Policy F 
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Mabel . “I think it’s cruel to shoot Birds Ronald.” 

Itunald . ^‘Then why do you wear the Wings of one in your Hat?” 


DARBY JONES ON A LAMENTED 
DEATH AND TURF NOMENCLATURE. 

Honoured Sir, — Ever since escaping 
from the Hon. Fliflatt, Captain Krite- 
RioN <fe Co. at Southampton under the 
plea (like officers during the Crimean war) 
of “ urgent family affairs,” I have rejoiced 
at my return to Terra Firma, I can sur- 
mise, Sir, that you will enquire ‘‘ who was 
responsible for the hire of the Yacht ? ” 
I resent the probably enquiry, and indig- 
nantly, though ungrammatically, reply, 
^‘Not me” — distinctly Not Me. I took 
a train as quickly as I could to Kempton 
Park via Clapham Junction, and immedi- 
ately returned with the joy of an Urchin 
released from his Seminary to Holiday 
Pleasure. Perish the Sea and all its Attri- 
butes. Give me the Land. 

But Kempton Park was far from cheer- 
ful. You need not enquire why now. Mr. 
S. fi. JhL'k'DB, the honoured and loved Secre- 
tary and Manager, passed away during the 
battling of the me.eting of which he was 
both Creator and Director. His death 
caused a Thrill throughout the Gathering 
as powerful as was the beat of his Noble, 
Honest Heart. Mr. Hyde, Sir, was not 
only a Great but a Good Man. He had 
the Welfare of the Turf in view, even to 


his own (apparent) Detriment. He sur- 
mounted obstacles more difficult to nego- 
tiate than those which he used in the 
Winter Season at Kempton. He made the 
Park what it is, the best race-ground in 
the world, and he was in the execution of 
his duty Fearless to do Right so that 
others should do no Wrong. My Miserable 
Muse is willing but unable to do justice to 
his memory, but a Bard, who shall be name- 
less, sends me the following lines : — 

' Brave, honest soul ! we ne^er again 

Shall m-^et beneath the ICempton trees ; 
Together hear the glad refrain 
Of thousands whom you sought to please ! 
But this at least we surely know, 

A lavourite you were to ** claim ” 

Not in a “ sjlling ” race. Your name 
Could not conceal the debt we owe 
To Hun who never had a foe ! ” 

To sum up, Mr. Hyde found Kempton a 
wilderness, and left it an oasis in the 
de.sert. 

It is time, Honoured Sir, that the Work- 
ing Members of the Jockey Club should 
turn their Attention, when not occupied 
with the leasing of Desirable Lands round- 
about Newmarket, to the Naming of the 
Flyers of the Turf. The British Public is 
a singularly Fo-rbearing Animal, not alto- 
gether dissimilar from the Patient Animal 


known as the Jerusalem Pony. But the 
B. P. likes tO' know its Methods of Pro- 
gression. It strike® me, in the first place, 
that it reflects no credit on the ingenuity 
of an Owner of Racehorses tO' keep running 
a colt or a filly with no more Definite 
Appellation than that of Oliver Twist when 
he was admitted to the workhouse. To 
read that the Geranium Colt or the Gar- 
denia Filly has run somei contest at Lewes 
or Paisley is very misleading, when these 
same Quadrupeds figure later on as Poly- 
anthus and Siephanotis. The Boeing Ca- 
lendar is not largely bought by the B. P., 
and Her Majesty’s permission is not 
needed for change of name. I am sorry to 
say that there are those who work this lax 
state of affairs to their own Profit. Equally 
pernicious is the system permitted of 
adding Roman Numbers to quadrupeds 
sharing the same name. I have read in the 
Almanack de Gotha, which I have perused 
(with the aid of a Dictionary, English- 
French), that there -is a distinguished Teu- 
tonic Personage known as Prince Henry 
the Sixty-seventh of Reus®, a Territory 
subject to the will of the Father of the 
Fatherland. Far be it from me to decry 
the custom of this Ancient Principality, 
but in common with many other Fre- 
quenters of the Flat, I do demur to the 
Practice of the Princes of Reuss (a terri- 
tory considerably less than that devoted to 
the Turf of Great Britain) being applied 
to Equine Candidates for Honours in our 
own Country. We are already in the 
Second Generation, Bridegroom II., St. 
Cloud II. &c. ; but where are we going 
to stop? We may come to Bridegroom 
XXIV., and St. Cloud XXXV. I know, 
Honoured Sir, that there are Classic 
Scholars (such as yourself) who- earn hand- 
some incomes by standing Godfathers to 
this Colt or that Filly, and therefore the 
more doi I contend that the Jockey Club 
should ordain — 

1. That all horses must run under a 
given name. 

2. That all owners should be forbidden 
to append numerals tO' such names. 

This suggestion is not so- controversial 
as the Conscience Clause of the Vaccina- 
tion (Heaven help the Nation^ — never mind 
the Vaccine) Government Dilly-dally Bill, 
but it is COMMON SENSE. 

With such sentiments, I remain, 

Your Never-forgotten Pensioner, 

Darby Jones. 


THE JADED JESTER IN AUGUST. 

I COULD jest 
With the best. 

Or a jape 
Put in shape ; 

And once on a time, 

Y'ou’ll allow, 

Could fashion a rhyme — 

But not now. 

Blank my mind 
Is, I find, 

On my lips 
No more quips ; 

'Tis awfully hot, 

You’ll admit, 

I really cannot 
Work a bit. 


A Berlin. — Although Berlin is on the 
Spree,” its cheerfulness is considerably dis- 
counted by “the Oder ” in its vicinity. 


VOL. oxv. 
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SONGS POE THE NATION. 

** Carmina, non leges — JSoraee, 

Naval Songs. — The importance of good 
naval songs cannot be over-emphasised. 
Unfortunately, none are published which 
are up-to-date. The beautiful imagery of 
the older songs of the Dibdin type is no 
longer adequate in these days of ironclads 
and torpedoes. It is evident that the 
time-honoured expression, shiver my 
timbers,” must give way to “ ram my pro- 
tective plating,’^ and so on, all along the 
line. There may be a loss from a senti- 
mental point of view. Dibdin^s Sweet 
Little Cherub” would probably turn out 
something like this : 

** There ’s a quick-firing gun that is perched up 
aloft 

To look after the foes of poor Jack ! 

It doesn’t look exactly right. 

Jack’s Love, 

I LOVE a gal, I do. 

’Oos why ? Her name is Nancy ! 

I swear as I’ll be true, 

She says it ’s only fancy, 

I says to her, “ My dear, 

Avast there, you ’re a beauty ! 

You ’ve got no call to fear, 

To love you is my duty. 

“ From out your conning-tower 
Your search-lights gleam so brightly, 
My heart they overpower, 

They haunt me day-and-nightly. 
Though I should steel my breast 
With six-inch Harveyed ” armour, 
’Twould never stand the test 
Of your attack, my charmer 1 

Just look me in the heye, 

I ain’t a dashed torpedo — 

Now stow it, don’t you cry. 

There ain’t a bit of need, oh ( 

My heart with love is hot 
As any ‘^Belleville” biler; 

What make® you think it ’s not ? 

Cheer up,^ my pretty smiler ! 

“ It rakes me fore and aft 
To see you sad unduly. 

Give up your little craft, 

And join in with yours truly. 

‘ Twin-screws,’ we ’ll surely plough 
Through life’s rough sea together, 

I ’ll run with you, I vow, 

Come fine or stormy weather. 

“ If war should call for Jack, 

You really must not worrit, 

I ’ll face the foe’s attack 
From barbette, top or turret. 

By thoughts of Nancy led. 

No matter what befalls me, 

I ’ll go ‘ full steam ahead ’ 

Wherever duty calls me.” 

“SMALL BY DEGREES, AND 
BEAUTIFULLY LESS.” 

(A Page from a Holiday-Maker* s Diary.) 

Monday. — Delighted with all I see. 
Capital band plays all the best music. 
Bathing admirable- ; just what I like. 
Drives most interesting; all sorts of his- 
torical spots worth visiting. Splendid 
library; make up for my neglect in not 
reading everything before. And such a 
good hotel! Cook evidently cordon bleu. 
Satisfied with everything. 

Tuesday. — Certainly pleasant. But I do 
wish that band would mov© on. It might 
visit adjacent watering-place — ^and stay 
there — with advantage. Still, leaving out 
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She. “How IS TH 
He. “ Oh, splend: 



the band, a very decent spot indeed. Not 
so- very much to complain of. 

Wednesday . — Think I was right to come. 
Find, however, that the bathing might be 
better. Machines of the old-fashioned sort 
and the water .of third-rat© attractiveness. 
Besides, remember that my doctor told me 
I was not to- take a bath except with the 
chill Qiff. Can’t get chill off the ocean. 
Still, leaving, out the band — which will jplay 
on— and the ’bathing, a fairly good resting- 
place. Not very much to complain of. 

Thursday . — Tol loll However, I can’t 
stand the drives. Never cam© across such 
ramshackle flies in my life. And places of 
historical interest, indeed! Who cares a 
hang to see the alleged resting-place of 
Charles the First after his flight from 
Oxford. Great rot ! Still, omitting drives, 
and the band — worse than ever ! — and bath- 
ing, occasionally amusing. Not much to 
I complain of. 

1 Friday . — Still here! But, good gra- 


cious! fancy counting upon the library as 
an attraction ! Of all the out-of-date, un- 
saleable rubbish ! Not a novel worth read- 
ing, and the rest impossible. Confess dis- 
appointment, Still, with the books left 
out, and the band— curs© it! — banished, 
and the bathing and driving omitted, might 
possibly rub on. Not altogether dissatis- 
fied. 

Saturday . — Thank goodness, o-n the 
move. Could stand it nO' longer. Such a 
hotel ! Row with everybody. Tough steak 
the last straw. So' am off. Good-bye to 
the wretched resting-place, the beastly 
band — ^my worst imprecations upon it! — 
the health-destroying bathing, the revolt- 
ing promenades, the rotten library. Fare- 
well, a long farewell to them all. Satisfied 
with nothing ! 


The New Governor-General oe India. 
-A “ Nat ” annoying to the Russian Bear. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[August 20 , 1898 . 



(?) FROM ^^FAR CATHAY/^ 

At vast expense, we commissioned a (moro or less) tnistecl 
correspondent to send us a brief account of some jtmk tracing, 
which, h© informed us, was quite the rage amongst the Chinea^ 
Jeunesse It runs thus : 

On my arrival in this far-off land, I met, by ^ chance, a 
neglected native poet, XTn-Sung, who, together with a com- 
panion of his, accompanied me to the scene^ of the great aquatic 
contest, which is here known as the festival of Kowe-Sweek* 
Yot-ting. IfN-SOTa kindly furnished me with the names of th<- 
compeiing junks and their owners, which I append : — 

Junh. Otnier, 

1. AyJrSah .... SuN-or-JiM. 

2. jSen^Tah .... Ayb-Bh-Sino. 

Bc-Nah .... Du-K«b-Ah-Koo-Sbi. 

4. ByeB’-old-ah . . . Don-Ald-Sun. 

In gratitude for this, I invited Un-Suno and his friend to 
moisten their celestial lips with some wiskisodah (native dxink). 
Both he and his companion, Tay-ka-long-w’Un, readily accepted, 
and we adjourned to a small refreshment house 
and there sipped this not ungrateful fluid. Under its influence, 
Un-Sung lifted up his voice, and drawing a roll of closely- 
written manuscript, about four feet long, from his sleeve, pro- 
ceeded to read me much of his life’s work — more of his life’s 
work, in fact, than I had any use for, at that moment. I told 
him I would call in and take the rest when I had a month hang- 
ing hea'ry on my hands. Then we went out and watched t-he i 
noble junks hoist their great white sails aloft, and prepare for i 
the start. 

When all was at length in readiness, the Mandarin presiding 
over the Festival, and who was addressed as Kom-ah-dor^ fired 
a signal gun (the recoil from which knocked him flat on his 
hack, and sent his peacock’s feather flying), and the com- 

E ^titors were despatched on their journey, or, in the quaint 
nguage of the people, were “ Un-dah-wai” The junk belong- 

* Our Special’s letter has every appearance of havinjc been written some 
time ago, and therefore the writer may have been to China. But— it did 
not c<‘me by post, having been left mysteriously at our <ffioe by a lad who 
said there was no answer.— Ed. 


ing to SuN-OF-JiM led, Ayr-Bu-Sing’h boat coming next. («rcat: 
excitement prevailed along the shore where I nfood, and order 
had to be pr<*Kerv(ui by the or native poHw. The 

junks soon temporarily lost to sight, and then, wliitst 
black-faeed trouhadotirs twanged on stringed instruments, arnl 
mmg their native love songs, most of the iMumle ojs*ne<l baskets 
and partook of the mid-<ky repast Lun-( ijon this being 


this being 


wash4‘d down by copious draughts of Ay-ynhAah-i^tr, A’/fc-ZCn, 
Afo-jiy, and other delectable drinks, 

So cosmopolitan have I beconu* from much travel, that, 
instead of wrapping myself up in my insular pride and pre- 
judice, I d<'tennmed to share their frugal reiamt, and to nmke 
myself ono of them, so, selecting what looked like the partv of 
a high-claiss Mandarin, I nodde<l genially to him, and taking ! 
from his hand the bottle from w’hich he was helping himself I 
to Mo-Ay^ poured out a tumblerful and was raising it to drink his 
health, when, to my intense astonishment, it was <fashed from my 
hands, and, almost at the wime time, I m»eme<l to l>e sitting on 
his foot for a brief moment, and then lying on my hw^e wdth my 
nose buried in the cnist of the nuppv-dog pie. For an instant, I 
could hardly gnisp the fact that I had been insulted ” 

in the vemiicuiar). Not content with this, the Mambtrin, wdio, 

I have since heard, belongs to the most exalte<l Order of the 
Royal “ Yots-Kwwl-Ron,” commanded a HtMmi to 
moutt^' and I was ignorniniouhly comlucted through the crowd 
by my collar. I explained to the almond-eyed follower of Uon- 
Ptrcitrs that if h© would release me, I would bestow upon him 
a certain reward. I also informed him that I was a lone, unpro- 
^cted male, far from home and fritnids and things, and whether 
it was my tale of woe or the tael of silver which I gave him, I 
cannot say, but the fact remains that he let me go. 

Haying got rid of Tay-kim-up, T returned, but avoided 
catching the eye — or foot-— of the Mandarin w*ho htid treated 
m© so inhospitably. The junk of Ate-Bu-Si.no ultimately ipined 
a victory over that belonging to Uu-Kre, DoN-ALO-fsUN oeing 
third with Eym-o\&ah. Am just off to Pekin. Chin Chin. 

Another serious charge against Ebterhaxt,’ said the 
papers last week. His pro8pi*cts are becoming Ksier-hasier-and- 
hazier. 
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OSTEND. 

When my friend Vanderblank invited me to visit Mm in 
Ostend, he advised me to bring a bicycle. There are but few 
dangero'UB hills within five hundred iniles of the town, and bicycle 
riding is, in consequence, safe and luxurious. 

Arrive at Victoria with my bicycle, three bags, a bowler hat, 
and the usual bundle of coats and sticks. Find there a vast 
number of persons all similarly equipped, many having also 
boxes. Platform blocked with bicycles, bags, boxes, bundles 
and bowlers ; carriages filled with them ; racks overflowing. How- 
ever, arrangements admirable, and there is even room some- 
where for a number of trippers, with the minimum of luggage, 
who are going to spend a week in Lucerne^ for half-a-crown, or 
thereabouts. At Dover the waves are dashing over the pier. 

Descend tO' the steamer’s saloon, adorned with the efforts of 
Belgian art, and obtain a sandwich. As a work of art it is rather 
unsatisfactory. A sandwich provided by the Belgian Govern- 
ment, or by any civilized government, ought to be good. At 
least, it ought tO' he large, since the Belgians are always hungry, 
and cheap, since they are practical and frugal. But it is none 
of these. It is the worst sandwich that I have ever tasted or 
seen ; it is the most expensive that I have ever heard of. It is a 
thick lump of old cab-horse, partially cooked, between two- slices 
of detestable bread; it is not more than three inches square, 
and it costs sixpence. 

Resolve to eat no more till I reach the villa of the hospitable 
VANX>ERBiiANKS. Am hopefully hungry by the time we are in 
sight of Ostend. Am fairly famished when at last I grasp the 
friendly hand of Vanderbiank on the quay. Expect that in a 
few minutes I shall be eating a “fivocklock” at Ms house. But 
no I The Belgian Government does not let me off so easily. ^ It 
has done its best to make me uncomfortable with it® sandwich, 
and now it has got hold of my bicycle. After about half an 
hour my bags have passed the Custom House, and Vandee- 
BLANK is sitting with them outside in a fiacre, and then the fun 
begins. 

In a very small space, choked up with bicycles, a crowd of 
angry and impatient English travellers and Belgian officials are 
pusMng here and there. The English are too agitated tO' speak 
much French., the Belgians speak no English, and all the time 
they are asking each other xinintelligible questions. In the 
midst of the crowd stands a stolid Fleming writing incessantly 
in an enormous, hook. To each one of us, after long waiting, he 
delivers an immense' document, compared to wMch the last will 
and testament of a millionaire would he a mere trifle. It is the 
Acquit de Transit of the Administration^ des Contributions 
Virectes for the marchandises ci-aprhs designees, marquees et 
numeroices ainsi quHl suit, savoir .* Tine bicyclette. There is any 
amount of it, every word being given in French and in 
Flemish. There is also a receipt for the Droits de douane, a 
comparatively tiny document, though, it is about as long as the 
lease of an English house. Mea,nwhile the train for Brussels 
has started, and the travellers who have missed it are furious. 
But the stolid Fleming continues placidly, until at last I pay mj 
thirty francs, receive my documents, get them signed and coun- 
tersigned, have my bicycle plomhee, and rush out to the unfortu- 
nate Vanderblank, who is abusing the institutions of his native 
land with admirable impartiality. As for me, by this time I am 
simply starving. 

So no mo-re at present from the Rover, who is roving this time 
at a very little distance from London. Robinson the Rover. 


THE TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

{Fragment from an Educational Romance picked up on the Thames 
Embankment ) 

The Visitor asked the Contractor how much it would cost to 
erect the buildmg. 

About £2,000, Sir,” was the reply. 

“ Then, if I say £5,000, I shall be safe ? ” 

“ Safe, — quite safe.” 

“ And now, what will chairs cost P ” 

“ Well, Sir, chairs are rather outside my line, but five shillings 
apiece should secure a serviceable article.” 

“ Then if I say thirty shillings each, I shall again be on the 
right side?” 

^‘Indeed, you will, Sir,” returned the Contractor, earnestly. 
‘‘You will leave an ample margin.” 

“ And about copy-books ? What should they cost ? ” 

“ About a shilling a dozen, I should think. But, again ” 

“ Then a shilling each would do- very well ? ” interrupted the 
Visitor. “You think a shilling each would not he too low an 
estimate ? ” 



LOCAL INTELLIGENCE. 

‘‘D’tear as ’ow old Bob Osborne ’ave give up Shrimpin’ an 
TOOK TER Winklin’ ? ” Well, 1 ’m blest ! ” 


“On the contrary, ample, ample. But ” 

“Then there are the salaries of the teachers. What do you 
think they ought to be paid ? ” 

“Again, Sir, I am afraid you are going beyond my knowledge. 
But, as a personal matter, I may say that a niece of mine would 
be delighted to earn eighty pounds a year.” 

“ Then eight hundred should be liberal 9 W^e might put down 
the salaries at eight hundred.” 

“My dear Sir,” protested the Contractor, “I really know no- 
thing about these matters. But the building, shall I take that 
affair in hand ? ” 

“ No,” said the Visitor, “ why should you ? ” 

“Why, did you not come here tO' order it?” 

“Certainly not. I came, here in the service of the puMic.” 

The Contractor was perplexed. What did his Visitor mean? 
Who could he be ? 

“No,” returned the would-be servant of the public. “I am 
not mad, though the acts, of my colleagues savour of insanity. I 
am asking all the^ questions and making all these estimates 
because I am in training for the Finance Committee of the School 
Board for London.” 

JEAMES JUNIOR ON HIS LEGS. 

Sir, — ^I ear has it ave been said by some Honble gent in Par- 
lymint as “tMrty-three per cent, of calves were affected by 
tuberculosis.” I copy the egstrack as printid in the Times 
newspaper. Xcuse me sir but the ellegant shape of all the 
calves of the purfessional gentlemen as are homyments to sassiety 
is not doo to hanythink unealthy tho it may be aggeriwated by 
overstuffin wich is the contrairy of hartistick. Yours, 

Bilyravyer. Jeambs Junior. 

P.S. — ^Ave jest seen a contrarydikshun wich says as dairy cows 
and cattle were meant not calves. But no matter. My state- 
mint is not hafected. 
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LE MONDE oil L’ON S’AFEIOHE. • 

II— The Manx Method. 

If ono credit wJxat the bards record, 
That Virtue’s self was once her sole reward, 
Then to the thou^tful student of to-day 
It .seems that some of us have gone astray. 
And when we try toi probe the crucial spot, 
To touch the germ or this lamented “ rot,’' 
We find the <ioctors, our supposed superiors, 
Have quite forgot to dose their own 
interior^. ; 

That those who teach in novel, play and 
poem 

The paths of Virtue, so that fools may 
^ knowj’en^, 

And therefore might, a little less than 
others, 

Set bad enaamples to their simpler brothers, 
Themselves purvey the Truth, the written 
' sign, 

For all the lucre they- can lift per line. 

Time was, before tj^e art b^me a trade, 
When authorship wat tatber lightly paJid ; 


When just a paltry fiver was the price 
Of Milton’s little thing on Paradise ; 

But, though I think that inwardly he mwore 
Because he failed to make a trifle more, 
He would not ask aloud for further oof, 
But, rich in Virtue’s rubies, smiled aloof, 
Deeming their value, nett, to be enormous, 
Compared with baser gems from Ind or 
Orraus. 

Nor did the best of writers then suspect 
ITiat they were Heavem’s peculiar own elect, 
Or wear the swollen head and pompous airs 
Of persons who conduct the World’s affairs. 
Take Shakspbakb, now — the well-known 
man who wrote 

A deal of poetry that people quote— 
Having revealed some promise in his plays, 
H 0 w did he spend his later manhood’s days ? 
Did he appear on platforms in a wreath 
With rows of paid reporters undem«^th ? 
Did he infiame the interviewer’s heart 
With lectures on Elizabethan art ? 

Or issue public bulletins upon 
The operations he had undergone ? 


THE DRAWBACKS OF TOURING IN FRANCE. 

Jams {coasting down the hill at twenty an hour), ** Merciful Heavens ! I wokper 

WHAT *S THE' FRENCH FOE * GoOD OLD FeLLOW 1 ’ ” 


Did he engage his critics in a feud r 
Or sit for several portraits ? No ; he brewed ! 
Brewed, too-, for just the joy of making 
beer. 

And not in order to become a Peer ; 
Brewed pecks of malt in that domestic 
haven 

From which he took the title, Swan of 
Avon ; 

Although to him it never once occurred 
That he resembled that engaging bird.* 

He wore his wisdom lightly as the air, 

And wondered how it happened to be there ; 
Did not so much as mention in his will 
One solitary product of his ouill ; 

And left posterity to lie awake on 
The question whether Shakbprare wasn’t 
Bacon ! 

Next, pleiuse, — to illustrate the modern 
plan, 

Observe the representative of Man I 
(That is, the island, not the human race, 
The Author’s view not counting in the case) 
Fair lies his home on yonder castled hill, 
The tout’s resort, the puffer’s llosherville, 
For truly he must travel far to seek 
A place to s|>end a more suggestive week. 
There by the Master’s side his hours are 
spiuit 

Imbibing candid tips on s<df-eont,ent ; 

Of which he ultimately gets the gist 
Type-written by the Master’s aettud fist ; 
Together with an incidental hint 
That things like this look better still in 
print. 

But when the compromising truth is out, 
How all the blessed booming <*ame about, 
The Author asks: Am I a (’ainine dog, 
That I should urge my own revolving log ? ” 
Alleges that he never, merer thought 
His confidence was being Hold and bought ; 
If hospitality i« thus betrayed, 

The race is growing sitdly retrograde ! 

And while a pretty interchange of blows 
PepiH^xs the blaster’s eyes and minion’s 
nose, 

And each apparently is taking pains 
To drag the otlu^r’s honour througli the 
drains, 

You find -so cleverly the thing is done- 
The Master’s Works a-s<dling by the ton ! 
This for the tyw of those that hawk their 
stuff 

By proc'CHs of the KeIf-condu<*ted puff* 

Loud as the pillule-sign whos4’^ rude in- 
sistence 

Rhatters the nerves at almost any distance. 


Scarcely Correct*- 

Lord irreenimrk Hu Mr. De la Bourre, 
fc/m km asked him ft* htneh at the t'ify 
Afhenmitn Club)- Are any lady 

members ? 

Afr. Ik* la B. C*oo<l Heavens, no! The 
aprons Wong only to the Parent Insti- 
tution in Fall Mall, i After a slight pause A 
But the Old Lady of Thrcadnecsile Rtreet 
is, of course, an honorary member. 


Xn the Smoke-room. 

First Xond*ifv Man, What does ** Bank 
Rate unchang4sr’ mean? 

fieeond IHifo* Don’t know exactly ; hut 
if the money goes out of the Bank as fast 
as it does out of mi; hank, the sooner 
there ’« a stop the better, otherwise there ’ll 
be no change at all soon, 

[Sighs^ and calls for something iced. 


TrNTRRN A BERT TO BR BOLO.— It« name 
wiy be justified, as the owner wiii turn 
over tin by the aale. 
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THE NEW STAR OF INDIA. 


EISJ. Ho». A. B™ok. "OH? TO CAIOOTTAI TEEN, SOOD-EYE, OLD MAN. HOPE TOO KfONT 
"WELL! AT UMBSWE’™ KNOWN IT TO BE PAIBLT SDLTBT HBEE. EH?" 
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Scene— Tonies vtifhe Bmg, 


OUE BOOKING-OEEIOE. 

■When the story of Nansen’s jotimey, Farthest North, -waa 
first published, it was, Eece^rily,.issTOd at a pnoe protabitive 
save to “ tbeimi as is ndhi and ndes m chaise^ Now, thanks to 
the business enterprise of Messrs. Gborob Nbwnbs, we ja aU 
buy thrhook mi raad “like blaaes^’ It is out, at m^d^te 
priTO, in two handsome volumes, with all the 9 npnal illustra- 
tions, including a splendid map of the arctic mrcle. tt is 
late in the day® to say anything of the profound 

wondrous tale. But. my b^ tKre 

pages presented in nice new dress, is again the mre 

literary faculty possessed and modestly displayed by jNansbn, 
An^o^y could go and not find the North Pole. It ^n t 
to every one, especially a foreign^ to produce a- 
writing in the English tongue.. TJe Deication 
nearl of a sentence, exquisite in its tenderness.. 

Fon^g, yet telling a life’s story : “ To her who christened the ship 

and had the courage to wart.” /•a,„^.cr l7rT>vn'i 

The fourth volume of Thackeray s "works .(Smith, Elder) 
includes the Memoirs of Barry Lyndon, the Eitz 
and others less weU known to the average reader. It brings l^s. 
Ritchie’s reooUeotions, being the story of her father s life, down 
to 1839-44. At this time the THACKB^^Tra were livmg at 
13, Great Coram Street, RusseE Square, the head of the house- 
hold hard at work winning bread. T^cctray, in adtoon to 
writino- for Punch, Bentley, Fraser, and other periodic^, con- 
tributed to the columns of the Times, mi tlm Mornwg 
His chief work of the period was 

seems to have got trted much sooner than does my Baxornte. I 
Hs diary, written at Malta, on Ms famous. 30 urney from Cornhdl 
to Ca^ there are pathetic entries test^g to weaimess of the 
work. In a footnote to her chaxming chapter of 
Ritchie tells a lovely story about an unnamed Lord Major. 
SS at the Mansion Hqie . one .night, THAC“T_obsemd 
bis Lordshin nodding to him in friendliest fashion. I k^w 
^u,”s2dSs gSLordship, «■ Horace Twiss.” The author 


of the Life of Lord Eldon was at the time well knoiro in to* 
London world, and a personal friend of IteACKERJ^s. Bu 
Thackeray protested he was not Horace Twiss. J^® Lo^ 
Kr waJnot to be contradicted in the Mansion House It 
Sly dme out that he mistook Thackeray for Dickens, whose 
OlivJ Twist was then the talk of the town. By further Jruxmg ' 
up the name of Horace Twiss with that of Dickens s |^® 
Lord Mayorial mind, in yraggisli mood meet f<^ a Mansion 
j House dtoner, showed Thackeray ^®^^l®^2'oN®DrH^“^ 

A NOTE ON THE “LONG.” 

To THE Editor of Punch.” 

Qtr As the representative of the 

addi’ess yO'U on a popular fallacy. About this ^me of the year, 
when the Courts are up and the members of the four Inns are 
supposed to he o.n the wing, the public 

Bar is not only pleasant and lucrative, but full of leisure, tne 
faS th^the contains its wig during two or three 

months out of the twelve is produced as evidence that coun^l 
learned in the law, to put it colloquially, have an easy time it. 

Pray let me disabuse the public mind of so false an mpressio . 
Let me take my own case. I can solemnly dedare (aud my 
declaration will be supported by my atoirable and exoeUent 
clerk Portinoton) that I have every bit as much work to do 
Su the W Vmation as at any other period of the forensic 
y^?® Yoiii^TaithMly, ^ (S^ A. Bribbless. Junior. 

Tv>mp‘Sandle Court, August io, ioyo. 

Wb have already had a short sp^ of summer. 
shwld come directly after the visit to England of Winter (Sir 
Jambs) from Newfo undland. 

“The Eights ob Civil. Servants .’’—Tips. The more civil the 
• servants the bigger idle tip. — 
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HER ‘^FiRST/^ 

Mmrnmrod, “Oh, dkaiU he’s pointi.no ! Which knd ho I snofrr at? 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 

A Miner searchvig for Love^ is disa2)poinUd 
with his claim” in Lunar regions, 

I KNOW that first I saw your face 
Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

Dimpled with light of lofty grace, 

Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

You beamed upon me from on high, 

And made loing and love and sigh, 

And though so far you drew me nigh, 
Up to the Mountains of the Moon! 

You were so strong and I so weiih, 

Up in the Ilountams of the Moon! 

A flitting fay from peak to peak, 

Up in the Mountains of the Moon ! 

Your glances made me brave and bold, 

I felt like paladin of old. 

Although the glaciers were so cold, 

Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

The Gold of Love was what I sought 
Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

The gold wherewith mankind is bought, 
Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

I thought I ^d found the precious ore, 

To garner, cherish and adore 

For ever and for evermore, 

Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

But though your heart I may beseech 
Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 

I never may that gold mine reach, 

Up in the Mountains of the Moon! 


Smile on ! To you I 'm hencc^forth blind ! 
Some lesser light nwiy be more kind, 

On Earth a Klondike yet I *ll find, 

Fair from the Mountains of the Moon! 

ALL FOR HIT. 

(A Romance of Lord's, tlw 0 ml, and eUnrhereA 
‘' I TELL you I cannot accept the brief;* 
replied the young barrister, in answer to 
the solicitations of the leading solicitor, 
‘But, my (k'ar Sir, it will lead to fame 
and fortune.” 

** That may be,” replied the young man, 
suppressing a sigh ; “ but I must do my 
duty.** 

The solicitor retired regretfully, and his 
fftken by a celebrated publisher. 
You must stay on and finish that work, 
for that will double the balance at your 
; bankers.’* 

I “No.” returned the young man, “it is 
impossible ; I have something more impor- 
: tant to claim my attention.** 
i And the publisher, crestfallen and sor* 

I rowful, retired. 

j “-ffcepb this appointment and become 
I a millionaire,** urged a prince of finance, 
who had succeeded to the bthers. “All 
you have to do is to attend from Monday 
to Fnday from 10 to 4, leaving on Satur- 
day a couple of hours earlier.” 

Again the young man answered in the 
negative. He would not accept enormous 


wealth, he wouhl not secure worldwide 
fame. 

“ No,” said he to his fricmls, in expla- 
natimu “ You I have Iw^cn chosen for 
my county eleven, and playing in my 
county eleven’s matches must Ih^ my first, 
my only consideration.” 

And his friends, being bmd of cricket 
and wanting to see a good Hvitve, cordially 
agm‘<I with him. 

THE HKASHN WHY, 

Dear Mb, Puntii,— I hit%*e bean! many 
tlieories Migg^^sted for the adoption of the 
ctdehrated C’onscience by our Va- 

cillation Government. But I think that I 
am alone in having discovered the true 
reaaon. It is simply becaiiHi^ our Lords 
and IVIasters are aw’are that the surplim and 
unproductive population needs thinning. 
We have no great war in immediate view, 
RuHsmn arrogance in (’himt notwithstand- 
ing. So the C’onscience (‘laiise affords a 
ready means of exterminating the untaxed 
ciahHes. ft is a great scheme, having only 
one drawback, vir.., that while the dregs 
of humanity may sink to the bottom, the 
scum of the movement may seriously affect> 
top of Society. We only need Free 
Trade m poisons to make our future 
system perfect. Yours obediently, 

Boanrhoes Beown. 

Ft it Mouse, Chatham, | 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday night, 
August 8. — Regarding prospect from 
strictly business view, if we must have 
ministerial crises^ much better they should 
take place in the Lords than in the 
Commons. If it were the custom for Lords 
to issue trade circular, they would be 
justified in having the permanent “ N.B.— 
Ministerial Crises conducted with punc- 
tuality and despatch.’’ 

When House met to-night, strongest 
I Ministry of modern times was in tight 
place. The small pox clause, which Prince 


gloomy Galway j the dielapidated De laI 
ZoTJOHE, the fevered Feversbcam, angry 
Aldenham, pertinacious Portsmouth, and 
grim Glenesk from the frozen North — each 
followed the other, shaking jjennon and 
clashing mailed hands in despite of their 
Lord the Markiss. 

The Thanes fly from me,” the M!arkiss 
murmured, looking round to* see if anybody 
else wanted to say anything. 

Nobody rising, least of all in support of 
the clause, up gat the Premier, and front- 
ing fickle Fortune as if the jade still smiled 
upon him, delivered a perfect speech, just 
twelve minutes long, that seemed to leave 
nothing unsaid. WTiole business, including 


bly, George Curzon has won his way by 
sheer capacity and pluck to a ministerial 
position circumstances combined to make 
one of exceptional delicacy and difficulty. 
These very conditions that would have 
overcome a weaker man have completed 
his success, and paved the pathway of 
promotion. 

Long ago, when the House used more 
or less indulgently to smile at his ora- 
torical efforts made below the gangway, 
it was foretold on this page that George 
Curzon would gO' far.” I confess at the 
time of making that entry I did not think 
it would be all the way to Calcutta, to share 
the Viceregal Throne with a gracious lady, 



“IMITATION IS THE SINCEBEST,” &c. 

Ko., if eit.o. of ... ^ _ 

in apite of entreaty, from the MABM83 before 


mons reinstated it. Now Bill come back ^ ^ remark casually in course of speech o^n 

to Lords; next and final stroke of the cliwion by a si g _ j mnstrained bv affairs in. Par East, confirms report that 
game with them. Would they insist on l the leek’ preferred by the Qborob Ccrzon is to be the new Viceroy 

Elimination of clause, or would ^otes of India. Yesterday he was with us for the 

surrender? r'.^mmnns urainst 45 undo what on Thursday they last time, we listemng to his answers all 

In analogous circumstances the Commons 40 votes against 38. unknowing that he was making his last 

would have been thronged ; seething with transformed m its pro- appearance as Under-Secretary for Foreign 

^citement. The Lords turned up just a J^too^di SinmoS ^ Affaixs- It is a way great sUte^en have 

hundred strong. Some acceleration of cuVrent to-m^ of withdrawing from the Parliamentary 

conversation, some flitting ^ _jigj India is about to add to her boundless scene. Soi Dizzy went;, so Glapstonb 

tween ministerial bench and the troasiire nossession of our Gborgb Curzon. walked forth, making no sign of farewell, 

enclosure of Throne, ™ jj. is gF dit (who’s On^) to go out as On all aides regret at the severance. 

Prince Arthur and other coU^gues from H© k, suceesTion to Lord Elgin. A India’s gain our loss. P. and 0. Suthbb- 
the Commons. %at a elitterme prize for a still young man. If lanp has a eharming idea of wmg a o^- 

suggested to uninformed looker-on nroffered there will probably be, even in pliment to the new Viceroy. Inthenn^ty 

principal measure of the Session was in PL?f ^gted^orld, no voioe’^raised in dis- P. and 0. fleet is a steamer called the 
dire peril. Peer after peer rose frolin ttas wo i , ^ critical and, to Kauer-i-Sind, which, being translated, 

Zm. the ggwith,not%&arly friendly assem-1 means Empress of India. The Chairman 
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proposes to re-cliristeii the ship, calling 
her the Curzon-i-Hind. 

Business done . — Appropriation Bill read 
a second time. 

Thursday . — Bashmead Artlett, Knight, 
beholds his opportunity, and, as they say 
in France, will seize it by the hair. George 
Cubzon’s promotion makes vacancy at 
Foreign Office. Who so well able to fill 
the post as Sir Bashmead? Confidant of 
the Sultan, mentor of the King of Greece^ 
custodian of the interests of the British 
Empire, protector of Swaziland, flatterer 
of Duchesses, descendant of men who' went 
out in the Mayflower and came back in a 
Cunarder — ^who sO' competent to assist the 
Markiss in making graceful concessions 
from the Foreign Office? Loaded with 
honours by foieign states, entertained to 
tea by the Sultan (with a band playing in 
the back garden), hailed ‘‘Silomo’’ by 
grateful but only partially clothed Africans, 
Tvhy sho'uld he lack honour at home ? 

He might look higher than an Under- 
secretary, sliip. But it will serve to begin 
with, being, as we see, the open door to 
Viceroyalties. It is a happy chance for the 
Premier and the country that finds him 
disengaged at this particular juncture. 
Others may go off making holiday. 
Bashmead Artlett, Knight, will stay at 
home and await the inevitable summons. 

Business done . — Appropriation Bill 
through Committee. 

Friday . — ^Parliament prorogued. 



Off for the Holidays ! 


HANDBOOK FOR THE MILITIA. 

Question. You are out for your training 
about this time ? 

Answer. Taking “this time” to mean 
from late April toi early September — yes. 

Q. And during the remainder of the year 
you do nothing? 

A. Besides wearing my uniform at a 
levee or fancy ball, practically nothing. 

Q‘, Then you cannot consider yourself 
p^icularly useful from a military point of 
view ? 

A.^ On the contra^, I am of a dia- 
metrically opposite opinion. 

Q. But surely this is not on all fours 
with common sense? 

A. I am not soi^ certain of that, when 
you take into consideration that a militia- 
man, in one of his days of training, gets 
over as much ground as that traversed by 
a regular m a week. 



First Gustomer, “Waiter, a Fried Sole.” 
trailer. Two Fried Soles — fdk.sh I 


Q. How many days a year do you have 
^•Twenty-seven, with deductions. 

Q. What are the deductions? 

A. The time occupied by getting into 
uniform and out of it, plus wet days and 
the hours given over to- musketry instruc- 
tion. 

5 . Why do you add the latter to your 
list of d'ies non? 

A. Because, during the hun7-.scurry of 
a militia training, instruction about tlie 
nfle and how to use it is valueless-, 

Q. If you are stationed at Aldershot or 
some other military camp of instruction, 
do you get as much benefit as when at 
your own headquarters ? 

A. It is the general opinion that home 
training is to be preferred. A battiilion 
^ould learn how to march in quick time 
Demg instructed in the double. 

Q. From this, I take it you think com- 
pany and squad drill is more, useful to a 
number of raw recruits or rusty veterans 
than brigade movements? 

A. Yes ; although this may not be the 
opinion of some C, O.’s having a greater 
admiration for tinsel than gold. 

Q. From a pecuniary point of view, is 
th® militia advantageous ? 

A. Certainly not, as it is impossible, on 


the pay and allowances, to make both ends 
nm* *t. 

Q. Then wdmt is the advantage of 
belonging to the Old (’onstitational 
r orcMi r 

*1. It is comforting to the con«^‘ience to 
know one is doing one^s duty. 

Q. But does not rank in the militia give 
you pnwdence? 

A. Which, according to some people, is 
used only by fools or snobs. 

Q. Then why serve? 

A. Because England expects .*vi‘ry man 
to do his duty; and after all, there Is 
something in being a captain of militia. 


A SILENT COl''HTHHIF. 

When first they met, *twa« in the Park, 
He g^^ed, and ofertnl no remark. 

But shglitiy bowed his silver head, 

While she looked down and blusluHl rose 
red — 

Love in their eyes, but naught was said. 

But now the joy-bells hail the bride, 

The wedding-knot is safely tied ; 

With rup and wraps around the twain, 
^ey take their places in th© train, 

This Parasol and Silver Cane. 




[“ Jurymen are crowded mto a box so limited in space that tney are hardly able to cross their legs.” — Grloh9,\ 

Why hot have ah Expahdtho Jury Box oh the Oohoertiha Principle, as above % Take any size Juryman. Sugobstioh gratis 


DARBY JONES ON TURF RUFFIANISM 
AND THE EBOR HANDICAP. 

Honoured Sir, — Ever since Horse- 
Racing was established in this country, 
and that is going back several centuries, 
the Princely Pastime has attracted not only 
the Favour of the Great and Good, but 
also the Attention of those Unprincipled 
Ruffians who stick at No Crime, if so be 
that they can see their way to Trowsering 
more or less Filthy^ Lucre. ^ The I>aily 
Telegraph, after issuing considerably over 
Fift^n Thousand Numbers of its smart 
and news-giving sheets, has suddenly tum- 
bled to the fact that Roughs exist upon 
the Turf. It requbed no Christopher 
Columbus, Livingstone, Stanley, or 
Nansen, to discover this, — ^but all honour 
to the H. T. for being bold enough to 
show that a very Old Sore is nevertheless 
in want of some Healing Treatment, and 
that without delay. But the various Ama- 
teur Doctors, who propose drastic measures 
in the Largest Circulation for curing the 
Evil and cite Vivid Examples of the growth 
of the Pestilence, appear to forget that the 
Remedy really rests with the Racegoers 
themselves. Take, for instance. Goodwood, 
the most Select and Fashionable Assem- 
blage in the whole world barring, periiaps, 
Asoot. It is held in a Ducal Park, remote 
from a Railway Station, and yet I will 
guarantee to say that no gathering is more 
saturated with the Scum and Dregs of De- 
praved Humanity than' is this first meeting 
of the Sussex Fortnight. 

The True Tales of Brigandage that 1 
could relate in this connection would make 
the Bishop of the Diocese tremble in his 
Episcopal Palace. And the Robbers do not 
practice their art under the Cover of 
Night, hut boldly pursue their malprac- 
tices under the eyes of Phoebus Apollo and 
the observance of the Policemen on so- 
called Duty. Why, honoured Sir, even I 
have had my Pockets rifled immediately 
opposite the Grand Stand, not by the Sly 
Pickpocket, but by a Band of Snatchers, 
who, getting me off my legs from Front 
and Back, have run the Rule over me like 
so many Carpenters. On one occasion the 
scoundrels relieved me of a Canvas Bank 
Bag containing, alas I fifty golden Sove- 
reigns. In less time than it takes me to 
write this, they had appropriated my 
Hard-earned Winnings, and, adding Insult 
to Injury, returned the empty bag, which 


was stamped with the name of a philan- 
thropist of world-wide fame. Of what 
use was it for me to kick and yell for 
Assistance when I was lifted aloft like 
Tom Bowling of Ballad Fame? The Con- 
stable whom I subsequently addressed on 
the subject, Caustically and Cruelly re- 
marked that I ought to have known better 
than to have carried so much money with 
me, and asked for a Description of .the 
Thieves. Merry Wags are these Policemen 
sonaetimeel liis is only a Solitary Inci- 
dent, and I mention it merely to show that 
the Banditti do not hold up only the Inno- 
cent and Unsuspecting, but also Old- 
timers like myself. I believe that the 
Underwriters at Lloyd’s will insure against 
almost any loss, but he would be a rash 
Lloyd’s man who guaranteed a visitor to 
Goodwood against bushrangers, A worthy 
Inispector from Scotland Yard, now no 
more, once told me that he had noted 
999 Years of Penal Servitude walking 
about on the Course, 

But I have digressed. Let me suggest 
a Nostrum. It is no secret that the Duke 
of Richmond and Gordon does not permit 
the meeting to be held in his Beautiful 
Park from purely Philanthropic Motives. 
A certain Grove may he Birdless, but on 
such occasions the Oof Fowl wings it to 
Goodwood House. You don’t get on to 
the Lawn or into the Paddock by showing 
your Visiting Card. Clearly, then, his 
Grace is morally, if not legally, bound to 
protect his Patrons. 

And now, Sir, to breezy York, whereof 
the Archhi^op signs^ himself “ Ebor,” no 
doubt out of compliment to the famous 
Handicap, now somewhat shoim of its 
glory, but still a Record Contest. After 
recklessly regaling my Muse on Yorkshire 
Beef, Yorkshire Hams, and Yorkshire 
Grouse, I warble : — 

Tte Oeem that Waltzes I will not advise, 

For thrt Jersey Costume I prefer. 

Bad Antler may give us a sorry surprise 

When the African Inner won’t stir. 

But the Born Charioteer I prefer for a place, 

Kot forgetting the Warrior's might, 

Yet the Lock near to Florence bHouIcI certainly race 

And succumb to the Fowl on the Flight, 

May my vaticination provide powder 
and for the Partridges on the First 
to you and other Honourable Patrons, who 
were strangely forgetful on the 12th of 
this Month of Your trusty Tyke, 

Darby Jones. 


TIPS FOR TRAVELLERS. 

Toddlekins is anxious to take his family 
to Mars this summer, and inquires where 
he can hire, a speedy balloon for the pur- 
pose. He is anxious to know whether he 
can obtain golf there, and also whether the 
roads are good for bicycling. He is re- 
commended to apply for information to the 
Astronomer-Royal. But why should Tod- 
dleldna. trouble to go so far afield? He 
would be sure to find congeGtiial society in 
the neighbourhood of Hanwell, and by 
selecting this spot as his destination, the 
expense of a return-ticket would be saved. 

Anxious Mother. — So glad that you 
intend taking your dear ten children to 
Poppleton-on-Sea for three weeks’ change 
of air. And all that you tell me about 
Timothy’s pet rabbit and Selina’s last 
attack of measles is so deeply interesting. 
Unfortunately I cannot answer all your 
questions myself, but I will print them 
here, so that some of my kind readers may 
be able to assist you. You want to know, 
in regard to Poppleton — 

(1) Whether the pavements (if any) are 
stone or asphalte. 

(2) What is the mean temperature, the 
annual rain-fall, and the dea^-rate. 

(3) What are the Rector’s views,” and 
if there is a comfortable pew in the church, 
out of draughts, calculated to hold eleven, 

(4) What time the shops at Poppleton 
close on Saturdays. 

Dubious^ — ^As you say, it is difficult to 
make up one’s mind where to spend the 
holidays, because there are so many places 
from which to choose. And you were so 
wise to write and ask me to ^ve you the 
name of one single place which I could 
thoroughly recommend, and so save you all 
further worry. How about Brighton, 
Hastings, Eastbourne, Bdxhill, Seaford, 
Cowes, Weymouth, Expaouth, Penzance, 
Lynton, or Tenby ? I am delisted to give 
you this real and valuable help ! 

Pionic-Party. — You have my full em- 
pathy, It is most churlish of riparian 
owners to refuse to allow strangers to land 
on their property. Fancy any one object- 
ing to having his’ lawn covered with broken 
bottles and paper bags ! 

Owner. — ^I feel deeply for you. The way 
in which trip]pers on the river invade river- 
side gardens is outrageous. The bags and 
pieces of glass they leave about must be a 
gross disfigurement to your lawn. 
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“MARRIAGE LINES.” 


“ Sure such a Pair were never seen 

So JUSTLY yORMEU TO MEET—BY STATUTE.” 

[Famy 8v.l^ect, r&presentmg th^ Union of Hea/rts omd Ecmd^ between Mr, L, 0, & B, Co. and Miss B,<‘K Railway^ im the presmes of the 

Fresidima Genius,) 
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FEEDma CP TO DATE. 

No lofngor let the bijtoher gay 
Deck out hjii festive shop, 

No longer let the cook display 
His appetising chop; 

For Doctor Some On© says that he 
Has found a substitute, you see ; 

So meat as food in future we 
Must drop. 

The dishes that were once our joy 
The Doctor now doth ban ; 

No more the tasty saveloy 
Shall sputter in the pan ; 

The tender ohiok, the juicy steak, 

The cutlet brown we must forsake — 

The Doctor’s tabloids only make 
A man. 

To think what folk will com© to I Meat 1 
Is decency all fled 
That human men should ever eat 
A horrid cow that ’s dead ? 

No ! no' 1 let others feast their fill 
On luscious morsels from^ the grill— 

We take a lozenge or a pill 
Instead. 

When to their City banquets throng 
Fat aldermen in scores, 

To listen to orations long 
By after-dinner bores, 

We, all ethereal as a star, 

Our capsule take, and there w© are 1 
All coarser meats we leave to car- 


We do not toss through restless nights 
la Indigestion’s spasm, 

We do not see wild nightmare sights 
And shriek like on© that “ has ’em ” ; 
We eat not lobster salad — ^no 1 
Nor foie gras when to bed we go, 

We merely sip a drop of pro- 
toplasm. 

Our pills are perfect, for you see, 

All foodstuffs they contain, 

According to the Doctor, w© 

Can ne’er be ill again ; 

And yet I sometimes think a meal 
Would somehow make me seem more real- 
At times I almost long to feel 


THE PHOMOTER’S VADE MECDM. 

{Subject to Revision after the Vacation,) 

Question. What is meant by the promo- 
tion of a company ? 

Answer. The process of separating capi- 
tal from its possessors. 

Q. How is this end accomplished? 

A. By the preparation and publication 
of a prospectus. 

Q, Of what does a prospectus consist ? 

A. A front page and a statement of 
facts. 

Q, Define a front page. 

A. The bait covering the hook, the lane 
leading to the pitfall, the lath concealing 
the quagmire — occasionally. 

Q. Of what is a front page compoieed? 

A. Titles, and other isuggeetion© of re- 
spectability. 

Q, How are these suggestions obtained? 

A. In the customary fashion. 

Q, Can a banking account be put to any 
particular service in the promotion of a 
company ? 

A. Certainly ; it eases the wheels in all 
directions. 

Q. Can it obtain the good-wQl of the 
Press? 

A. Only of questionable and usually 
short-lived perioAcals, 




Snoohs {to mw aequairUaTice), “Tell yer what, look in one evenin’ and ’avb a bit 
OF Supper, if you don’t mind ’avin’ it in the Kitchen. Yer see, we’re plain 

PEOPLE, AND don’t PUT ON NO SIDE. Of COURSE, I KNOW AS A TOFF LIKE YOU ’UD 'AVE 
IT IN THE DRAWim-ROOU 


Q. But the destination of the cash 
scarcely affects the promoter ? 

A. No; for he loses in any case. 

Q. How much of his profits does he some- 
times have to disgorge? 

A. According to circumstanoe©, from 
three-fi^hs to' ninet^n-twentiethe of his 
easily-secured takings. 

Q. And what does promotion do' for the 
promoter ? 

A. It usually bestows upon him tempo- 
rary prosperity. 

Q. Why do you say "temporary”? 

A. Because a pleasant present is fre- 
quently followed by a disastrous future. 

0. You mean, then, that this prosperity 
is like the companies promoted, " limited ” ? 

A. Yes, by the Court of Bankruptcy. 


THE TIME OP ROSES. 

Sir William Vbbnon Harcoubt travelled 
to Hertford in a saloon carriage decorated with 

roses.”— 

To Hertford town there travelled down 
Our own, our sweet Sir W. 

Most honoured knight, while all was bright, 
Did really nothing trouble you? 

Tb© roses fair were everywhere, 

And you were passing merry ; 

Did you forget one floweret, 
l^e rose that bears a berry? 

Afpropbiatb Fact. — ^M r. Powell, hav- 
ing won the Wingfield Sculls, is now Ama- 
teur Head lad on the river. 
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AIM IDYLLIC ISLAND. 

3 

When we came to Amsterdam, we de- 
termined, Pashlet, Shietlifp and I,^ that 
w© would take the earliest opportunity ot 
seeing Marken. Wonderful place, by all 
accounts. Little island, only two miles 
from mainland, full of absolutely unsopliis- 
ticated inhabitants. Most of them have 
never left Marken — ^no idea of the world 
beyond itl Everybody contented and 


equal; costumes quaint; manners simple 
and dignified. Sort of Arcadia, with dash 
of Utopia. 

And here we are — actually at Marken, 
just landed by sailing-boat from Monnick- 
endam. 

All is i>eaceful and picturesque. Scat- 
tered groups of little black cottages with 
scarlet roofs, on mounds. Fishermen strol- 
ling about in baggy black knickerbockers, 
woollen stockings, and wooden shoes. 

Women and girls all dressed alike^ in 
crimson bodice and embroidered skirt; 
little cap with one long brown curl dangling 
coquettishly in front of each ear. Small 
children — ^miniature replicas of their elders 
— ^wander lovingly, hand in hand. A few 
urchins dart off at our approach, like 
startled fawns, and disappear among^ the 
cottages. Otherwise', our arrival attracts 
no attention. 

The women go on with their outdoor 
work, cleaning their brilliant brass and 
copper, washing and hanging out their 
bn^t-hued cotton ^d linen garments, 
witli no more than an occasional shy side- 
gl^ce at uis from under their tow-coloured 
fringes. Perfectly unconscious,'^ os 
Shirtliee ob serves, ^ enthusiastically, “of 
how unique and picturesque and idyllic 
they are ! " 

^ All the more wonderful, because excur- 
sion steamers run ©very day during the 
season from Amsterdam. 

We walk up and down rough steps and 
along narrow, winding alleys. Shirtlifp 
says he '‘feels such a bounder, going about 
staring at everything as if he was at Earl's 
Court.” Thinks the Markeners must hate 


being treated like a show. We sho'uldn’t 
like it ourselves 1 

That may be, but, as Pashley retorts, 
it's the Markeners' own fault. They 
shouldn't be so beastly picturesque. 

Fine buxom girl approaches, carrying 
pail On closer view, not precisely a girl 
— ^in fact, a matron of mature years. These 
long, brown side-curls deceptive at a dis- 
tance , impression, as she passes, of a kind 
of Dutch “Little Toddlekins ” ; view of 


broad back and extensive tract of fat, bare 
neck under small cap. She turns round 
and intimates by expressive pantomime that 
her cottage is close by, and if we would 
care to inspect the interior, we are heartily 
welcome. Uncommonly friendly of her. 
Pashley and I are inclined to accept, but 
Shirtlifp dubious — ^w© may have misunder- 
stood her. We really can't go crowding 
in like a parcel of trippers I 
Little Toddlekins, however, quite keen 
about it ; sees us hesitate, puts down pail 
and beckons us on round corner with 
crooked forefinger, like an elderly Siren. 
How different this simple, hearty hospita- 
lity from the sort of reception foreigners 
would get from an English fishwife 1 We 
can’t refuse, or we shall hurt her feelings. 
“But whatever we do,” urges Shirtlifp, 
“ we mustn't dream of offering her money. 
She'd be most tremendously insulted.” 

^ Of course, we quite understand that. It 
would be simply an outrage. W© un- 
cover, and enter, apologetically. Inside, ; 
an elderly ^sherman is sitting by the ^ 
hearth mending a net ; a girl is leaning in 

f raceful, negligent attitude against table 
y window. ^ Neither of them takes the 
slightest notice of us, which is embarrass- 
ing. Afraid we really are intruding. How- 
ever, our hostess — good old soul — ^has a 
natural tact and kindliness that soon put 
us at our ease. Shows us everything. Cur- 
tained recesses in waU, where they go to 
bed. “ Very curious — so comfortable 1 ” 
Delft plates and painted Selves and cup- 
boards. “Most decorative!'^ Caps and 
bodices worn by females of the family. 
“ Charming ; such artistic colour I ” School 


copybooks with children's exeorcisses. “ Capi- 
tal ; so neatly written I ” What is she try- 
ing to* make us understand ? Oh, in 
Winter, the sea comes in above the level 
of the wainscot. “JEteally? How very 
convenient I ” We don't mean this, but we 
are so anxious to please and be pleased, 
that our enthusiasm is degenerating into 
drivel. Girl by the window contemplates 
us with growing contempt ; and no wonder. 
High time we went. 

Little Toddlekins at the end of her 
tether ; looks at us as if to imply that she 
has done her part. Next move must come 
from us. Pashley consults us in an under- 
tone. “ Perhaps, after all, she does expect, 
eh? What do u'6 think? Would half a 
gulden What ? ” 

Personally, I think it might, but Shirt- 
LiPP won't hear of it. “Certainly not. 
On no account ! At all events, he 'll be no 
party to it. He will simply thank her, 
shake hands, and walk out.” Which he 
does. I do the same. He may be right, 
and anyhow, if one of us is to run the risk 
of offending this matron's delicacy by the 
offer of a gratuity, Pashley will do it 
better than I. Pashley overtakes us pre- 
sently, looking distinctly uncomfortable. 
“ Did he tip her? ” “ Yes, he Upped her.” 
“ And she flung it after you I ” cries Shirt- 
LTPp, in triumpli. “I knew she would! 
Now I hope you 're satisfied 1 ” 

“ If I am, it 's more than she was,” says 
Pashley. “ She stuck to it all right, but 
she let me see it was nothing like what 
she 'd expected for the three of us,” 

Shirtlifp silent but unconvinced. How- 
ever, as we go on, we see a beckoning 
forefinger at almost every door and win- 
dow. Every Markener anxious that we 
should walk into his little parlour— and 
pay for the privilege. All of them, as 
Pasht^by disgustedly observes, “On the 
make ” ; got some treasured heirloom that 




littk Toddlekins quite keen stout it” 


has been in the family without intermis- 
sion for six month®, and that they would 
be wiiling to part with, if pressed, for a 
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consideratioii. We don’t press them; in 
fact, we are obliged at last to decline their 
artless invitations — to their nnoonoealed 
disgust. Nice people, very, but can’t 
afford to know too many of them. 

'‘At least the children axe unspoilt,” 
says Shietlifp, as we come upon a couple 
of chubby infants, walking solemnly hand 
in hand ^ as usual. He protests, when 
Pashlet insists on presenting them with a 
cent, or one fifth of an English penny, 
apiece. "Why demoralise them, why in- 
stil the love of money into their innocent 
minds?” Shirtlifp wants to know. 


Fancy we have oompromised all claims at 
last. No ; Marken mfantry still harassing 
our rear. Wliat more do they want? It 
appears that we have not paid the baby, 
which is an important extra on these occa- 
sions, and wmoh they carry after us in 
state as an unsatisfied creditor and a 
powerful appeal to our consciences. Adult 
Markeners come out, and seem tO' be ex- 
changing remarks (with especial reference 
to Shietlifp, who is regarded as the chief 
culprit) on the meanness that is capable of 
bilking an innocent baby. 

" What I like about Marken,” says Pash- 



** Sternly demanding five eents a head.” 


He ia delighted when they exhibit no 
sort of emotion on being thus enriched. 
It shows, he says, that, as yet, they have 
no conception what money means. 

The pair have toddled off towards a 
gathering of older children, and Pashley, 
who has brought a Kodak, wonders if he 
can induce them to stay as they are while 
he takeis a snapshot. Shirtlipp protests 
again. Only spoil them, -make them con- 
ceited and self-conscious, he maintains. 

But the children have seen the Kodak, 
and are eager to be taken. One of them 
produces a baby from neighbouring cottage, 
and they arrange themselves instmctively 
in effective group by a fence. 

Pashley delighted. “ Awfully intelli- 
gent .little beggars I ” he says. “ They 
seem to know exactly what I want.” 

They also know exactly what they wjmt, 
for the moment they hear the camera click, 
they make a rush at us, sternly demanding 
five' cents a head for their services. 

Shirtlipp very severe with them; not 
one copper shall they have from him ; not 
a matter of pence, but principle, and they 
had better go away at once. They don’t ; 
they hustle him, and some of the taller 
girls nudge him viciously in the ribs with 
sharp elbows, as a hint that " an immediate 
settlement is requested.” Pashley and I 
do the best we can, but we soon come to 
the end of our Dutch coins. However, no 

doubt English pennies will Not a 

bit of it 1 Even the chubby infants don’t 
consider them legal tender here, and reject 
them with open scorn. I 


ley, when we are safely on board our sail- 
ing boat, to which we have effected a rather 
ignominious retreat, "what I like about 
Marken is the beautiful simplicity and un- 
worldliness of the natives. Didn’t that 
strike you, Shirtlipp ? ” 

We gather from Shirtlipp’b reply that 
he failed to observe these characteristics. 


“WHAT PBIOB PATEIOTI8M?” 

{A NqU ^ Fromdings picked up mar the 
Admiralty dwrim/g the Beceee*) 

The deputation was introduced. 

“ Yes, said the fibrst Enthusiast, “ there 
is no doubt that men in thousand might 
be obtained.” 

“ Tery good indeed,” replied the Cabinet 
Minister. 

“ And then forts might be erected in all 
directions,” said a second spokesman. 

“ Capital ! ” responded the representative 
of the Government. 

“ And then guns and ammunition could 
be supplied with limitless celerity,” shouted 
a third. 

“ Admirable I ” was again the commen- 
tary. 

Then came a silence. The eloquent 
oratory for the moment was exhausted. 
The Statesman “hemed” and “hahed” 
for a moment. 

“ And how about the cost ?” he ventured 
to suggest at last. 


“'Oh, that^wiH have to be paid by the 
Mother Country,” was the prompt answer. 

^ And so the Cabinet Minister is left con- 
sidering. And a it comes to that, so is the 
Mother Country. 

A EIVERIE. 

(JBy the Bard in ohambers.) 

Outside this spot 
’Tis scorching hot. 
Branch-shaded boat 
In which we float, 

Then idly dream 
And watch the stream. 

A cigarette 
With you, my pet, 

Content tO' rest 
At ease, and best 
Of all to see 
You close to me. 

’Tis afternoon, 

And will be soon 

The time for tea ; — 

* * « « 

But wo© is me ! 

The pictures fade, 

No shady glade 
Above me grows, 

No river flows 
Beneath my feet, 

And you, my sweet. 

Have also flown ; 

I am alone, — 

Alone, in gloom, 

In this dull room, 

Surrounded by 
A pile of dry 
Dull legal works 
In which there lurks 
A certain case 
Which I must trace. 

And bring to light 
The wrong and right, 

And override 
The other side. 



K// hii/l 





THE MUSCOVITE " W. G.” 

A Fcmcy Fortrait by a Bmsian Artist, 

[According to a eorrespondent of the Stmdard 
the Moscow Gazette eaye that “ Br. W« G-. Ghaoj 
will be long known as the champion player at- 
Croquetr’] 









*‘I WAS IN FRONT LAST NIGHT, DEAR, TO SEE YOU PLAY JXJMST , 

SecoTid Girl. “Yes, I know you were. But you needn’t have talked so loud all through my best s(‘F,nf.k. 

First Girl. “Oh, but Y'OU must be mistaken, dear, it couldn’t possibly have been I. I nf>ver talk is my hleeb 


LB MONDE otr L’ON S’AFFICHE. 

III.— The Author-Lecturer, 

Thebe is another way that non© may tread 
But whp-so has a halo round his head ; 
Who, whether Nature leaves his apex bare 
Or nicely coated with a wealth of hair, 
Arraaiges, like the milking-maidi, to base 
The nucleus of fortune on his face. 

Expressly chartered at a lordly wage, 
He stands in beauty's strength upon the 
stage, 

Perusing to a fine and cultured crowd 
His own selected efforts out aloud, 

Or lecturing the literary Press 
Upon the methods which command suc- 
cess — 

Maidens that dote and women that adore 
All drinking in his charms at every pore. 
Di^t in a dress that suits the brilliant 
scene. 

Rich knickerbockers wrought of velveteen. 
Or else in evening-wear whose very hem 
Scarce would the London Tailor dare con- 
demn, 

Awhile he poses in a weary trance 
To give the wonder-stricken pit a chance, 
Then, if he boasts the kind of hairy crown 
Which means an extra forty dollars down, 
Just runs his fingers through the wavy crop 
While in the hush you hear a hair-pin drop ; 
?*Till with a studied smile of high disdain 
He breaks at last the agonising strain, 
Lifts up his tawny voice and lets it go, 
And in a hurst of passion blent with woe, 


Where all the notes of nightingales occur, 
Becomes (like Heaven) his own Interpreter. 

There is to prophets, so I understand, 

A certain charm in some one else's land ; 
For when our native products cross the 
sea 

They are devoured with more avidity. 
That is to say, iiL doing foreign nations 
The author runs to hi^er valuations ; 

His figure being only vaguely known, 
They very kindljr take him at his own ; 
Which estimate is entered in the bond 
And ba)oked by Babnum's or by Major 
Pqnd. 

Whereas, at home, it is another case, 
For there we see the prophet's frequent 
face ; 

Perchance we have that best of annual 
treats 

When the Society of Authors eats ; 

Or find him feeding in a friendly way 
At houses where you haven't got to pay. 
And if from oversight, or other reason, 
Patrons omit to ask him in the season, - 
We still may hope — ^mos^ happily for us— 
To brush against him in an omnibus ; 

Or sometimes even see him in the street 
Fanning the pavement with his wing4d 
feet; 

Where anybody has a perfect right 
To watch him till he tricMes out of sight. 
But over there, where people read his 
hooks, ' ^ ■ 

But know not, save in pictures, how he 
looks, 


Where still the hero draws a fancy price 
For sniffing up the fumes of mu^rifice, 

There men will freely fling the careless 
<lo!iar 

Simply to see a section of his collar, 
Girding the sacred column which sunt a ins 
The l)ee^ling bulk of those abnormal 
brains — 

A sight that well repays the cntranoe-|>elf, 
Being an education m itsoif ; — 

Will sit on wooden planks, in mortal 
anguish. 

To watch the poet’s lovely glances languish ; 
Will cross a continent’s complete expanse, 
To scan the brow that schemed the brave 
romance ; 

And die of suffocation just to wring 
The veritable hand that wrote the thing. 

Thus may be worked, with small expense 
of wit, 

The Man-and-Author’s Mutual Benefit ; 
For sudi as read the latter’s versa or prose 
Will take a stall to view the former’s nose ; 
W’hiie those that pay to see the Man’s 
complexion 

Will go and buy the Author’s whole col- 
lection. 

What wonder, then, if, there acroee the 
main, 

Eichabd Lb Naecisse* is himself again, 
And tonsured Anthony, our only Hope, 
With this temptation really could not cope. 

^ ** Un narcim^^OuB who li mmmxed of 
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AS NOW WORN ; OR, THE GENTS’ ARBITER OF FASHION. 

Now that the Golden Youth, it appears, have their own 
fashion-paper, it is quite incumbent on Mr. Punch to publish 
a column for the guidance of the inexperienced in the all-im- 
portant matter of male costume. Every one being now out of 
town, the following remarks are chiefly for the benefit of seaside 
and country readers: — 

Deab Basil, — Silk hats may now be put away for a few weeks. 
The black cloth band should be removed, as it has had its day, 
and a cordon noir of silk, exactly one-and-a-quarter inch in 
width, should be substituted. Oil the chapeau slightly and wrap 
in tissue paper. With a little care it may be made to do for the 
Autumn. If the edges are worn, they may be very successfully 
renovated with Messrs. Ramonburs' Brim-Blaokener. I do not 
recommend for this purpose the eye-brow grease-paint used by 
actresses, as this has a tendency to come off in a shower, and it 
is as well to avoid having sable streaks across one’s countenance. 
See that your head-gear is well blocked before being put away 
for the recess, as it may be required for a school-treat or a sud- 
den emergency, and an accordion shape is not favoured in the 
best circles. I prophesy th^t next winter’s mode will be the 
castor amiricain. , , n 

Fashion still smiles on the straw-hat, and has temporamy 
relegated the bowler to the background. I saw a charming 
chapeau de paille the other day worn by a dibutant on the East- 
bourne Esplanade. The straw was in two thicknesses, oaune on 
the upper side of the brim, and verte underneath, casting a very 
becoming green shade over his complexion. A ri$qu6 note was 
added to this confection. I noticed the vivid scarlet and green 
colours of the best of the Bohemian Clubs peepmg through a 
slit in the black ribbon round the hat. i o 

CrOfVates are worn this s^son as usual round the neck . home 
of the best-dressed mondains are' having them made of beige or 
foulard in the new choufmr design.. Do iw)t let them rack over 
the back of the collar. This is too negligi. They may be pinned 


on to the front of the shirt, though this rather spoils the look 
of the shirt-front, if you require it for evening-dress. It is as 
well, therefore, always to have a spare clean sbijri, and this should 
not be beyond the means of the fashiootiable aspirant. 

If your collars or shirts are at all frayed at the edges, have 
them neatly trimmed. You can generally beg or borrow a pair 
of nail-scissors for this purpose. Iron-mould spots ^ould always 
be carefully aspinaUed in a dead white tint. It is almost im- 
possible then for them to be detected. . ^ 

I Frock-coats, at this time of the year, should be sprinkled with 
I pepper or camphor (to keep away the moth) and stowed away 
I securely. No cluhhiste who is hien mis will appear on sands 
I or elsewhere in public in such a garment combined with white 
flannels and a straw hat. Yet, I regret to say, I have seen 
this done . 

Now is the time to use Messrs. Kniok-naoks’ Patent Anti-hag 
Trouser-stretchers. Truly wonderful effects are sometimes pro- 
duced by these invaluable accessories to a genteel wardrc^. 
Never be seen with worn-out and unravelled trouser-ends. Let 
them invariably be repaired by the local snip. Do not, however, 
start on a round of visits without an extra ten-and-sixpenny pair. 
Borrowed continuations somehow never look well. 

Knickerbockers are not without their advantages. They can 
readily he constructed out of unmentionables that have seen 
their day, and may sometimes be very effectively patdb^, so as 
to look like riding-breeches. This gives the distin^ished ap- 
pearance, which no modem iUgant can afford to neglect, 

I have some useful wrinkles on cummerbunds, hat-gua^s, and 
paper cuffs, also a marvellous recipe for removing the shiny look 
from cloth, but I regret that considerations of space prevent me 
giving them at present. , . . . . . , 

So, much against my will, I bring this mterestmg letter to a 
conclusion — for the present. Man has at length found his destiny 
— ^to dress. With sincere regards, Yours rurdising^ 

By the sod sea waves. Zkdwhtbks, 

{Please donH forward.) 
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"THE PRIVATE SEORETI^RY” AT THE FOREIGN OFFICE. 

The Rev, Arth-r **Do YOU know, wb’ms taking quite a piSLiKE to you 1 Ie 

YOU GO on pushing IN T^IS EUDE WAY WE SHALL EBALLY HAVE yO BZritT YOU JORBAD‘ 
fully! I DON’T KNOW THAT WE SHOULDN’T HAVE TO TAKE ANOTHBE HAEBOUE SOME- 
WHEBE ! ' 


Q’Dn’RTTYTTi' Qmup Q Or Towed a match. I am too weak 

bJr^UJili V Jli bUJN bb. venture on athletic freak ; 

An Indolent Fellow proposes himself to a Brisk I never walk when I can ride, 

Baymel, <md dephres his constiMwml in- short, I am a languid sloth, 
activity, ^ l^ 25 y loon I '11 be ; 

I NEVBE was a restless man^ But you have ruSb enough for both, 

Impatient to be up and toil, You've energy, good loots, and youth. — 

I always walked when others ran, Bad rhyme 1 but good enough for me. — 

They finished up when I began. No more, sweetheart. R.S.V.P. ? 


SPORTITB SONGS. 

An Indolent Fellow proposes himself to a Brisk 
Damsel^ cmd deplores his constitutioTial in- 
activity, 

I NEVBE was a restless man^ 

Impatient to be up and toil, 

I always walked when others ran, 

They finished up when I began, 

I simmered while they yearned to boil. 

I never was an ardent swain 

To urge my suit with cries and tears, 

I played at “ cut and! come again," 

And nevior felt the secret pain 

That fills the heart with hopes and fears. 

I, never was the one to go 
.^d mix with speculative cares, 

The Stock Exchange I do just know 
By sight, but that is all ; and so 
I never trouble “bulls” or bears.” 

I V'O never^olimbed an Alpine peak, 

Or in a foot-race tried my stride, 


THE HAND 0? PATE. 

(A To-day^ s Dialogue about To-morrow,) 

Scene — Comer at ^ ‘*Sale of W(yrh'* at the 
Seaside, Palmist discovered doing'* an 
Enq[uirer. 

Enquirer, Yes, it is certaanly true that I 
have seen it several times. Had the measles 
and hooping cough as a child. . , 

Palmist, And you are very fond of com- 
pany, though sometimes prefer to be at 
home. I mean, you like seclusion. 


Enquirer, Yes, 1 think so. At least, 
sometimes. 

Palmist, And you are very generous, 
but cautious. And you do not sufficiently 
appreciate your talents. Yes, you are very 
clever. 

Enquirer, Well — areally — I don’t know. 
But can’t you tell me of the future ? 

Palmist, Yes; 1 see you are going to l 
have a journey shortly. 

Enquirer, Strange. I have promised to 
go to a dinner in Bayswater this evening. 
Palmist, And you are to have a nunober 
of honours. You have not boon knighted? 
Enquwer, No, of course not. 

Palmist, Well, you will be. Soon, very 
soon. 

Enquirer. Indeed. Can you say when ? 
Palmist, Oh, in a year or two. And you 
are to be fortunate in your heart interests. 
You are not married ? 

Enquirer, Well, no— not at prenent. 
Palmist, You vdll soon be. There may | 
be some slight retard, but before you are | 
sixty you wSl certainly have a wife. 
Enquirer, Dear me. How strange ! And 
I am absolutely engaged, and according to 
present arrangements, am to married on 
Tuesday. 

Palmist, Did I not say so ! Ah I ]i(u*e is 
a Httle cross. You will lose some trioney. 
And now I am afraid I must attend to 
some one else. 

Enquirer, Thank you so much. {Aside 
to himself as he retires,} Of course, the 
honours and the Journey and the inurriage 
were all rot. But why di<l she say I was 
going to lose some mon€y ? Of course it 
all non^nse, but I wonder where and how 
I ’m going to lose the money I 

[ /j/t pondering, 

AFTER THE HOOLEYBALOOl | 

While he (Mr. Ju8ti<-e %Vhx«ht) m-quitted I 
Lord Dr la Waeh of any <ifdrc to pnantre the 
debtor to give faiae evitlenVe, he (l<'*‘hu*ed that he 
was not wholly guiltlean of indirt<T«*thm. . . . . »So 
far as the raatU‘rof the of i;i,000 U con- 

cerned, if Lord Be Wahk guilty, I hjivo no 
doubt that Mr. Bhoaolrv h murh more guilty.” 
— Standard's Summary and Report ^ Thamday^ 
August 18.] 

“ In love and ” — business — “ everything is 
fair,” 

For Db la Wake la fortune de la guerre 
His course towards a i>eaceful haven shapd ; 
So Broadley who so narrowly est^apen. 

The Hooieybaloo is over, for the pn*seiit , 
And things all round are iKnng made quite 
pleasant. 

When I commit an— “ indiscretion,” say-- 
Or aught for which there’s penalty to pay, 
May I before a Wright good tfudge bo 
brought, 

And then be Wrightly sentenced by the 
Court. 

Mercy has tempered Justice, Every one 
Herein agrees that Justice has been done. 


At Brussels. 

Mrs, TrkMeby (pointing to annowncf- 
meni in gr€cer*s window, and speiling if 
out), Jambon d^Yorck, What’s that 
mean, Mr. T. P 

Mr, T, (who u by way of being a 
linguist). Why, good Yorkshire preserves, 
.of csourse. What did you suppose it was — 
Dundee* marmalade ? 
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A POLITE EDUCATION. 

{Vidie an article^ “ui plea for hetter indrudym in McurmerSj'^ in the 
current Nimte&rvth Centwry.'') 


In obedience to your instructions, writes our own Prophetical 
Interviewer, I journeyed to Chesterfield College, where our boys 
are taught that studied courtesy of maimer, which, it is no-w 
recognised, is a far more necessary part of education than 
classics or mathematics. I was received by the Principal, who 
took great pains to explain his system to me. 

“Yes,” he said, in answer to my questions, “the greatest 
trouble is taken to ensure that every pupil shall be taught the 
very best kind of manners. Not only are lectures given daily 
on deportment and the art of polite conversation, but we see 
that the principles laid down are carried out even in play-time. 
In old days the conversation of boys while playing cricket or 
football used to be disgracefully crude and unpolished, but if 
you will kindly accompany me, I think I can show you how we 
have improved this feature of school-life.” 

So saying, he led the way to the cricket-ground, _ where the 
pupils of Chesterfield College were engaged in the national gam^ 
As I approached, one of the batsmen put away a ball through 
the slips. 

“ May I enquire, Sir,” he asked, addressing the batsman at the 
other end, “ whether in your opinion we should be justified in 
attempting a run ? ” , , . ^ j . . 

“ I rear it is impossible,” replied the other, wmch indeed it 
was, as by the time these speeches were finished, tfic ball was in 
the wicket-keeper’s hands. ^ However, both batsmen kept up 
their wickets, and the captain decided to make a change. 

“ Smith Minor,” he observed, addressing the bowler, with 
infinite pain I am compelled to ask you to hand over the ball to 
Brown.” , 

Smith Minor bowed profoundly, and replied. My greatest 
happiness, Sir, is to carry out your commands.” And accom- 
ingly Brown went on td bowl. Shortly afterwards, one of the 
batsmen put up an easy chance tO' point, who, however, failed to 
hold the ball. “Butterfingers!” screamed a small boy in the 
out-field. The Principal turned towards him, angrily. 

“Go indoors, Sir!” he cried, “and write out two hundred 


lines for addressing on© of your fellow-pupils in that unseemly 
manner.” 

Presently a ball struck a batsman’s pad. 

“ How ’s that ? ” asked the bowler. 

“ Johnson I ” cried the Principal, wamingly. 

“ I mean to say,” said the bowler, hastily correctog himi^lf , 
“ may I trouble you for your views as to the respective positions 
of the batsman’s leg and the wicket ? ” 

The Principal looked at me for approval. “Wonderful what 
an improvement our system makes, isn’t it? ” he said, “ and it’s 
so strange that the old barbarous language was tolerated at 
schools for so many years.” 

I congratulated him on his success and prepared to leave. As 
I did so, I noticed for the first time an inscription over the 
College gateway. 

“ That,” said the Principal, “ is an adaptation of a mottO' be- 
longing to one of the schools of the bad old kind. It runs, you 
see, * Mannerisms Makyth Prigs.’ ” 


Will London Wait P — And if so, for how long, before the daily 
increasing ruffianism of the London “Larrikins,” thieves, and 
roughs, both of the East and West End, is summarily dealt mth and 
put down by force majeure ? The sufferers in these districts are 
“intimidated,” and dare not come forward to give evidence. 
According to the magistrate, a scoundrel may have his fingers 
in somebody else’s pockets, but unless he succeeds in actually 
abstracting a halfpenny, he cannot be sentenced as a thief I 
Don’t spare the cat, and then you’ll spoil the little game of 
thieving, murderous Larrikin. If thp magistrates’ hands are so 
weak, let them be strengthened at once. Peace-abiding, police- 
supporting, rate-paying citizens are forced to form themselves 
into bodies of “ specials ” with police-drill. Why not patrol these 
districts with volunteers doing sentry-duty, and provided with a 
stout truncheon in place of side-arms? Probably, as is our way 
in England, no drastic measure will b© adopted until murder 
has placed one of these rufi5.ans of the Larrikin type in the hands 
of Mr. John Ketch. It ^©ms that the magisterial and police 
policy is to give these pests as much rope as possible in the hope 
that they ’ll get one more length of hemp added to it on the 
gallows. But surely, is not prevention far hetter than cure ? 
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SPEED THE PARTING GUEST. 

“I have done the State some gervioe, and they know ’t.” 

OthetlOy Act T., Sc, 2. 

Mr, Pm>ch {with real emotion^ to retiring American Amhassador), 
“Goob-bve, tottr Exobllknov, and good luck go with you. 
You won’t rOEGET ,us on the other side ? ” 

OSTEND. 

There are several ways of getting throng the day at Ostend, 
where the day is about as long as at other seaside resorts, or per- 
haps rather longer. The simplest plan is tO' ait in the morning 
on the terrace of the ICursaal and chatter, till it is time to go to 
dijeunerj to do the same in the afternoon, till it is time to go to 
dinner, and to repeat this amusement in tW evening, till it is 
time to go to bed. The next morning you begin again. In this 
way you avoid all needless exertion. 

Another plan is, in the morning, to stand in the sea. If you 
are very brave you go in up to your waist, and if you are very 
strong you splash a little water on your chest, but you never 
wet your head for fear of hurting your hair. You may wear a 
straw hat as a pro^tion from the sun, and, if you are a German, 
you iimy add a pair of spectacles. The only disadvantage of this 
plan is that about four thousand people want the four hundred 
bathing-maohiaes. If you are a woman, you flounder about on wet 
sand and never get a cabine at all. If you are a man, you take off 
your boots and socks, wade in up to your knees, and pursue the 
machine in the water. The chasse awx cabines is fine exercise, 
but it is hardly luxurious. By standing in the sea you begin the 
day comfortably cool. In the afternoon you stand on tlm race- 
course, the pigeon-shooting .ground, the pier, or the promenade, 

pastimes make you con- 
siderably warmer. In the evening you have a choice of two 
pJaoes to stand in. One of them is the dancing-room of the 
Kur^, where the temperature is about ^ ninety degrees. You 
can dance if you wish. The other is the gambling-room, where 
the tempei^ture is about one hundred and fifty degrees. You 
stand here in a dense crowd, reach over tie- heads of the few who 
have obtained chairs, and lose as many louis as you like. 

A third system is to linger over your cafe-au-laii till it is 
nearly tjme for dejeuner, to prolong your dijeuner with coffee 
and liqueurs until about the time of the fivocMock, when you 
nave a glass of port, or a scherry gobbler, and, beginning dinner 
S(^n a^r seven, to go on with this till half-past ten, or later, 
when all the other diners have left the restaurant, and the weary 


waiters have piled all the other chairs upon all the other tables. 
But this system will ruin your system after a time. 

It is believed by some that there are excellent concerts in the 
Kursaal every evening from 7.30 to 9. But to* hear them at such 
an impossible time one must go without dinner altogether, which 
no one can do. In fact, there is reason tO' believe that nobody 
ever did get to these concerts. Once, when Vandeeblanh and 
I had rather hurried over our coffee and cigarettes in his viranda 
— ^the virandas of Ostend are very pleasant in hot weather — we 
arrived at the Kursaal just in time to see some men with violins 
disappearing from the orchestra. Since then I have considered 
mysefi rather an authority on the Ostend concerts, having got 
as near hearing one as that. Robinson the Rover, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ie the title had not be appropriated in quite other regions, 
Mrs. Humphry Ward might well, my Baronite imagines, have 
called her last novel The Runaway Girl. At all critical epochs 
of her interesting life the heroine of JSelbeck of Bannisdale 
(Smith, Elder) runs away. Thus she bolts when her unwel- 
come lover, Hubert Mason, wants to conduct her over the sands. 
She flies from Bannisdale after she has accepted the offer of its 

lord’s hand : and at last No, it would not be fair even to 

hint at the “ at last.” But this is so frivolous, and there is nothing 
of frivolity about this story. It is rather a stately narrative of a 
profound tragedy in two human lives. Both are skilfully dniwn. 
Xaura Fountain, with her bright nature, her capacity for over- 
whelming love, and her agnostic training ; Helbeck, a bit of old 
tapestry hung on the walls of a nineteenth century room. He 
has depths of love even more plumbless than she, and he is a 
Catholic horn and bred, a man with a private chapel attached to 
his ancient home, where mass is said every morning, the house 
swarming with priests. It will be seen that here is a difficult 
situation, rough-hewn and finished with a master hand. 

Dicky Monteith, by Tom Gallon (where ’s Harry ? Hutchin- 
son, the publisher, my Baronite supposes, makes up the immortal 
triumvirate), is none of your novels with a purpose, freckled 
with women with a past. It is a right-down, downright melo- 
dramatic story^ in which the wicked are punished even in this 
world, and injured innocence comes to its own. Dicky is an 
amiable, good-hearted, not particularly strong-headed fellow, 
who has muddled away his own and other people’s money- After 
which, he works apparently twenty-four hours a day, earns very 
little, and shares it with the poor. A leading character in the 
transpontine plot is a little maid, a cross between the slavey in 
Our Boys and Dick 8wiydieT‘s unapproachable friend, the 
Marchioness. Also there is a guardian-angel sort of young Indy, 
■#ho thinks nothing of surreptitiously conveying to the man she 
loves mysterious envelopes containing notes for £100, and 
finally dmws a cheque for £2,500 to sav© him from what th<i 
little maid aforesaid calls ^‘the Coppers.” A pretty story, with 
plot skilfully complicated. The Baron de l5.«W. 

FURTHER RULES RECUUTIMC THE COH0U0T OF BARRISTERS, 

{Not mlmiUed at the JlcceiU General Meet mg, hat for me duri^tg the 
Lcnig Facaiion,) 

A ootTNSBL finding himself in the presence of laymen, must lay 
down the law on every conceivable subject. 

^ In carrying the above aim into execution, he will set a General 
right about Army concerns, a sailor about things appertaining to 
the Navy, and a civilian upon ail other matters. 

To keep up the dignity of the profession, a barrister must 
never permit himself to be contradicted, and insist upon bis word 
being accepted as law. 

As a matter of professional etiquette, it is undesirable to give 
your opmion upon any point of law unless you are quite sure 
that you know nothing whatever about it. 

It is advi^ble to be civil to the other branch of the prdPession, 
save m public, when you must remember that your right of 

A superior courts does not run to the solicitoie. 

Although ^If-conoeit is to be deprecated, it is well to remem* 
ber that although officers of the Army and Navy am better 
educal^ than they used to be, culture m its highest form is the 
exclusive property of the Bar. 

If a counsel m^ts another counsel without recognising his 
forenfiac degr^ while they are both engaged in discussing an 
acquainmnoe in Common’s dinner, he will oppose his fellow guest 
to the death until he ffiscovers his mistake, when he will join bis 

l^m^ fnend” xn sitting upon the rest of the company. 

fimally, all men am equal, aa a rule, but a barnster is in- 
variably an exception in particular. 
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Sportsman (who declines to be told where to go and what to do by his Gillie), after an ardtjoxts Stalk in the 

BLAZING SUN, AT LAST MANAGES TO CRAWL WITHIN CLOSE RANGE OF THOSE “ BrOWN SpECKS ” HE DISCOVERED MILES DISTANT ON 
THE Hill-side ! 


THE AHGLO-AMERICAN VADE-MECUM. 

{By an Enthusiast with a Difference,) 

Question. You are in favour of an 
alliance between England and the United 
States ? 

Answer. I am, theoretically, not prac- 
tically. I consider that bom coxmtries 
should be free. 

Q. Yon mean by “ free,’* the opportunity 
to give one another away when necessary ? 

A. Perhaps ; although it is a pious 
belief that between children of a kindred 
race the necestity will never arise. 

Q. Is there, as a matter of fact, any 
precedent for the cruel spectacle P 

A. Well, during the Civil War between 
Federals and Confederates, public feeling 
ran very sirong. 

Q. Then you do not believe that blood is 
at all times thicker than water ? 

A, Not always, especially if self-interest 
acts as a hlter. 

Q. I may assume that the object of all 
good English-speaking people is to draw 
closer the ties binding nations together on 
either side of the Atlantic ? 

A. Quite so. It is the union of hearts, 
the grasp of hands, the fraternal oaths of a 
family oi brothers. 

Q. And how long do you consider this 
happy sentiment of kinship will last ? 

A. For ever, or 

Q, You hesitate. You say the friendship 
will last for ever, or 

A. Well, it is a pious belief. 



[*Ut is highly desirable that he who strives to 
attain the higJiest excellence as a performer on the 
pianoforte should have well-developed muscles.” — 
Jf. Fa^erewski. in Bandow's maaaaine, ^^Fhysieal 
Culture.^'] 

AWFUL PROPHETIC PICTURE 

OF HOW M. Paderewski will appear 
NEXT Season. 


“BUT STILL THE DOUGLAS IS THE 
THEME I ” 

What an excellent likeness of Sir 
Douglas Straight, “ The Douglas bearded 
in his den,” is given in the Sketch for 
August 24. Messrs. Barraud, the photo- 
graphers, have treated him well, but Pro- 
fessor TimOj the great Hair-Whitener and 
Chronic Wnnkle-giver, has treated him still 
better, and has “ put him up to a wrinkle ” 
for keeping away all other wrinkles. 
The “ Sage Douglas ” is a Vice-President 
of the Cabdrivers Benevolent Association, 
having been selected for that office because 
he looked so Hansom. The Sketch Portrait 
is characteristic : “ Brave Douglas ” is evi- 
dently looking Straight at some one, and 
the some one at whom, or for whom, he 
is looking, is not Straight in front of him ; 
not that such a self-inspection would be 
impossible, as, notably, Sir Douglas has 
always been able to “ look out for himself,” 
and to find himself pretty comfortable, 
thank you. Once upon a time “ the noble 
Douglas saw The Commons rise,” but after 
a brief yet pleasant Parliamentary canter, 
he lost his seat and was thrown out. In 
this portrait, which is a speaking likeness, 
the eyes are elo<3[uent, and there is a moral 
point in the nose, conveyed by the tip 
which he cannot give to any one, but the 
point of which every one can see for him- 
self, and apply it, thus : “ Follow in the 
way of The Douglas, and you will always 
I be in the Straight line.” 


Criokester’s Favourite Fish. — Slips. 


VOL. oxv. 
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SPOETIYE SONGS. 

A Freux Chemlier refers to the ancestry of his 
Lady-love as a Bayard should. 

Do you remember when you sighed 
“We never mention Grandpapa 1 
And all reply to me denied 
About this same lost Grandpapa? 

I pictured him a Pirate Bang, 

Or some bold Brigand on the land, 

A Bravo up to anything, 

And so perhaps could understand 
“ We never mention Grandpapa 1 ” 

You shuddered when I asked his name, 
You would not speak of Grandpapa, 
Your eyes said plainly, “ I disclaim 
All reference to Grandpapa 1 ” 

You tried to hint your father’s sire 
Was quite too dreadful for inquiry ; 
Indeed, I seemed to pique your ire, 

For your reply was almost fiery, , 

“We never mention Grandpapa!” 

Could he have been a peccant peer, 

This all mysterious Grandpapa ? 

Who had to fly this hemisphere 
For lands that knew not Grandpapa ? 
Could he have been a banker base 
Who rightly earned the widow’s curse, 
And orphans caused to weep apace ? 

No, no! These words meant some- 
thing worse, 

“We never mention Grandpapa ! ” 

Could he have caught the judge’s eye. 
This reckless, robbing Grandpapa ? 
Have done a bit upon the sly 
With bills on friends of Grandpapa ? 

Or rotten ships have sent to sea, 

Or weapons sold to foreign foe ? 

Or pulled a horse ? Your speech to me 
Remains — ’tis neither “Yes” nor 
“No,” 

“We never mention Grandpapa! ” 

* • « • • 

I had a mind all prone to find 
The facts about your Grandpapa. 

I trust you will not deem unkind 
The search I made for Grandpapa ? 

I ’ve got the record of his life — 

Vent not on me your wrath in vials — 
Briefly, he used the cats’-meat knife 
Not fifty yards from Seven Dials. 

And so I mention Grandpapa 
To ask if you ’ll become my wife ? 

And in our mmt-he household strife I 
I ’ll never mention Grandpapa 1 

BY THE SILYEE SEA^, 

- DRAINSMOTJTH. 

This po|)ular health resort is now filled 
to overflowing. The entertainments on the 
pier include animated photographs ^of a pro- 
cession to the Woking Crematorium, and 
other cheerful and interesting subjects. 
The smells of the harbour may still be 
enjoyed to perfection at low water. 

SHRBIPLEY. 

The question of mixed bathing here has 
at length been set at rest by the Town 
Council issuing an order that nobody is to 
bathe at all. A decision so impartial as 
between the rival factions cannot fail to 
give satisfaction to all except the captious. 
Professor Db Bach, with his performing 
dogs, gives an exhibition twice each day at 
the Pier Pavilion. 

LODGINGTON-ON-SEA. 

Warm and suimy weather still continues 
in this favoured spot. People wait half the 



' Serious.Oli FaTity, **Eh, but this is a .wickbd World!” 

FtippafU IndimdudL “You abb eight, Mrs. Mumble. For my part, I shall be 

-QUITE SATISFIED IF I GET OUT . OF IT ALIVE I ” 


'morning fpr a bathing-machine and then 
look rather cSsappointed when they get it. 
The , iSiMPEHTON-SwAGGERiNGTONS arrived 
yesterday, .^avqlling first-class from, ibe 
junction, two miles off (up to which point 
they had come third),’ This has excited 
some unfavourable comment in the town.' 


rows between inebriated excursionists 
taking place. The police force has been 
doubled, and tbe magistrates have given 
notice that, for the future, they will give 
no “ option,” > and that all sentences for 
assaults in the streets will' be with hard 
labour. 


SMELLINGTON-SXJPER-lvaRE. 

Large numbers of . tripp-^visitors, I 
mean, continue to pour into thbtown from 
Saturdays to Mondays, benefitting greatly 
by their sm^ .Change. The lodging-house 
keepers also* d;eriye' ‘Considerable benefit 
from their (the visitors’) small change, 
especially when left lying about on the 
mantelpiece. ^ No one cdiild complain of 
dullness here now, for as I write, twenty- 
three barrel-organs, eleven troupes of 
nigger minstrels 'and four blind beggars 
with fiddler ate aniusing and delighting 
their listeners on thb sands. The place is 
thoroughly lively; hardly an hour of the 
day passing without at least two street 


PLEASURE 1 LA RTJSBE. 

Q, When does a Russian give a Polish 
peasant a boUda;^ ? ^ 

When he gives hini a knouting. 


An Explanation at Two a.m. 

Mrs, J oshirt. What do you mean, Mr. J., 
by returning in this state? I insist upon 
an answer! 

^ Mr. J, (persuasively). Well, my darling, 
either the whiskey was stronger than 
usual at the Club, or (pauses, then, struck 
hy a brilliant idea) the water was weaker ! 
[After this night-cap, goes to bed in his hat. 
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A BOULOGNE. 

Gbil l^ g on Kemt coast, and consequent restlessness at Raans- 
gate. Whither? Seawards, decidedly, and across the sea to 
JKoulogne, via Folkestome. Devoted as is our attachment to 
the Dover-Calais route, both on account of the grand big boat- 
^rvice, and the luxurious lunch at the celebrated buffet of the 
Gare Maritirrie Eotel, yet the prospect of a stifling hot and dusty 
f 9 rty minutes’ railway journey, from Calais to Boulogne, de- 
cides us on travelhng viS Folkestone. So, by lines running in 
pleas^t places, we arrived at Folkestone, where for a while our 
perspinng party stayed at the M4tropole for dehghtful rest and 
excellent refres!toent, consisting of a table d^hote lunch in the 
oMleefc oor^r of the Imperiai Salle a manger, and thence aboard 
ttie gallant 4J6ert Ficfor, and so, coolly, and breezily, to 
Boulome, tirhich port we reached by seven o’clock, there or 
thereabonts, and were received by the moat polite of oommis- 
sion^es deputed by M. Fabbsoh, of the South-Eastern Hotel, 
tor tins particular service. Any one wishing to be absolutely 
dans ie mouy^nt, will find himseU thorou^ly “in it” at the 
which IS a growing concern,” where travellers are 
treaty to the refinements of South-Eastern luxury, and will 
m^t w^h comfort, courtesy, and coital cuisine. 

BoulOTel What should we have done 
mtncmt the electric tram which now performs the ascent of the 
n bakes you right up to within a hundred yards 

of the Cathedral 1 Bless the electric tram I In the old days, the 

market-p^e, w^re stands L’Eghse de St. Nicolas, and thence 
you would have to trudge, or to pay one franc fifty, and a j?owr- 
ooirBi for a v^ture. But noy) / Here we go up, up, up I not 

fbawi^+^f or joltingly, or jerkingly, but without 

abatement of speed, unless it bp to ^ake in or let out a possen- 


twoiwnoe-halfpenny I 

TIw halfpenny be demmedl” quoth Mr. Mantalini; and the 
electric tram be blessed, for here ** ’tis a boon and a blessing 
to men.” 

U Dimanch£ ! 0 the heat 1 Skulking under the shade of 
a broad-spreadmg sunshade, limp and feeble, but with a fixed 
and firm resolve to dijeuner it la fourchette at the *^Farc aux 
huitm, on the Jetty, we lounged in the baking sunlight along 
^e burning, shadeless way to our destination. Once in **The 
Oyster Bed,” we are ^sured of a good *Huck in,” as our traveb 
ling scholar (aged tinrteei^ describes the dijmmr it la fmrckeiU 
or our special ordering. Here, by open window, we sit, enjoy- 
ing the sea-sc^pe and the sand-scape, the bathing, and the 
breeze, and the startling sight of the ti<S& mahing in, at top 
sp^d, as though it were very much behind time, and would 
woman, or child, but meant to catch ’em, 
unless they would cut and race for their lives, and intended to 
g.ve t^m a goc^ sea-bath whether they liked it or no. After 
la fourchette came Vaddiiion d la '^forh out.” 
]^g g^ saxpenoe,” but ’tis money well spent. 

Ihen, like joyous ghosts, we seek the shades and stagger to 

‘’‘fi.gar'iens of tbe eotabli^ent. 
There, wit^ ohrorfol sound of electric-tram bells, and of the 
soothmg steam-whistles of the many bdteaux d vapear coming 
m and eows out, we done the happy hours away. Then 
tho -^i ooolos^ioaf procession oetebrating 

V Boulogne. By tram to Grande Ru^ 

oompaiatively empty. Now we take 
^ * ^erenoe,” aa it w choke-full. Thousands 

w^ng, 8*an*ng, mttmg; windows up to highest storeys full ; 

foetoons everywhere. It is a sort oi religious 
Mayor Show : the little children in blue and white are 
rapturously reoeived, as ^so are the sailor-boys. Soldiers are 
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conspicuous by tbeir absence, and, oa far as we could see, per- 
fect order was kept, in our quarter, at all events, which repre- 
sented, as it were, a portion of Fleet Street on the ninth of 
November, by two policemen. Good temper and respectful inte- 
rest were the notes of the crowd. Then, lastly, came the bishop 
; of the diocese, walking along (catch a Lord Mayor walking 1), and 
impeded in his way by hundreds of mothers insisting on ms bless- 
ing their children, which he doeSj smiling and laughing, with a 
pleasant word for every one, as if trudging a few miles in full 
pontificals, in a crowd, and the thermometer at one hundred in 
the shade, were the pleasantest possible way of spending a sultry 
afternoon in August. Phew 1 1 Then we lounge back again and 
, sit within doors, and near open windows, with blinds down, till 
dinner-time. After that, the gardens, where we see Les Boulon- 
naises et Boulonnais dancing and literally kicking up such a 
dust 1 ” The town subsides about midnight, but the quais are 
still alive, and there are excursion boats and trains departing 
whistling and shrieking. 

Tip in the morning early,’’ Monday, and by the tram, up hill, 

I to the Cathedral, where, being ever ready to improve and test 
our acquaintance with a foreign language, we, having wedged 
ourselves into the perspiring crowd, were jostled into the 
building, and deposited in a side-aisle. Here, having deftly 
I accommodated ourselves with a chair, we commanded a view of 
the pulpit, in which suddenly appeared a long-bearded Franciscan 
in his habit as he lived,” evidently bent on giving his audience 
something like a sermon. For us the discourse would be a valur 
able lesson “ in French as she is spoke,” all for the small sum of 
one halfpenny paid for our seat. A scratching of chair-legs on 
the paved floor, an unsettling and resettling of everybody “ round 
and about our quarter,” who, by turning their backs on the 
bishops, curates, and several chanters of deans and canons seated 
at the East end of the Cathedral, clearly indicated to them that 
their turn would come later on when they had finished with the 
gentleman in brown, who now occupied the pulpit and their 
entire attention. The sermon began. In a low voice at first; 
and we, listening intently and following every word with a 
sort of mental grammar and dictionary, were suddenly startled 
by loud chanting in the distance, and the rumbling of an unseen 
organ. What could it be ? Bishops, curates, deans, and^ canons, all 
the ecclesiastics in the choir, turned round, momentarily startl^. 

I Had an organ got loose anywhere? W^as there a revolution 
' headed by choir boys? Could a Salvation Army have invaded 
the sacred precincts ? But the Franciscan preacher cared for 
none of these things. Like a second St. Anthony, whose equa- 
nimity “shouts nor laughter, groans nor cries” could ever 
disturb, he braced himself up to full concert pitch, and then 
and there backed himself and his naturally-powerful organ against 
all the choirs of all the pilgrims, accompanied by all the mechan- 
ism that any number of organists could bring into play. The 
struggle was Titanic. The louder the preacher shouted, the more 
powerful was the volume of sound proceeding from the hidden 
organs and from the “ choirs invisible.” All chance of improving 
either our French, or our minds, ^ by the sermon, was utterly 
gone ; our interest was centred in the battle between Organ 
and Orator. In vain the ecclesiastical dignitaries tried to look 
as if their whole attention was being given to the preacher ; the 
attempt was manifestly a failure, and after a brief consultation, 
a Canon went off (this didn’t add to the noise), evidently to 
damp, or, rather, tone down, the exuberant enthusiasm of the 
pilgrims who, just arrived at the extreme East end, were bliss- 
fully unconscious of what was going on in the West. ^ Sturdily 
the Franciscan went on his eloquent way, ignoriner all interrup- 
tion, “speaking through music,” and making himself heard every- 
where ; he riveted the attention of the immense crowd, who had 
clearly laid odds on bis winning, and as the interruptions sud- 
denly ceased, his robust eloquence asserted itself triumphantly, 
and he stood there, arms uplifted, a Hving picture of Perseverance 
Rewarded 1 . _ 

After more “food and feeding,” — of which even Sir Hbnby 
Thompson would have approved, — ^we bade “Au pZumr” to 
courteous and energetic Manager Fabbsoh and his Most Civil 
Service company, and, catching the refreshing bree^^es, we re- 
turn, vid Folkes^ne, to find Ramsgate, which we had quifc^d 
because of the heat, absolutely glacial in comparison with 
Boulogne. Ally A, Raytook. 

P.S. — ^BCappening upon the SuppUmeni gratuit du 'Petit 
Parisian, we find among ihe names of the visitors to the Grand 
Hotel at Paris-Plage the name of ^‘Ponche et farwille,^* We 
were indeed sorry that we were afforded no opportunity of paying 
our respects to the representative of a foreign br^ch of the 
distinguished Punch Family, c’est-d“dire “ de la famille Ponche,^ 


Fbozbn Meet. — ^A Elondyke hunting-party. 



^^THE GYRATIONS OE A GENIUS/^ 

An Autoliogra'pMcal eixsploit — Designed for the imtructicm^ amusement^ 
and ele'oation of the human race^ and constructed in water-tight com- 
partments to suit the tastes of all readers^ lytheautTwr of “ Triplets” 
‘ ‘ The Threelegger, ” * ‘ The Perplexities ct Pluto,” ‘ * The Heathen, ” dsc, 

^ Chapters 1, 3, 86, and 160 would at once double the circula- 
tion or any human being, newspaper, or heating apparatus. 

Chapters 5, 9, 36, and 173 will cure chronic insonmia. 

“ One of my worst cases got hold of the book after dinner three 
days ago, and is still asleep in bis arm-chair.” — ^An Eminent 
Dootoe. 

Chapters 60, 200, and 239 have the force and dry humour of 
an Act of Parliament. 

Chapters 18, 64, 187, and 206, if carefully studied, will enable 
any person lof ordinary intelligence to pjws the examinations of 
the Indian Civil Service, the Colleges of Physicians and Surgeons, 
and the Army. 

“Since using the Q. of G. we have used no other book, and all 
our pupils pass first.” — Gkyndb and Keamm (Private Tutors) • 

Chapters 7, 103, 199^nd 260 contain all that is worth knowing 
in Abistotlb, Plato, Kant, Bacon, and Mabtin Tuppbb, aji4 a 
good deal of original matter bes'des. ' 

Chapters 2, 22, and 222 are genuine side-splitters. Seven 
mutes have read the book, lost their places, and become clowns. 

Chapter 248 contains the complete tipster. 

“ The publication of the G. of G. has been the curi^ of the turf, 
and since it came out, raoe-dourse betting has practically ceased, 
as results cannot now remain a matter of doubt ,” — The Blue-un. 

Chapters 11, 37, 66 and 242 contain practical solutions of the 
Irish Question, tli Labour Dispute, Bimetallism, The Mystery 
of the Man in the Iron Mask, and the Acrostics in the “ World.” 

The remaining chapters contain everything worthy of note 
which is not dealt with in the above-named portions of the work. 
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LB .MONDE Otl L’ON iS’ABPIOHE. 
IT.— The Glass of Fashioh. 

I HARDLY douBt, what joTirnalists confess, 
That En^nd’s Gfreatness issues from the 
Press. 

Indeed it tells you for a cent or two 
Much that is .slirange and often even true. 
Here, he that runs (thbugh some prefer to 
sit) 

May make hiin bheayy wise on othets^ wit ; 
Here side by side^ to suit his taste in diet, 
he 

Has meats of preternatural variety: — 
May read the ribald jests of Men-at-law j 
Or ‘‘ phoissy ” and the other kinds of jaw ; 
Hoiw margarine is slightly on the slump, 
But frozen pig continuing to jump ; 

Great wars and warlike rumours grei&ter 
still, 

And whether any Noblemen are ill ; 
Ye^terday^s crim,es, to-day’s menu for 
' dinner, 

The ordination list and *‘all the winner,” 
Here he may ponder, to his sours content, 
The crass stupidities of Parliament, 
Viewed from the Gallery where press-men 
know 

Much better than the dullhrds down Mow, 
And, if consulted early — ^which they’re 
not—— . 

Could teach the childish prattlers what is 
what. ' 

HCTe^the refoiihi^r (we ai^d passihg: had) 
Debits to batch his ^ncuh^ted fad; 
Shows 'that fhe Goverdiheht is much to 
. blaine 


In hia opinion — ^here he »ves his name ; 
And, proving how to maKe the evil leas, 
Adds incidentally his full address. 

Of such-like fare you pay and take your 
choice, " 

But there are themes in which we all 
rejoice ; 

On which, when other memories need cor- 
rection, 

The fancy lingers with profound affection; 
Unversed in which^ to ignorantly go 
"(Excuse the hurst infinitive) below, , 

Would cause us to our resurrection-day 
More real regret than I should care to 
say: — 

How Lady X., for instance, in the Park, 
(For once without her husband) caused 
remark, 

Being observed of all the gentle-folk 
By reason of her captii'ating toQue ; 

How Mrs. This, who grac^ a moM gown, 
Is on the very eve of leaving town ; 

^piile, en revanche, the Honourable That 
H as just secured an elkible flat ; 

How Someone gave a dinner, quite select, 
To meet the Prince of Hohbisi-Bumm3bil- 

PFLBOHT ; 

And Someone Else her last of small-and- 
• earlies, 

To hear the Ooeter-King complete in 
pearlies. 

^ Ate these ephemeral trifles? No such 
, thln^ i 

They- have an aSlmost elemental ring ! 

Out 0 ^ the realm pf petty sordid care 
They lift'tfe* (loosely speaking) by the hair ; 
And must remain in this our fleeting Show 


The only solid truths we need to know. 

And if you ask me how they are supplied 
To correspondents of the Toad Guide ^ 

Or what the medium through which they 

Reported in the tapper Crud Gazer 
I know of persons, men of evil Mit, 

Who put it down to self-advertisement ! 
Wrongly, I need not siiy ; for who would 
choowe 

To have her menace made a piece of news? 

I trow a wonuin’s heart would have the 
vapours 

To find her frock exploited in the papers, 
Did not the mmlesty that veils her bimuty i 
Surrender to a sense of public Duty. 

I say it ranks among the noblest deeds ! 
To minister to common people’s needs. 
Take an extreme example : —we derive a 
Pure joy in rejiding all about Godiva ; 

And doubtless there are women of to-day 
Not less divinely open in their way ; 

yearn, on ordering their wedding 
' frousBeau, 

To share their secret with the crowd — and 
do bo; 

And even sue with, silver, so it’s hinted, 

To get the leading Press to have it printed I 


j 

A Hundred Up. 

Tommy (reading daily paper)- What’s 
a centenarian, Bn.L? 

BiU {promptly)- A cricketer, of course, 
who makes a hundred runs. 

Tommy. You don’t say so. I thought 
he was called a centurion. 
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NINETY IN THE SHADE-NOT OUT! 

Umpire PxnsfOH {to W. G. Sol). JOTE, OLD MAN, YOUTE ‘BEATEN THE EEOOED’ TEIB TIME, 

AND NO MESTAEEP' 

[“ The Record-breaker was greatly gratified with the greeting, but did not fail to remember that his long innings might be declared ‘ closed' at any 
moment by that most capricious of Captains, the Clerk of the Weather," — FmeN 8 Epitome of Eistory^l 
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The Browns have not yet been able to go to Switzerland this Year, but it’s nearly as good getting to a 

Theatre now that the Strand is “dp.” 


THE COMPLETE ;ST0RY WRITEE. 


The readeiT, let us suppo'se, is one of 
the many thousands who wish to become 
popular authors. You desire, for instance, 
to see a tale of yours in the pages of 
that favourite monthly, the Sixpenny Bit» 
The simplest method of effecting this ils to 
write a romantic series of the kind now in 
fashion, which, with luck, you will be able 
to spread over a dozen numbers of the 
magazine. Care should be taken to give 
your hero a striking name, as this will 
form the title. A short specimen is ap- 
pended by way of example : 

JEREMIAH JINKS. 

XXII . — The Affair of the Hard-loiled Eggs, 

For some time after the Incident of the 
Lost Tiara {vide the last number of the 
Sixpenny Bit) tranquillity reigned in the 
Court of Bosnia. From this time, indeed, 
his Majesty did me the honour to regaard me 
as his confidential friend. He had already 
thrust a cheque for £500,000 upon me as 
“ a slight reward,” to use his own phrase, 
“for my devoted loyalty,” and (although 
the Bank most unaccountably refused to 
honour the cheque) I felt that I was rich 
indeed in possessing the regard of »o es- 
timable a monarch. 

So, feeling secure of his favour, I did 
not hesitate to enquire about a month later 
whether any fresh trouble was brewing, 
for I had observed at breakfast that morn- 
ing that his face wore an air of settled 
gloom. 

The king started as I put the question, 
and, placing his finger on his lip, silently 
beckoned to me to follow him. Touching 
a secret spring in the wall, which caused 
a panel to slide smoothly back, he led the 
way into his own room, where he sat down 
in an arm-chair before the fire-place, and 
placed the royal legs on the chimney-piece. 

“ Ah I my dear Jerry,” he remarked (for 
he invariably addressed me in this friendly 
way), “your eagle eye is as acute as everl 
There is fresh trouble afoot, and you must 
help me out of it.” 

With irrepressible emotion I lifted the 
king's right foot from the mantelpiece and 
pressed it to my bps. “Your Majesty has 
but to command,” I said. “ So long as the 


editor will stand it and the public read it, 
so long will I perform a deed of valour 
once a month on your behalf 1 ” 

“I knew it,” said the king, gratefully. 
“Well, then, my dear Jerry, the trouble, 
in two words, is — ^hard-boiled eggs ! ” 

I started to my feet. “What?” I ex- 
claimed. “Hard-boiled again? Then 
Count Chimborazo means mischief yet I ” 
“MarveUously talented man I” isaid the 
king, looking at me in amazement. “You 
have guessed the truth. Chimborazo is 
still hoping to drive me from the throne. 
You are aware that, by an ancestral 
oath, if eggs are served h^d-boiled at my 
breakfast twice in succession, I am bound 
to kill the cook, but if three times, to put 
the queen to death. And my eggs, both 
yesterday and to-day, were as hard as Irick- 
bats ! ” 

“ And you have ? ” 





\ \, 


SHOULD WIVES WORK? 

“What are the wild Wivsb saying?” 
Probably t now that they come to thmk of it 
— after hearmg of the Corre^ondence in the 
“A Y .” — '^Leisme and light refreshmmts,"* 


The king nodded. “Yes, the cook was 
executed an hour ago — ^that doesn't matter 
in the least, cooks are cheap enough. But 
if the new cook — and I believe Chimborazo 
has bribed them all — gives me a hard egg 
to-morrow, I shall have to' strangle the 
queen, and then there '11 be the very doose 
to pay. Can't you help me out' ? 

“Speak not,” I entreated. “Let me 
think — let me think I ” 

I thought for four hours, nineteen min- 
utes and twenty-five seconds, during the 
whole of which time t^ king watched me 
with indescribable anxiety. At the end of 
the period I said simply : 

“ All shall be well. Boshia’s king shall 
be safe. To-morrow will his eggs be soft- 
boiled 1 ” 

* « * • * 

The fateful day had dawned. Skilfully 
disguised as a parlour-maid, I assisted the 
new cook in the royal kitchen. At last 
came the supreme moment; the gigantic 
saucepan was on the fire, and in it the 
cook deftly placed the three eggs designed 
for the king's breakfast. 

“ They must on no account be hard,” I 
said. 

The cook turned u^on me fiercely, “ That 
is my affair,” he cried. “ But, if you *re 
so anxious, you can watch this minute- 
glass, and take out the eggs yourself di- 
rectly the two minutes are up 1 ” 

Anxiously I gazed at the trioMing 
sand. Would it never run throu^? 
At length the last grain fell, and at 
the same instant I whisked out the eggs. 
To my amazement the cook roared with 
derisive laughter. “Sold again!” he 
shouted. “ That is a five-minutes glass, you 
booby, so the king will have hard-boiled 
eggs for the third timey and as sure as 

my name 's Chim ” 

He stopped short, but a light flashed 
upon me. “ Not so, base traitor 1 ” I cried, 
“ Not so easily can Chimborazo dupe Jere- 
miah Jenkins !” and, seizing the straggling 
count in my arms, I first tore off his cook's 
attire, and then dropped him, with a re- 
sounding splash, into the saucepan 1 
Thus it came about that the kingdom of 
Boshia was saved, and that I was lliat very 
day made a Grand Kni^t of the most 
honourable Qrder of the Saucepan by the 
grateful king. 
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September 3 , 1898 ,] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


A SUGGESTION FOR LLOYD^S. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — see by the papers 
that a member of Lloyd^s recently insured 
the success of a play which proved to be 
unsuccessful. It seems to me that there 
are many projects which members of 
Lloyd’s might insure with equal daring. 
I will instance a few schemes ; — 

1. Insurance against matrimony (widows 
double premium). 

2. Insurance against wet BanA Holidays, 
or vice versa. 

3. Insurance against the London County 
Couneil ever suppressing street howling. 

4. Insurance against the Government 
ever regulating money-lending. 

5. Insurance against naming the winners 
of the Two Thousand Guineas, the Derby, 
the St. Leger, and the Jubilee Stakes in 
A.D. 1900. 

6. Insurance against the total closing of 
public-houses in England. 

7. Insurance against colds andl other 
maladies contracted in the Law Courts. 

8. Insurance against motor-cars doing 
away, say in five years, with horse-drawn 
vehicles. 

9. Insurance against bicycles being 
taxed and numbered (three years limit) . 

There, Sir, are nine subjects for specu- 
lation, tO' which I beg tO' add a tenth. 
Insurance against these valuable sugges- 
tions appearing in Funch. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

Horatio Lynx. 

Syndicate Villa, ClapTiam Bise, S.W. 


TO MY PIPE. 

The night is drawing to a close, 

And you have been too often fed 

With ’baccy — ^I must seek repose 
In bed. 

It wracks my heart to lay you down 
So soon. I really cannot do 

Without one in my dressing-gown 
Or two. 

And then we part, as lovers sweet — 
How fast time spent together slips 1 — 

Till, breakfast done, again youi meet 
My lips. 

Then let us banish parting’s grief. 
Hugging the present pure content, 

Before your soothing power brief 
Be spent. 

I met you first within a shop, 
Root-mottled to your silver mount ; 

Your cost, though great, I could not stop 
To count. 

I bore you off in triumph then. 

And all the joy your beauty woke 

Is constant, for I love you when 
1 smoke. 

You soothe when trouble overmuch 
Oppresses, Consolation’s type — 

No cigarette can ever touch 
My pipe. 



Question for a Bil^lical Examination 
Paper. 

Q. During the dark nights of the Deluge, 
how did Commander and Shipbuilder Noah 
illuminate his house-boat ? ' 

A. Why, of course, with ** Arc Lamps.” 


NOTE BY THE WIFE OF A REIGNING 
POTENTATE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Knowing that you 
are the confidant of all sorts and conditions 
of men and women, I venture to inquire 
why my incognito or incognita (I am not 
a Latin scholar) should not be scrupulously 
preserved ? I arrived here a fortnight ago 
in order to recuperate- my health and duly 
inscribed my name in the Fremden-liste as 
the Countess of Transcaucasia, meaning 
thereby to intimate that I did not desire 
my personality to b^ made known to the 
Outer World. So fp from my modesty 
assuring me of repose, I and those around 
me have ever since, been pestered with 
queries from irresponsible scribes as to my 
identity. I am — but no matter, you know 
me — the Wearer of a Crown, but why 
should I hot descetid to the level of a 
Coronet without this never-ceasing outlook 
on my movements? Please communicate 
with Reuter, the Central Newi^, the Agence 
Havas, and the Associated Press, afid 
oblige Yours imperially, 

Elizabeth. 

Bad-Hokheim, Germcmy, 


A LAZY LAY. 

In weather that is tropical 
The overheated bard. 

To write on matters topical 
Finds it extremely hard ; 

A sweltering sunny Summer’s day 
Somehow suggests a lazy lay. 

When only sea ia visible, 

And blue skies shine above. 

The rhyme that should be risible 
Runs to- a lay of love. 

The’ dolce far niente days 
Turn lays of love to love of laze. 

When by the foreshore frollicking, 
Or basking on the beach. 

Rhymes racy and rhymes rollicking 
Seem to escape one’s reach ; 

The bard can only sing in praise 
Of dear departing August days. 


Yachting Mem. — It is said that Sir 
Thomas Lipton’s challenge for the America 
Cup is causing much perplexity to our 
Transatlantic kinsmen. Mr. Funch »ug- 

f ests that his yacht should be named the 
^eazer. 
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DURING THE NEGOTIATIONS. 

lA {to tU very latest claimant), ‘^Belgiqxje too small to HtrEa 
John Ohin-Ohin. BELOKiUE too small to have any.” 

[“Tlie Chinese Government is not yet disposed to lease to the King o* 
the Belgians the strip of territory he has asked torJ^-^Daily Taper.] 


SHOULD HUSBANDS WORK? 

(A Yision op the Future.) 1 

To the Editor of the Daily Telephone,^^ \ 

Sir, — ^W-e hear a good deal in these later days about the ad- j 
Tanoement of men, of the down-trodden condition of those who I 
are dubbed old-fashioned, of the blessings of freedom and | 
equality, and we hear all around us enthusiastic forecastings of | 
the good time coming, when we men will be in all things the 
exact equals of women. When that good time has come, our ! 
so'us will as naturally turn to trades or professions as our daugh- : 
ters now d:oi ; we shall make them lawyers and doctors, gardeners 
and clergymen, clerks, detectives and land-agents, those who are 
specially gifted will follow the arts, and the less pushing will go j 
in wholesale for teaching, nursing, and domestic semoe. 

In some ways this will be a very good thing. Boys will, in ! 
many cases, be spinsters from choice, and there will be no- old 
bachelors. Marriage will be more free and less trying. Also, 
when once the boy is, like the girl, put into a way of earning 
his own living, the responsibilities of the parents will be practi- 
cally at an end. Only — ^where wiU wives come in ? And should 
husbands work ? 

We aU know that husbands can work and! do work, aye, that 
husbands of all and every class get through a vast amount oi 
hard labour which is never paid for, and for which they get, and 
ever will get, very little cre.dit ; but then the question arises. 
When every man has hds trade, who will do the work of the old- 
fashioned husband and father ? 

The answer may be suggested that it will do itself, as it has 
always done I Yes, but will it? Of course, says the ho-peful 
prognosticator of the future, the working husband will Rave 
his own proper assistants, he will have his own husband, 
so to speak. He wiU ^ be saved all the -drudgery of the 
old-fashioned man, he will rule his house- as his wife now 
i^ules her shop or office, he- will have his own means*, and will no 
longer be compelled to sue his wife for every pound that he 
needs. ECe will pay his share of the household expenses — accord-* 
ing as he may have agreed with his mate, for the wo-rd wife ” will 


be as completely out of date as the phrase “ better half ” ; he will 
provide ins own clothes, he will pay for his own cigars and a 
share of the children’s schooling. His will be a freer, wider, and 
more happy life in every way. He will live, and every hour of 
toil will teU, and will tell in his favour. 

But the care and up-bringing of children is no joking matter, 
and to speak seriously, if a father does Ins whole duty by his 
children, to say nothing of his wife, ho-w is he to find time and 
strength to carry on also a profession of his own ? Should hus- 
bands work? Can any husband work and not feel the strain 
thereof ? 

I put forward no- shrieks, no plea ; I hardly venture on a defi- 
nite statement. But, good old Editor of the most popular news- 
paper in the world, let the voice of the people speak, let us 
have a real silly season boom on the subject — Should Husbands 
Work? I am, yours obligingly, 

Dieppe, ‘ ^Bootle’s Son-in-Law. 

PROM THE SEAT OP WAR, OR THEREABOUTS. 

{By the Special of the Future, according to the Prophecy of 
Grumblers of the Past.) 

I DARESAY by this time you have received a full account of the 
late battle by the officer in command. However, no -doubt you 
will have discounted a great part of it, knowing as you do it is 
his statement and not mine. 

Of course, I have been obliged to obey and keep in the rear, 
following the events of the campaign at a considerable distance 
from the front. I must repeat that I consider the General’s 
objection that my train took up too much room frivolous. What 
was it? A couple of camels, a horse or two, and half-a-do5»;en 
servants 1 Not much where an army is concerne<l. I hear that 
the General said that a lot of other fellows wanted to come too. 
But why? So long as I was allowed at the front what did it 
matter what became of the rest? But there, that grievance 
has been sufficiently discussed. All I have to tell you is about 
the recent battle. Well, I think it was a mistake— a decided 
mistake. 

So far as I could make out the infantry advanced m ichelon, 
supported by the cavalry and artillery. This was absurtl, and 
ou^t not to have been succ4*ssfuL Whether it was or not I do 
not know, as wo specials have not been able to get at the wires. 
The General says there is no time to look over our copy, and 
even if there weren— what good is it ? Nice way to speak of 
correspondents, isn’t it ? But let that pass. I have to do my 
duty, to send you the best account ot the battle within my 
powei*. 

Well, so far as I could see, the army advanced in the forma- 
tion I have described. Jlidiculous I If there ha<l lw*en a cavalry 
charge it would have cleared the ground of the enemy’s skir- 
mishers, and then the artillery might have made some practice. 
This would have demoralised the hostile force fronting them. 
Then when the foe were at sixes and sevens I would have ad- 
vanced the infantry at the double, and, with a tnia British cheer, 
carried the position at the point of the bayonet. That’s how 1 
would have won the battle — and a goo<l way, tool 

Now, whether the General has been successful I don’t know. I 
am miles in the rear, and whenever I try to get near T am requested 
to retire. ''For military reasons!” Yes, I know! 

However, 1 have one consolation — I am well in advance of the 
other fellows. And what is more, my telescope is more powerful 
than theirs, so I can see more of what is going on than they. Bo 
far as I can make out, things are in a nice muddle. I believe 
the co-mmissariat has broken down. Then there seems— so far 
as I can make out through my telescope — to be a scarcity of 
water. It is no good suggesting there is a lack of discipline 
because the Public know that the British soldier is always the 
British soldier. Tommy Atkins is far too popular to be mn 
down by anybody. Not that I would attempt it, for I respect 
him as much as any of my countrjjmen. 8o all I will say is, 
that he has behaved magnificently — in trying circumstances. 

And now, what more can I write? I fancy the General would 
like me to talk about the stars. Well, if I did, it should not 
be the K.C.B. How the public are ketting on without any 
deyjnptions I am sure I don’t know. What is the use of a war 
unless it is reported in the papers? It seems to be looming in 
the future, that when hostilities commence, the Press will &ve 
to provide the army to fight the battles of our country. There 
is plenty of enterprise, and it might easily be managed. With 
our own 3 oumalistie army we could have our own foumalistic 
reporters. 

In the i^anwHIe, kept a» we are in the rear, our berth k 
safer than it used to be. But that Is not of muon consequenoe 
as ttiere is none of us who would not dare death to secure copy. 
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hhe sketching-club season. 

Me. Wenley Dabbles eesolves to weite to the Papees re- 

OAEBING AN ABNOEMAL GEOWTH OP PUNOI WHICH HAS SPEHNG TTP 

ON THE Downs within walking distance oe his Home in Wold- 
BQEotTGH, Sussex. 

ALLEE ET EETOUE. 

Feom the Kent coast to Ostend. Better is it by far to de- 
scend on foreign coasts, making flying visits, aller et retour, 
than to take a long tour abroad. To Boulogne at one time, 
next, to Flushing, and round about, and on a third occa- 
sion, to Ostend and Bruges. You start with a bag, 
artfully packed, that will serve you for three days at least, 
portable, so that you can carry it in your hand, and thus, if 
necessary, be independent of porters and commissionaires. No 
matter what season of the year it may be, go on board early, and 
with admirable forethought, secure the shadiest and best pro- 
tected spot on deck for your seat. Next, descend at once, see 
the chief steward, secure your table, and order your lunch. 
Should any one of your genial party feel in the least undecic^d 
as to his, or her, sea-faring qualincations, take care that the festive 
board be prepared a good quarter of an hour before the start, 
at 12.'20, or thereabouts, and on the return passage (from Ostend 
to Dover at 11 a.m.), let your hour of dejeuner be 11.46 at latest. 
Fortified by a good meal, and with the tide and wind in your 
favour, the average traveller ought to enjoy the trip immensely. 
Cuisine and service excellent on these Belgian boats; good 
Niersteiner, coffee excellent, and price generally average. These 
details may be of considerable use to the considerable minority 
able to enjoy a sea voyage. 

In and out of season we have ‘‘done” Ostend, and in the 
season, Ostend would be delighted to “do” us, were we not 
wary old birds of passage, not to be lured by the hotel-keeper^s 
and shop-keeper’s bait, charm they never so wisely. Ostend, 
in full swing of its season, is a mixture of Brighton, East- 
bourne, and Dieppe, but as freshening and as hot, too, as Mar- 


gate. Along the digue, most of the hotels are magnificent, and 
the private houses (taken for the season) axe so built as to 
suggest that the ground-floor, several steps above the street level, 
with alcove and draperies, is a sort of little stage with the scene 
set, showing an “ interior luxuriously furnished, with opening at 
back leading into another interior,” as theatrical directions would 
express it. In some houses this arrangement suggests the idea 
of a gorgeous Punch and Judy show, especially as only the upper 
half of the people appearing on the balcony, leaning over and 
talking to friends in the street, is visible ; Funch, with squeak 
and cudgel, is wanted, and, to complete the resemblance, there 
should be the other puppets, who could be knocked on the head 
one after the other on to the ledge in front. 

For our part, we put up at a comfortable and reasonable hotel 
(such hostelries are to be found) , not ten minutes from the digue, 
presided over by a most polite manager, got -up somewhat after the 
style of a ring-master in Feanooni’s circus. The style in which, 
during the taUe d^hdte dinner, he clapped his han<^ as a signal to 
a smell regiment of waiters, every one of these with a dish in his 
hand, and all rushing into the room, in a line, at the rate of 
ten miles an hour, was a thing to be seen and never to be 
forgotten. What rehearsals he must have given them I He was 
a regular Grand Vizier of the Airabian Ni^ts, who “clapped 
his hands, and a thousand ebon slaves responded to the summons.” 

Advice to the Town Council. — ^Have the caxillon tuned, and 
put in a few fresh airs. The Grande Duchesse^ is played out. 
As there is a steam-tram through the streets, wMch takes you to 
Blankenberghe, and other trams as well, bell-ringing, trumpets, 
and shrill whistles, are not absolutely uiiknown to Ostend. The 
digue, however, is freei from trams, which, in their place, and at 
thieir places, are most convenient. 

From Ostend, in twenty-five mmutes you are in Bruges, and, 
being there, you will find that a single visit' only whets the appe- 
tite for seeing all that Bruges has to show. Spend most of your 
day here, and, in the evening, return to Ostend for the concert 
and the amusements, including the somewhat monotonous game 
of barraque, played in the public rooms. The highly respectable 
visitor can vary the entertainments by gettmg a friend on the 
premises to vouch for his immaculate position in Society, and 
then and there to write his name down ; thus the entrie to the 
Cerch is obtained, where, at trente et quarante and baccarat, the 
visitor in quest of excitement can pass the hjjppy hours away. 

Then the bicycles and the costunaes! Tie Belgian bicyclist 
is a beautiful sight, and the bicycliste is dazzling 1 No “scorchera” 
here, but flashes of lightning, radiations from the rainbow sitting 
well, and worl^g as if there were nothing half sO' sweet in life 
as its wheel. A compatriot bicyclist, who had done himself 
many good turns in various lands, informed me that the Belgian 
Government had framed regulations for bicyclists, which at first 
sight appeared irksome to a foreigner, but on closer acquaintance, 
it would be found that these rules were anti-scorcher regulations, 
and any Englishman who would take the precaution of becoming 
a member of the Cyclist Touring Club, would find the formahties 
at Belgian douanes considerably simplified^ and shortened. He 
was enthusiastic about the roads and the civility of the country 
people. As, however, I subsequently heard him holding an ani- 
mated conversation with a Belgian official in Flemish, and then 
arguing a point about Wag-nee with a German at the Kursaal, 
breaking ofi to order, in French, mysterious beverages of a 
waiter, 1 came to the conclusion that my bicycling friend pos- 
sessed such linguistic advantages as, coupled with extreme affa- 
bility, would smooth the way for him in many rough places 
through which the less gifted would only pass with considerable 
! friction. Ahl but “ gie me Peebles for pleasure,” and the quiet 
of Bruges, — some people call it dulness, we don’t, — ^is a genuine 
I relief after the hurly-burly of Ostend. 

I ODR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

’ Fiona M^Iver (Hutchinson) is well described as “ a Romance 
of the Western Isles.” Arthxtb Jenkinson, joint author with 
Emily J. Jenkinson, is minister of the parish of Innellan, 
Argyllshire. The twain are evidently accustomed to go* down 
to the sea in small boats, which they know how to steer and sail. 
Throughout their story sounds the undertone of the sea. Fre- 
quent glimpses are caught of Iona wrapt in a grey haze, Staff a 
rising dreamlike and sh^owy, while far away the white shoulders 
(k the Treshnish glisten above a pearly veil. That is for fine 
weather. But there are stormy nights on the Atlantic, and to 
description of these, the Jenkinson family are fully equal. 
The chapter which tells how Black Nial abducted Fiona, and 
carried her off in his boat to one of the Western Isl^, is the 
most powerfully-written my Baronite has come across in recent 
research. A well-told story with a witching setting. 

The Baeon db B.-W, 
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THE GUARDS OF RIGHT. 

The skies are dark, tke mist is dense, 
We cannot see our way, 

A pressure that is chill, intense, 

Has hidden all our day ! 

We know the foe is somew^here near 
Beneath this blinding bli^t 
Of doubt, uncertainty, not fear — 

Stand fast, 0 Guards of Bight ! 

Dimly the sun has kissed the East, 
Dimly has kissed the West ! 

We ’re bidden to the fateful feast. 
Where- War shall mate with Rest. 

A cry comes forth from out yon gloom 
That should be dove-like, white, 
“Sheathe swords 1 suppress the cannon 
boom 1 ” 

Stand fast, 0 Guards of Bight ! 

The promises of broken faith 
On Sands of Time are strown, 

We bought those promises with Death- 
What sowed them ? Blood ! our own 1 
Across the seas, on every strand 
The bones of men bleach white, 

The Sign-posts of our Mother-land 1 
Stand fast, 0 Guards of Bight ! 

Stand fast ! nor heed the whining cry 
Of curs, who fear the foe, 

Of women, who* would fain deny 
That God had made them so I 
Stand fast! for all that Britain ’s worth ’ 
Stand fast ! amid this night I 
You hold the Peace of all the Earth 1 
Stand fast, 0 Guards of Bight ! 


CULTUEE] r. AGEICULTUEE. 

(A Vision of the Future.) 

“No foreign trips,” said Jones, reso- 
lutely. “None of your miserable seaside 
places for me this- year. I shall spend my 
time at Puddleworth, in the depths of the 
country, staying in those delightful farm- 
house lodgings where I was made so com- 
fortable before. Mr. Giles, the fairoer, 
will be delighted to see me, his wife is an 
admirable cook, and life there is thoroughly 
primitive, simple and charming.” 

A few days later he arrived at Puddle- 
worth, and very refreshing the country air 
seemed after the stifling heat of London. 
Farmer Giles greeted him warmly, and 
after a few remarks about the weather — 
a topic, Jones noticed, which seempd to 
interest his host less keenly than was o-nce 
the case — ^the visitor enquired what kind 
of a season it had been for hay. 

“Well, Sir,” said the worthy Giles, 
“the hay was all right, but we couldn’t 
carry it.” 

“ But why ? ” enquired Jones. “ Surely 
the weather ” 

“It weren’t the weather,” said the 
farmer ; “ ’twere along o’ that Shakspeare 
class. We couldn’t get no hands nohow.” 

“ Shakspeare class ? ” echoed Jones, with 
much surprise. 

“Yes, Sir. P’raps you mayn’t have 
heard how we be moving on in the country. 
Them tWe County Councils have started 
lectures on every sort of subject, offering 
prizes, and scholarships, and foolishness. 
All the place be clean overrun with them 
dratted lectures — asking your pardon. Sir. 
Mondays and Thursdays ’tis “ Shak- 
SPBABB,” Tuesdays and Fridays ’tis “Ad- 
vanced Sanitation,” and Wednesdays we 
has a course on “Applied Dynamics.” 
Wunnerful useful. Sir, they tell me they 



Millionaire, “Yes; I’m awful partial to Pioters. Why, bless ter, I’tb got 
Cellars full of 'em ! ” 


be. All those lectures be in the afternoon, 
SO' we can’t get a man to do a day’s work. 

Then of an evening ” 

“But, good gracious 1” cried Jones, 
“you don’t mean to tell me that the la- 
bourers attend those lectures ? ” 

“ That they does,” said Mr. Giles. 
“ They be that daft on ‘ culture,’ and ‘ eddi- 
oation,’ and suchlike nowadays. Or, even 
if they bain’t fools Ihemselves, for one 
thing there ’s the County Council bribing 
them handsome (o-ut of the rates) to come, 
and then there ’s their women-folk egging 
of them on. You ’ve brought a cook, Sir, 
I hopes ? ” he broke off. 

“A cook?” said Jones, with dismay. 

“ No ; why, I thought that Mrs. Giles ” 

“Lor’ bless you, she don’t cook nowa- 
days. She spends her time ar-reading 
Browning, and t^p gals are learning paint- 
ing and the violin. As for the food 

Well, in the old days, as you knows, Sir, 
we got what we could eat. Now we eat 
what we can get — ^and be thanl^l, oi 
otherwise, according to our digestions.” 


“ And is your old father alive ? And if 
so, what does he think of this system ? ” 
“Father,” said Mr. Giles, smiling for 
the first, time, “ is a sight for to see — let 
alone to hear. There’s a new course of 
lectures on Wordsworth, for “ Infants and 
Senile Adults,” and parson’s wife, she came 
along and dragged off father to- the school 
for it. And thei language the old gennel- 
man used about ‘ lectures ’ 1 W ell, you 
should haye heard it, Sir.” 

“ But what becomes of the farm, Giles ? ” 
“Farming bain’t of no account nowa- 
days,” said Mr. Giles, decisiyely. “ Missus 
finds that American flour very good, and 
our butter comes from Norway. We does 
a little ourselves, of course, so long as it 
don’t interfere with lectures. And — ’sense 
me, Mr. Jones, but I’m due' at one now — 
’tis on “ Ruskin and Ideal Art ” — and my 
missus, well, she just makes me go. Make 
yourself at home. Sir. There ’s some bread 
and cheese, and we ’ll be back about nine I” 
But on his return, he found that Jones 
had taken the 8.50 express for London. 
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FRENCH AS SHE IS SPOKE. 


“Yott like Ostende, Monsieur Simpkin?’* 

*‘Oh, yes, orply! It's so ‘richuroh,* don’toherknow. Just come up to the 
‘Curse Hall/ will you?” 


A BACHELOR UNCLE^S DIARY. 

I. 

Monday . — Tlxose awful boys again 1 
W!iy should my sister and her husband go 
tearing off to Norway ? And why should 1 
be called upon to “look after” — ^that^s my 
sister’s expression— the boys? Why am 
I selected as bearleader to' these dreadful 
children ? I ask why, and my sister’s un- 
feeling, and utterly inconsequential answer 
is, because I have “none of my own.” 
Shall wire and decline. 

“ So sorry ; off to Shrimpton to-morrow. 
Fear boys would not like hotel life.” 

There, that ’s done. Must have my new 
trunks rubbed over with brown boot -polish, 
cannot bear sight of new leather, sets my 
teeth on edge. Wire for rooms at Royal, 
Shrimpton-on-Sea. “Answer paid” ar- 
rives. Day after to-morrow rooms at dis- 



Tuesday . — “ Special post. Urgent,” Ill- 
omen. It’s from on© of those two imps. 
0, Richard the Third of blessed memory, 
you knew what it was to be an uncle ! 
Break open envelop© and 


“ Dear Uncle Charles, — ^its verry kind ; 
of you to dv© me and Tommy a invita- 
shun ” (I like that 1 2 invite th^, 

indeed!) “to stay with you. Ma told me 
to begin like that, so I Ve put it, and now 
He go on my own way. We dont mind 
staying at a Hotel a bit, insted of at 
your own house ” (very condescending of 
them, I’m sure!), “in fack, w© preffer it, 
becos you can kick up sutch a joly shine 
at a hotel, and have rows with the manid- 
ger and all that, and then it doesn’t mat- 
ter if you break the furnisher becos its 
not your own you know. Oh thers ali 
sorts of fun in a hotel. Tommy wants to 
dig on the sands, fancy the httel ass at 
his age with a spail and pad© when he 
ought to he like a grown-up. I am, and 
bees neerly as old ass me. I had a tooth 
out yestiddy, the feller that did it hurt, 
and I hollered out and hit him in the 
weskot, and he garpsed and sed you littel 
retch! Well, I told him if we came to 
Shimpton, or course we couldn’t on 
the sands (I mean Tommy, not the teller 
who puled my tooth out) or army rot 
like that--ju8t like kids, you know — but 
weed roe in a boat and sail and swim and 
' — oh 1 just rot about, just as you do your- 


self, you know, wen your at the seaside. 
So weel meet you tomorrow at Burberidge 
Junkshon ware they change for Sorimpton 
by the too thirty train. Then we shall 
all get there — ^to Skimton, I meen — ^to- 
gether, witch will be better, becos then 
you can look after our lugmdge ass well ass 
your own. Its so beesely looking after 
luggidge, so I never do, hut just let it 
rip, and then you should hear the Guvner 
sware wen we loose one of the portman- 
toes. Well, thats orl and hopping to see 
you at B. Junk, tomorrow, 

Your affecshunt Max. 

P.S. — ^I spose you woodent let me arsk 
Boots 1 

No, most emphatically n^ I say. I will 

not let you ask Boots! D I mean, 

bother Boots ! 

Upon my word, it is too had that I 
should be let in like this. No help for it, 

I suppose, now, though. Wire for extra 
room at Koyal. ! 

Wednesday. — My man secures me First ] 
smoker to myself. Quiet cigar to prepare I 
nerves for coming ordeal. As train arrives | 
Burberidge Junction, am saluted by 
hideous cheering from the hoys standing 
on platform. JSIax is holding fox-terrier, 
tied by corner of dirty pocket-handker- 
chief. Row of heads thrust out of car- 
nage windows. Enquiries as to whether 
accident has happened. Descend gingerly 
and shake hands stiffly, trying to quell my 
nephews. Quite useless. Max rushes up, 
dog yapping with excitement all the time, 
horrid child hits me violently on back, ana 
cries, “Good old Uncle! won’t we have 
some real fun!” Shudder at thought. 
Battle, murder and sudden death flit 
across my mind in connection with their 
ideas of “ fun.” Tommy yells out, “ Oh 1 the 
dog ’s loose 1 ” and away goes terrier up the 
platform at forty miles an hour, Max in hot 
pursuit. Porter wheeling four most disre- 
putable trunks, burst out in several places, 
asks if “ this ’ere lot ’s yours, Sir ? ” Point 
loftily to my own neat luggage standing 
by, and try to wither him with a look. 
Tommy claims disreputable tranks. “ Pub 
’em with that gentleman’s, cockie ; it ’s al! 
right. Uncle Charley, they’re ours.” 
Dislike expression “cockie,” especially 
as applied to porter, in my presence. 
Tommy surprisea, almost grieved. Enter 
local train for Shrimpton, after buying boys 
bag of plums to keep them quiet. Max 
wiahes to have N ipper , the terrier, in our 
compartment. Sternly refuse, and insist 
upon his going with guard. Porter comes 
to window and receives his tip. Porha|>s 
tip not quite enough, as he only regards it 
rather sulkily. As he turns to walk away, 
Max draws ripe plum from bag, and with 
the diabolical certainty of aim which al- 
ways pertains to mischievous boys, shies 
it at porter. It smashes on nape of his 
neck, and he rushes up to carriage window, 
red-faoed and violent, to blare at me — 
evidently the tip was not all that he had 
expected — ^for aHowing the “ young gents, 

as ain’t no gents at mi, to rfiy ” Just 

as I am about to soothe him with another 
sixpence, the train mercifully steams out 
of station, and we are off. Propitiate 
Tommy with sixpence intended for porter. 
Max makes a dash at it. It is not ffva 
minutes since we left Burberidge station, 
and they have come to ffsticuffs. Pleasant 
prospect I 


Yery like a Whale.— The one which is 
causing the trouble at Birdhington. 
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NICOTINE. 

I HAVE sung in many places' 

Of My Lady’s charms and grace?, 

I have frequently described her as my 
Queen ; 

But noV in poetic phrases 
I intend to chaunt the praises 
Of another love, the nymph called Nicotine. 

Tho’ I trust my dearest lady 
Will not think my conduct shady. 

And with envy and with jealousy turn 
green ; 

For the notion is distressing, 

Yet I cannot help confessing 
An attachment to the nymph called Nico- 
tine. 

I am not the only lover 

Of the nymph, for round her hover 


Worshippers too numerous to count, I ! 
ween, 

Young and old adoring gaily, 

Whilst they offer incense daily 
At the altar of the nymph called Nicotine. 

Tho’ her charms are great and many, 

Of the fair sex scarcely any 
In the ranks of her admirers will be seen, 
But the simple and the gentle 
Have a more than sentimental 
Adoration of the nymph called Nicotine. 

Then her worship is a pleasure, 

For she speeds the hours of leisure, 

And she makes our appetite for work more 
keen; 

If you are not too rapacious 
She is never aught but gracious, 
Sweetly soothing is the nymph called Nico- 
tine. 


WILHELMINA, 

QUEEl^ OF THE NETHERLANDS. 
September 6, 1898, 

Maiden, on whose gentle brow, 

With the weight of woman’s years, 
Lies another burden now, 

Ee.st a nation’s hopes and fears, — 
See, we send across the foam, 

Yours and ours that laughs between, 
Greetings in your Lowland home, 
Maiden-Queen 1 

Over half the world to-day 
Deep in. every loyal heart 
Prayer is made that you may play 
Like a queen your queenly part ; 

And not least nr. love your throne. 

We who trusted once to trace 
Thiough your Orange line our own 
Royal race. 

Yet we claikn to be your kin 
Bound by other bonds than these ; 
By the courage wise to win 
Fame and fortune from the seas ; 

By the strength that taught the world 
What a fearless faith should be ; 

By the banner never furled 
Of the Free. 

Many a wave rolls oVr the dead 
Since the conqueror of Spain, 

With a broom at his mast-head, 

Swore to sweep us from the main ; 
And, as now our seamen go 
Rival comrades down the deep, 
Memories of that gallant foe 
Still we keep. 

Such the splendid warrior- breed. 

Lady, from whose blood you spring; 
Such their sons that shall at need 
All you mk of stwce bring : 

So you stand as once she stood, 
England’s Queen, a simple maid, 

In her dawn of womanhood 
Unafraid. 

And this hour, when heart^^ are simt 
Up to God in prayer for yoti, 

Doubt not where her thoughts are bent 
As remembrance liv-es anew ; 

How she smiles through happy tetirs, 
Thinking what her life has been 
Since her land at eighte^^n years 
(Vowned her Queen. 

And she pmys that your^ may bo 
Such a heritage as hers, 

Peace that only loyalty 
Yielded by the heart confers ; 

With that other love, apart- : 

Ah! for what could well atone, 

If you mi«!se<i to have one heart 
All your own ? 


At the Archidiaconal Ba:saar. 

Mrs, Quips (fa hrr lUth daughter ^ leho 
has presented a Fiirse to the Distinguished 
Visitor), Why, Chris, didn’t you say 
“ your grace ” instead of my lady ” to the 
Duchess ? 

Miss Chris, Well, mother, I didn’t see 
anything to eat, so I couldn’t. 


An African Problem easy of Bolu- 
rtoN.— OmdurmansssKartoum : Oom-dur- 
man = Pretoria. 

Going to the Deuce.— -G etting thirty to 
forty at lawn tennis. 
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[The Lmoet advocates taking holidays in Midwinter instead of Midsummer.] 

View of the Sands of Anywhere-on-Sea if the Suggestion is adopted. Time— December or January. 


DABBY JONES ON DONCASTEE. 

After having my humble remarks on 
Turf Indiscretion quoted in Big Type hy 
such an Illustrious Newspaper as the Daily 
Telegraph, I feel, honoured Sir, like the 
Czar of All the Eussias must have felt 
when his Patent-Peaoe-at-any-Price BUI 
was seen, read and approved of by his 
Illustrious Neighbour and Eelative the 
Emperor of All the Germanies. There is 
nothing like Quotation after all to establish 
a Man*s Eeputation. Most of our De- 
ceased Statesmen have lived and do- live 
upon their Quotations and not on their 
Sculptured Tombs in Westminster Abbey, 
St. PauFs Cathedral, and other convenient 
sepulchres. I would much prefer in my 
own case that some now unborn Briton 
should exclaim in the Faulo-post"futv,rum, 
“Darby Jones told this story in 1898,” 
than that my Memory should be associated 
with a Diseased Drinking Fountain, from 
which the IJnneoessary Cup had been pur- 
loined by some TJnsorupuIous Teetotaler. 
Not that I am vain enou^ to suppose that 
any Member of Posterity will ever be 
aware of the existence of “ Darby Jones,” 
save as he exists in the Printed Catacombs 
of Mr. Punch. 

But away to the Delights of Doncaster, 
leaving Cenotaphs, Epitaphs, and Mono- 
graphs to the Historians of the Great War, 
^ich, if I be anything of a Tipster, wUl 
break out immediately after the close of 
the Paris Exhibition of a.d. 1900. I am 
not a Politician, honoured Sir, the only 
“Swing of the Pendulum” that I appre>- 
ciate is when a Big Backer gets the Knock 
to his Tick in the Eing, the only “ Open 
door ” that I understand is the Free Portal 
to TattersaH’s Enclosure, and the sole Ba- 
lance of the parties witn which I am ac- 
quainted is Settling up on Mondays. But 
nevertheless I am a Briton, and take it 
from me, Sir, that if any Eeady Money is 
wanted to back the Empire of the Queen 
in the Great International Stakes, it will 
be largely found among the Promoters of 
Sport, who throng Her Majesty's vast 
territory longitudinally and latitudinally 
the wide world over. I am driven to these 
Patriotic Eeflections by the fact that at 
Doncaster I have learnt that several large 
parcels of that delicate sweetmeat known 
as Butter-scotch have been despatched to 


our Gallant Warriors in the Soudan, and 
that these packages have been sent by 
Turfites who know that Tommy Atkins 
may have a sharp bayonet and a keen 
sword, but that he also possesses a sweet 
tooth. How small does the Globe seem 
when we reflect that at the very moment 
when the “Seilinger” is being decided, 
some noble member of the Sirdar's army 
may be chewing Doncaster toffee on the 
banks of the Antique Eiver of Eameses. 

I like Doncaster for one thing, and that 
is its Independence. There is nO' truckling 
to visitors, as happens in the Sordid South. 
A Doncastrian landlord or landlady gives 
you of the Best according to Doncastrian 
ideas. If you don't like it, you can pack 
up your grip-sack and depart elsewhere, 
the Southron host or hostess would de- 
ceive a British Ambassador with fair pro- 
mises, but the Northerner is as uncom- 
promising as Sir Wilfrid Lawson or Lady 
Henry Somerset. If you don't appreciate 
the Whiskey of Doncaster return to less 
Cultured Eegions and get your Quencher 
there. At Doncaster, too,ther© are many 
Eough Elements, but the Koughs of Good- 
wood, Epsom and Alexandra Park are un- 
known, for the very excellent reason that 
if they were tO' attempt an^j’ of their Eomps 
and Eigs they would be quietly suppressed, ! 
possibly hilled, by the Pitmen and other 
Patrons of the Corporation Course, This 
is Brutal Justice^ but it answers as well as 
Lynching in the Par West of the Great 
Eepublic. 

We are anticipating a very enjoyable 
meeting, for Captain Kritbrion, owing to 
a stroke of Good Fortune which he received 
by backing Mr. George Edwardes’s quad- 
ruped Herbal at Derby, has secured apart- 
ments not unworthy of the Manager of the 
Gaiety Tteatre. The Hon. Fliflatt and 
others of ^milar Badney have promised to 
join the Company, which I need not say 
would be enhanced to the magnitude of an 
Imperial Directorate by the presence of 
Your Honoured Self and that of your V ©rsa- 
tile and Witty friend Sir Fraisbr Punnbtt, 
whose address you withhold in a manner 
suggestive of Doubts with regard to my 
Probity. Allow me. Sir, to state that my 
Mug may not he great, hut I never inter- 
fere with any one else^s. Captain Kritb- 
rion is very honourable on these points of 
Professional Etiquette, and so, I trust, am 


L I mil presently send on my notes, which 
may interest you with regard to the Eace 
named after the gallant Colonel who was 
as fragile a Saint as his name portends, 
and meanwhile will endeavour to supply 
you and my other Patrons with that versi- 
fied prophecy, for which I take no credit 
beyond that of endeavouring to satisfy 
curiosity at the shoirtest notice possible. 
Let the Minstrel warble : — 

The GrioJceter^s Weapon I U1 put on one side, 
Aad The Tyre may not <ro the pace, 

But thelchance of iheDmkhmter do not deride, 
And the Tipon may run to a place. 

The Filgrimage Fort should be first in the field, 
Ffine We go uncommonly smart, 

But I fancy to Beaeomjield yet he may yield, 

And to Godsend if given a start. 

So runs my augury. It is at least as 
good as that of a Talented Eacing Necro- 
mancer of my Acquaintance, who writes 
out all the names of the Probable Starters 
on slips of paper, puts them into a hat, 
and receives five shillings a time for his 
“ specials ” from a Confiding Public. Such 
conduct would be averse from the well- 
known Morality of your devoted, but for 
some time past unchegued, adherent, 

Darby Jones. 


“SAUCE HOLLANDAISE.” 

Sir, — Should the Devoted Dutchmen be 
in want of a national melody wherein to 
voice their loyal attachment tO' their youth- 
ful and most charming Queen, they might 
do worse than adopt and adapt the music 
and words of Bohin^s song in what was 
once>, chez vous, a most popular operetta, 
c^eat-bf-dire. The Waterrrum, of which the 
refrain is — 

“ So, WlLHELMINA, I loVC tut thcC ! ' j 

This is a suggestion mad© to me by mon 
ami le Frince Foul, who is still a oontri- 
hutor to “La Gazette de Hollande, oui!^^ 
and whereunto I set my seal and hand as, 
if you will allow me the Anglo-French 
caramboU, “ La Grande Dutohbssb.” 

Hote . — ^By the way, to the modem ma- 
jority who “did never hear of the jolly 
young waterman,” Mr. Funch, with thanks 
to La Grande Dutohbssb, recommends the 
revival of this old-fashioned operetta. Mr. 
Sims Ebbves is still with us to instruct 
any aspiring tenor as to how “ Tom Tug ” 
should be played and sung. 
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FLODDEN FIELD. 

{Extract from the Traml Diary of Toby, M.P.) 

Ford Castle, Northumberland, Monday- 
— Suppose that after lapse of nearly five 
centuries all battlefields wear a placid air. 
Something especially pacific about ihe Field 
of Flodden looked down upon this sunlit 
September day. Hard to realise that upon 
another September day, in the year 1513, 
something like one hundred thousand men 
(including Mabmion) faced each other on 
this hill. 

Their marshalled Unee stretched east and west, 
And Ironttd north and south. 

Walking hither from Ford Castle, the 
only sign of carnage we met with were 
seven dead hawks nailed to a tree. The 
M^ber for Sark, whose experience is 
ratper urban than rural, thought they were 
grouse ; wdlling to aasume that this is one 
of the habits of hospitable country. Kind- 
hearted sportsman fills his bag ; finds it 
overflowing; bethinks him of the weary 
pilgrim less blessed with opportunity. 
Nails his surplusage within hand-reach on 
the branph of a tree, so that he who walks 
mav take^. 

Sark sprely tempted to pouch a brace. 
Thou^t t]^e Chairman of his Election Com- 
mittee would be pleased by receipt, per 
parcel-post, of such reminder of the 
thoughtfulness of the sitting Member. 
When I reflect on pleasing picture of the 
Chairman of Election Committee sitting 
down to the Member’s '^grouse,” lifting 
the cover from a brace of roast haw^, 


almost regret I dissuaded Sark from carry- 
ing out his intention. Perhaps it was 
better. Honesty is, after all, the best 
policy. Besides, we can’t spare Sark from 
Westminster, and the Chairman of his 
Committee is, I believe, supremely in- 
fluential in the constituency. 

King James coming over the border with 
intent to ravage the country of his good 
cousin, Henry of England (at the time, 
burning and pillaging the territory of his 
good cousin, the King of France), put up 
at Ford Castle. When he pushed on to the 
fight at Flodden, he repaid hospitality by 
burning the fortress. That a hard job with 
walls of the thickness of this old Castle. 
Still standing four square, fronting Flod- 
den, is the tower roofing the room in 
which King Jamie slept on the night before 
the battle. 

Over the stone fireplace, on which are 
carved the royal arms of Scotland, runs 
this inscription : “ King Jambs tb 4th of 
Scotland did lye here at Ford Castle, 
A.D. 1513.” Only last night, as it were, 
he undressed and went to bed here, 
dreaming of victory in the morning, and of 
being crowned at Westminster — only a 
last night dead these three hundred and 
eighty-five years. 

Probably there is nothing now, save 
the bare walls, that witnessed that last 
vigil. Certainly^ the mirror on the 
table, ancient as it is, does not belong to 
the early years of the sixteenth century. 
Nor does the tapestry on the walls, faded 
though it be ; nor the heavy black oak 
tables and chests. The bed is, neverthe- 
less, called King James’s bed. A prim- 


looking four-poster, with long, lean arms 
reaching to the ceiling, an embroidered 
crimson coverlet, with some last touches 
given to the pattern by centuries of moths. 
Beside the fireplace is a staircase leading to 
the room below. This is called the Secret 
Staircase, and nineteenth century scandal, 
echoing earlier tradition, trips up and down 
the stone steps, lightly telling how the 
room below was Lady Heron’s bed-cham- 
ber, and how the King might have won the 
fight at Flodden and changed the history 
of Great Britain if he had not dallied at 
Ford Castle long enough for Surrey to 
pull his men together. In tnith, there is 
nothing secret about the staircn.se, which 
in King James’s time was probably the 
only means of access to the topmost cham- 
ber where the King did “ lye.” 

There is a Gothic window in the King’s 
room, facing due West. Ca'^tles of King 
James’s day did not have windows as big as | 
this. Through a narrow slit of the same i 
wall, or from the roof, the King, on the I 
early morning of the battle day could i 
clearly see on the rounded hill a mile and | 
a half away the ea-rthworks that marked | 
the Scottish camp. But he conld not see j 
on the other side of Branxton Bldge. the I 
Englhh army, with StTRRKY in the saddle, ; 
and Constable. Howard, Stanley, and 
Da^re, marshalling their men. 

He saw enough of them bi'fnre night fell, 
and when again morn broke, 

The ramaRR of himRelf 

Bare Tiake<l left an it horn. 

The Bftri eotild nnf knew it po w# U, 
Searohinc the pame unen the morn. 

Un+il T/)r<! r)Am»Es at the la*^t 
Bv certain aigns did hTin hewrav. 

The corps then in a cart being east, 

They to Newcastle did conve%% 

So sings a nameless minstrel, whose 
rugged verse the white-robed Chatelaine of 
the Castle came upon in the library, and 
brings to me. Tt tells in three “ fvts” all 
about Flodden. A note by a later, but 
long ago shrivelled hand, extols the shrewd- 
ness of the singer in thus dividing his 
story. A groat a “fyt” was the price 
current in doys preceding our own Alfred. 
Having excited interest in his story by 
recital of his first ‘^fyt,” the Alfred 
Austin of the sixteenth century wouldn’t 
tune up again under a second groat.» claim- 
ing a third pavment for the final **fvt.” 

As Rare savs, ** Looking o!it. on Flodden 
from the King’s room, under whose b^^a med 
ceiling the doomed Rtuart passed his le«t 
night, we seem for the moment to h^ 
within hand-reach of qiiit^ wrinkled 
History.” 

LTZA’B LAMENT. 

r** An old woman known ah * Weeping Eltza,’ was 
»w>nteno«d to * one day ’ in defsalt of paying ♦wo 
ehillinFS for hawking Bohhfn Cmnry and other 
etory-booka during proMhiteil hourp,** 

DoUti Graphic-] 

Them coppers declare that I ’m wary, 
Cantankerous and quite contrary, 
Wlienever I dares to ofer my wares, 

And tries to sell Bohby\s Canary- 

A fillin’ me with indignation 
By sayin’ I makes lamenfation. 

Whenever I ’m took for ’awkin’ my book 
A contrary to regulation. 

They my m it isn’t the right time 
A sellin* of books in the night-time, 

And puts me away, two bob or a day,— 
Eliza, she do ’ave a bright time. 
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TO THE PIPE-R. 

{See Lmes in FuTich^*' September 3.) 

I DO not think that it was wise 
To puff your pipe as you have done, 

Your statements I shall criticise 
For one. 

A cigarette of any brand 
Unto a pipe cannot compare, 

At least so you, I understand, 

Declare. 

We will agree upon that head. 

A cigarette's insipid, tame. 

Besides, in other lines I 've said 
The same. 

But “ Consolation's type," no, no, 

I feel I really must protest. 

As type a pipe is not, you know, 

The' best. 

A pipe is liable to choke, 

And does so if not often cleaned ; 

Then you choke also*, and invoke 
The hend. 

Again, a pipei, I beg to state. 

If valuable is apt to break ; 

And altogether it 's a great 
Mistake. 

You spoke, I think, before you should 
Have done, for surely better far 

Than any pi]^ is a real good 
Cigar. 


F ADiNr:! 


b 

I 



ON AN AVERAGE. 

f An arti;le in the 8U Jmnes's Gazette asperts that 
East London, even at presenc, gets an average sup- 
ply of twenty- six gallons of water per head daily ; 
which, it says, is more than the average daQy 
supply of Birmingham, Liverpool or Sheffield.] 

Dear A., and B., and C., and D., 

Who grunxDle that you get no water. 
Your argument's a fallacy. 

Since, even in your East End quarter. 
Abundant waters freely flow — 

Upon an average, you know. 

What though in tea-cups you must lave, 
And drains and sewers are foul and reeking. 
And you in gallipots must save 
Your daily store? — correctly speaking 
(Upon an average) you possess 
Two dozen gallons, more or less. 

For W., X., and Y., and Z., 

Have water and to Spare, and waste it ; 

Then with such vast supplies (per head) 
Although you neither feel nor taste it, 
You,would be happy, I '11 engage. 

Did you but strike the average. 


At Scarborough during the Cricket 
Week. 


BliffUns {readiTig placard). What's the 
meaning of this : “ Gentlemen v. Players " ? 
« READING' BETWEEN THE LINES," SmiffJdns. The same old game, I sup- 

a very common occurrence, but moat dangerous pose, the haristooracy and the clown 
pfactice when a Train is coming. cricketers matched against one another. 
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“It naughty op you, Harold, to tell Mother 
SUCH A Fib." 

Harold. “Well, you tell Fibs enough yourself, Cissy.” 
Qmlia. “ Oh, Harold, Never t — in the Drawing-room ! ” 


EEN BRIEEJE. 

Londm, Woposdaa, rSl AucficstuSf 1898. 
Mijtnheer Bedaoteur! — (IVe started in Dutch, as it is a 
Dutch week coming, but I ’m afraid I can’t keep it up. I might 
trii to DutcMfij mij remarks for the occasion bij imitating the 

f iddij, hvaije waij the Hollandeirs have of writing the letter y, 
ut I fanicij such a wrij stijle of orthographij might give Ijou a 
stij in the eije, so I forbear.) 

I am on the point of flitting over to Amsterdam to witness the 
Uijde inhomst (or joyeuse entr4e) and inauguration of Queen 
WilhelivcCna,^ As in the case of the Bussian Coronation, the 
Press authorities have given each duly accredited journalist a 
n^t little red morocco' pocket-book or passe'pcirtoui^ containing 
his own photograph, and they have gone one better than the 
Muscovites, as we are accorded a free passage from England, and 
a pass over all the Dutch railways, unfortunately, it will take 
them all their time, through no fault of the Dutch reproduction, 
to trace any resemblance between yours truly and his portrait, 
at least, so say impartial friends. 

^ On our own private account we are to- have a busy and ex- 
citing time, according to the “programme of reception,” what 
with rcbouts and excursions to* Marken and Edam and Purmerend, 
with afternoon tea at Mesdag’s studio, and a few Press banquets 
throTO^, so much so, that we shall all come home talking 
double-Dutch in praise and admiration of “0ns Willemintje,” 
and live on Dutch cheeses and “square-face” for ever after. 

My old Dutch” will have an added force as a term of endear* 
ment, and “as I’m a Dutchman” will be the only correct form 
of asseveration. We shall all be assisting at “ Dutch concerts,” 
u we ^ get an audience with enough Dutch courage to join i 
in, and we will finish up the evening with a grand “Dutch 
auction ” of what remains of the furniture. Every dam will have 
its ^y.* Some idams have had theirs already (as said the drama- 1 
tist) , and that on the Amstel and the Ij is now going to have i 
its turn as well. So here ’s any number of cheers (before start- 1 


ing) for the success of de Feesielijke Ontvangst van Hare 
Majesteit de Koningin te Amsterdam bij gelegenheid van Hr. Ms. 
Inhuldiging binnen Amsterdam in 1898, to quote the front page 
of the OffidMe Feestgids! Ijours trulij, Z. IJ. X. 

CONVEESATIONS POE CASH. 

[<‘Iii Paris the diner-out can converse without trouble. From an ingenious 
gentleman, who does a large business in this line, he can purchase a printed 
slip, on which current topics are conveniently summarised, together with 
appropriate anecdou>s .'’ — Ijaily Faper."] 

Messrs. Bonmot and Baoonteur, the well-known conversa- 
tion-mongers, beg to intimate that they have recently opened 
a London branch of their business, and that they are prepared to 
supply talk of all kinds at the lowest possible cash prices. They 
venture respectfully to call your attention to the subjoined ex- 
tracts from their catalogue, referring to conversations of the 
kind for which there is a special demand at this time of year. 

1. The Agricultural Blend. — This is a most useful variety, 
and is strongly recommended to London gentlemen, Americans, 
and others renting country residences, as with the assistance of 
a supply of this blend, they will be able to talk intelligently 
about cows, pigs, manures, the price of hay, &c. It need hardly 
be pointed out how severely handicapped are many who wish 
to figure as country gentlemen by their ignorance of these mat- 
ters. The following testimonial, from Mr. Jeremiah Dibbs. of 
Mincing Lane, speaks for itself : “ Having taken Diddlecium 
Castle,” he writes, “ for two months, I was much vexed to find 
how unsociable the county Society appeared to be. B'or some 
weeks they simply ignored our presence in their midst. But, 
meeting by chance the Lord-Lieutenant of the county, I quickly 
let off three pages of your Agricultural Blend, with the result 
that his wife called on us next day.” 

2. The Sporting. — This is a brand of conversation for which 
there is a great demand just now. iMt^.srs. Bonmot and 
Baoontextr would warn purchasers to avoid most carefully all 
spurious imitations, the use of which has often proved most 
disastrous. They guarantee that their own Sporting conversti- 
tions may be used in any quantities, and witn absolute confi- 
dence, as they are carefully distilled from the latest and most 
trustworthy text -books only. For the convenience of customers, 
they are sold in two qualities. (A) Includes partridge-shooting, 
golfing, bicycling, ana trout-fishing, and is a good, useful con- 
versation at a low price, (B) In addition to these, also deals 
with deer-stalking, salmo-n-fishing, polo, and yachting, and 
though expensive, is more than worth the moimy charged for it, 
being a magnificent brand of a really aristocnitic convenjiition. 

3. The Country-House. — This light and sparkling variety is 
especially suitable for ladies’ use, and is most popular. No lady 
going a round of visits should be without some, as it will save her 
an immense deal of trouble. It includes idiotic nick-names for 
her fellow-guests, anecdotes (guaranteed new) about p^^ople in 
the smartest set, and appropriate conversational openings with 
bishops, sportsmen, soldiers, barristers, and authors. For those 
who- wish it, flirtation dialogue (Chdkau d' Anthony Hope) can 
also be supplied at a moderate figure. Miss Angler writes ; “ I 
attribute my engagement to Mr. Crocsus entirely to the use 
of your conversation.” Lady Cadger says: “I have uat^d your 
talk this summer with excellent results ; in each housti I Imve 
been asked to extend my stay. Professor Htontrocr is expected 

I here to-morrow : please send six geological anecdotes by return.” 

I 4. The end or the London setuson having been reached, we can 
I offer a stock of oddments and remnants — consisting of criticisms 
i on plays, pictures and books, at tlm most riaiculously low 
! prices. The attention of suburban residents is siiecially invited 
to these. 

5. Messrs. Bonmot and Raconteur suggest that no more 
adaptable present could be found than a nicely -assorted stock 
of conversation. The following order, for instance, has just 
been executed as a birthday gift from a lady to her husband, who 
IS about to start for a country visit : — 

One dozen jokes, repartees, etc,, suitable for cabmen, guards, 
.porters ; twelve pages general conversation ; two pages 
political conversation; six pages sporting conversation; one 
dozen an^otes, best selected dinner-table ; one dozen anecdotes, 
for smoking-room consumption, very rich and fruity ; one dozen 
assorted epigrams. 

On application, a list of commissions, similar to the above, 
may be obtained. A casual inspeeticm will prove that the firm 
are capable of carrying out any suggestion of an intellectual 
character. 

In conclusion, Messrs. Bonmot and Eacontour trust that they 
may receive your esteemed patronage, assuring you that your 
orders will have their prompt and most careful attention. 




THE BELGIAN SHAKSPEAEE. 

THE WEIED SISTEES. 

(jOovn/fintonly cotMed Mac^eth**^) 


First Sister 
Seeond Sister 
Thi/rd Sister 


STTOGESTED CAST. 

. Mr. Maetik Haevby. 

, , Mrs. Pateiok Campbell. 
, , Mr. Foebes Eobeetson. 


Scot— ^ mW md desolafe EfM%. In the middle of the Sme a <M- 
dron is Tmlinf. The Three Sisters sit rownd it. It %s m%dmgM. 

First Sister. When shall we three meet again ? 

Second Sister. We cannot tell when we shall meet again. 

Third Sister (severely). You should not aek fooM questions. 
Second Sister. Has Maobuth been here to-nigty 
Third Sister. He has not b^n here tonight. He will not 
come any more. Duncan is in his grave. He will not come any 
morl tYhey stvr the cauldron. 

First Sister. Why is Duncan in his grave ? 

Second Sister. Maobbth murdered Duncan. , 

Duncan because Duncan was king. Macbbih wished to be king. 

JFirsi Sister. And is Macbeth king? tit..,,,™ 

Third Sister (oddly). Macbeth is certainly king. Macbeth 
murdered Duncan, fle also murdered Banquo. Your questions 

^^Fird^Siker. But why did Macbeth wish to be king P 

Third Sister. His wife persuaded him. She wished to be a 

Queen and wear a crown. - i j a 

First Sister. It was certainly Ins wife who persuaded ^m. 
Second Sister. It was in this way. Duncan was staying at 
Macbeth’s castle. It was a dark night. Not a star was shining. 
First Sister. I hegin to be afraid. . v i. 

Second Sister. Two men were guarding : 

When they were made drunk, M^bbth to^ their kmyes. He 
killed Duncan with their knives. He killed Duncan while he was 
I asleep. The men were asleep, too. They were quite drunk and 
asleep. The night was very dark. 


First Sister. Ah-h‘h^h\ , . ^ . LShudders. 

Second Sister. Macbeth put the kn^es back in their hands. 
The knives were stained with blood. There was a great deal oi 

blood on the knives. . ^ i i j o 

First Sister. And were the knives found in their hands f 
Third Sister {crossly). Of course the knives were found in their 

hands. Your questions are exceedingly fod^ish. 

lAOAxuo. [They stir the cauldron. 

Second Sister. When the knives were found in their h^ds 
were astonished. They were quite astonished. They said 

r/iird Sister (grimly). There was no time to say anything. 

JirstiSfisfer. The night was so dark. , ^ 

Second Sister. Macbeth killed them before they could say any- 
thing. And now Macbeth is king.^ He will not he king lon^ 
Malcolm will kill him. Malcolm is Banquo’s son. Macbeth 

killed Banquo. , -n j o 

First Sister. When will Macbeth he killed ? ^ 

Third Sister. When Bimam Wood comes to Dunsinane. | 

First Sister (timidly). But will Bimam Wood come to Dun- 

^^hird Sister. Of course Bimam Wood will come to Dunsinane*. 
Your questions are absurdly foolish. [They stir the cauldron. 
First Sister. But when will Bimam Wood comey 
Third Sister (rising and yawning). The bnnded cat has mew d 
three times, and the hedge-pig once. It must be n^r morning. 
By the pricking of my thumbs it must be near morning. 

Second Sister. My thumbs also prick. 

Curtain. 


New Dance Music, — “The Ash MammoFdi Qqlop. 
with the greatest success by the band of the 21st Lan^xs at the 
recent grand reception given by the Sibdae of Egypt, Sir 
hLbeet Kitchenee, K.C.B., K.O.M.G., to the Khaliea and his 
forces in the Soudan. 


Tbopioal MEM.—Heat relaxes morals. Now is the time to sit 
with a shady individual. 


VOL. cxv. 




NOTHING SUCCEEDS LIKE SUCCESS. 






SlPTBMBBB 17, 1898.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


123 


A BACHELOR UNCLE’S DIARY, 
n, 

Wednesday (continued). — ^Fi^t in car- 
riage over. A drawn battle, in conse- 
quence of my presenting Max with a six- 
pence for himself, and so putting him on 
an equal dnanoial footing with his brother. 
Alight at Shrimpton Station. Met by 
hotel ’bus. Get luggage^ and boys and 
terrier on to and into it. Only other 
inside occupants crusty-looking old gentle- 
man and pretty daughter. Dau^ter 
seems to take rather an interest in me; 
glances shyly up at me now and then. 
May be mistaken, but really think she 

— well, likes the look of me, and 

‘‘ Yow, yow, yow, yow 1 ” yelps that horrid 
dog. Max has accidently trodden on 
his tail. So upsetting 1 Tommy, with 
both hands in trouser-pockets, swings 
his legs about till he catches crusty old 
gentleman nasty kick on knee. Old gentle- 
man rubs knee and looks ten thousand 
derila at me. Why me ? Apologize. Old 
gentleman still rubs knee ruefully, and 
mutters “horrid boy,” whereupon Tommy 
guffaws loudly and dog lets go a howl 
which causes dau^ter to stop her ears in 
anguish. Apologize again. Arrive hotel. 
Manager looks askance at dog. “Soi^, 
Sir, we don’t allow dogs in the hotel, Sir.” 
Instruct Max to remove brute to stables. 
“Oh! but mayn’t he just sleep on my 
bed?” Am firm, and dog sent to stable 
forthwith. Conducted to our rooms. 
Dress for table d^hote 7.30. Too early, this. 
Can never eat satisfactorily^ until 8 p.m. 
Boys evidently can. Appalling appetites. 
Max drinks four bottles ginger beer, and 
then observes in perfectly audible tones, 
that he feels as if he couldn’t bear any- 
thing on but his boots. Divinity, who is 
seated next me, blushes and looks hard at 
table-cloth. Frown at Max, who only 
says, “ What ’s the matter with you, Uncle 

Charley ? Got a pain in your ” But 

I dash in hastily with “ Look at that ship, 
Max. What a beauty, isn’t it?” “Oh! 
not a bad old barge,” he replies, incMer- 
ently, but thank goodness, the situation is 
saved. Asked by waiter if he will take 
second helping of roast beef, Max appeals 
to me, in loud tone®, to know if I shall 
“have to pay anything extra” if he says 
“yes,” because Ma told him he was not 
to cause any needless expense, and as he 

felt pretty full now, he supposed But 

I cut him .^ort (feeling hot all over), and 
bid him not talk so much, but have another 
helping at once. Begins again, “ But you 

know, I don’t really Frown severely. 

Max again sympathetic but perverse : 
“Uncle, I’m sure you’ve got a pain 

in ” Cough loudly, and say^ I think 

there ’s going to be a ^ower of rain. This 
time. Divinity laughs outright, and 1 feel 
as though I could welcome an earthquake. 
Dinner over at length. Dessert arrives. 
Tommy eats as much as he can, and then 
pockets all the mixed biscuits, bunch of 
grapes and two pears. Dare not frown 
again, too perilous. Cigar on balcony of 
sitting-room. Max starts to fetch Nipper 
from stables. I insist that he shall be 
brou^t in on string. Coming up stairs, 
dog and boy meet old lady, who trips over 
string, and sits down with fearful violence 
on landing. Rush out in terror, and assist 
her to her feet. Strong hysterics, smelling- 
salts, brandy. Apologize profusely . Get- 
ting quite used to apologies now, seem to 
come uaturally. Old lady vituperative. 
Says I (again, why I ?) should be ashamed 



of myself, and that I ought not to let a 
string, with a dog at one end and a fool at 
the other, go rushing about hotel stairs. 
Am strongly inclined to weep, feel so de- 
pressed, Conduct her to her own room, 
dump her into chair, and escape. These 

d dear boys will be the death of me. 

Why did they bring the wretched dog at 
all? Insist upon its being removed to 
stables at once. 


TO THE BAISER. 

[On receiving the news of the of Omdur- 

man, the Q-enuan Emperor called imon his soldieis 
to give three cheers for the Uuebn.j 
For years we had no reason. Sire, to doubt 
The Friendship that we held sincere and 
dear; 

You gave a blow, and we received the olont, 
All unexpected in our Southern sphere, 


Where you and yours had no assault to 
make. 

We felt the blow. Did you feel your 
mistake ? 


But now with generous feeling that we 
prize, 

You hast© to show that British worth 
you can appraise, 

From Omdunnan make Waterloo' arise. 
And gild the leaves of Britain’s newborn 
bays. 

Thanks, grandson of our well-beloved 
Queen, the end 

Of petty strife is passed — you are again our 
Friend! 


Thought oe a Stock Exchange Man, 
“ Ninety-three Deg. in T3aE Shade.” — 
“ Quite im possible now to make ‘ a cool 
thousand.’ ” (Thursday, Sept. 8.) 
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THE BATHING QUESTION. 

Master Tommy is emphatically op the opinion that the Sexes ottget j^tot 
TO Bathe together. 


LB MONDE Otr L’ON S’ABBICHE. | 
V.— Marriage a la Mode. 

Before tihe glorioiis Ascent of Man, 

WBen wild as hares the noble savage ran, 
Though Marriage even at that early date 
Was held to be sin excellent estate, 

They moetly did without religious unction 
And waived the mo-re iimportaiit social 
function. 

A person too-k the object of his heart 
And in the jungle had his joys apart, 

And if their absence caused a certain doubt 
Their families explained that they were out, 
Engaged to lunch upon a local black, 

And wo-uld in course of time he coming hack. 


Men deemed the statement contrary to 
fact 

But still received it with primeval tact ; 
Made no allusion to the “nappy pair,*' 

But went to business with a j^nsive air, 
Either afield in search of bestial food 
Or scalping niggers in the nei^bourhood. 
And thus without parade or even rice 
Folk wedded in that Earthly Paradise ; 
Thus in a decent silence passed the Event 
Before the age of hold advertisement. 

But we, thank Heaven, are civilised 
to-day, 

And manage matters in a worthier way. 
Betimes the keynote of the coming Boom 
(Struck tentatively at the Drawing-Room) 


While yet the victim looks extremely young 
Sounds bravely from the stout maternal 
lung. 

Betimes in brazen tones her name is hurled 
Forth by the frank Bellettrist of the 
W-rld : — 

At Mrs. ‘ Dick's ’ — the smartest dance in 
town — 

The most divinely fascinating gown, 

A dream of muslin, girdled with a zone, 
Virgin in aspec^ eau de Nil in tone, 

Was worn by M!^Lss Le Sihithers, just pre- 
sented; 

(Sir Ralph, her cousin twice removed, has 
rented 

Lord Tobermory's charming Staffa- 
shooting, 

Birds being rather poor this year at 
Tooting) ; 

Her mother — younger every year — who 
brought her 

Is constantly mistaken for her daughter ; 
The latter— this is private information— 

Is sure to prove the season’s chief sensa- 
tio-n ; 

Add to her other charms xtn dernier — 
On dit that she should have a pretty doi." 

Anon, the fowler having set her gin, 

The pigeon being drawn adroitly in, 

The solenm day of sacrifice is fixed 
On which the couple's fortunes must be 
mixed ; 

And, lest the public should be unaware 
What noble enterprise is in the air, — 
Also, by way of handing round the hat 
To those whose purse is good for something 
fat, 

Up to the Social Press the news is sent, I 
And charged as extra ^ec advertistuuent. 
Being more costly than the common kind, 
Because the simple reader take.s it blind. 
Then fall the wedding cards like winter 
snow, 

Free passes — in appiuiranct^. — to the Show ; 
But really meaning ; — Come or stay away *, 
You take your choice : in any case you pay. 
For though you should (according to your 
liglits) 

Object on principle to Miirnage-rites, 

You 're bound to give, if only under stress 
Of menaced revelations in the Press. 

For when we read, beneath the blazing sun, 
The list of noble deeds that men have done, 
When every goodly gift is bruited wide— 
The diamonds showered upon the blushing 
bride, 

The husband’s share— a brace of sporting 
rifles, 

A jewelled razor-strop, with other trifles 
Common, as grammars my, to either 
From gnind pianos down to open cheques — 
Then too is read, beneath the blazing sun, 
By implication, what is left undone. 

Fitted by facial knowledge of the Great, 
Happy the woman-journalist whom fate 
Gives with her paper’s pittance and her fare 
A seat at Holy Hymen's, Eaton Square ; 
There to assist, a goodish way behind, 

At this the triumph of her sex and kind ; 
Straining her eyes to catch — ^a thing that 's 
vital — 

The semblance of a Person with a title ; 
Sketching my lady's corsage, — ^taking notes 
Of plumes and bodices and petticoats, 

In language of professional technique 
Ail gaily redolent of Gallic chie! 

But happier that reporter who achieves, 
There where the Mother. later on, receiveH, 
To find the wedding-spoils within her reach, 

, And touch the giver's label tied to each 1 
To tell US in what travelling army 
The lady ultimately “went away"; ^ 

. And whether Dover was the destination, 

Or Someone's Castle lent for this occasion. 
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But why rehearse in full the blatant code 
That guides and governs “Marriage a l<i 
mode ” ? 

Enough is hinted here tO' show that we 
Do not regard it as a Mystery ; 

For when a gentleman proceeds to- wed 
(A fairly private matter, you ’d have said) , 
Swearing to keep the same continuous wife 
For good, or even better, all his life, 

In point of fact, it ’s not a private Show, 

But just a public function, like the Row ; 

A paying job like rural selling-plates, 

Or one of Aston Villa’s little gates ; 

I Refined as when your coster has his fling, 
Giving his “ Dutch ” a gaudy burying ! 

Sucbi the foundation, exquisitely chaste, 
On which our stem morality is based ; 

So Wedlock, veil-less to the vulgar view, 
Flaunts like a common wench qui fait la 
rue , 

HET NDEUWS VAN DEN DAG. 

Amsterdam, Dorderdaa, Sept, 8. 
Mijnhbbr db Redaotetjr ! — We leven als 
in een droom deze dagen, thou^ there’s 
not much chance to dream at ni^ts. The 
whole town has gone mad with^ excess ot 
loyalty, which reaches a stentorian climax 
about 2 A.M. Quite old ladies execute 
waltz^es and fandangoes round barrel-organs 
on the cobble-stone pavements ; and as for 
the younger generation, they have had a 
week’s uninterrupted marching up and 
down the Kalverstraat and the Leidsche- 
straat tO' the strains piu-che- fortissimo of 
the ^^Wilhelmus^^ and ^^Bummle\ hummle^ 
hummlff ist so scMn.^^ Yet I have seen no 
rowdyism nor ’Arryism, no pearshooting 
and very little' back-scratching.^ Miscella- 
neous amenities are being chiefly inter- 
changed by means of hundreds of thou- 
sands of long peacocks’ feathers, with 
which mijnlieer tickles mejuffrouw under 
the nose, or vice versd. Needless to say, 
orange is the only wear, and very effective 
it is, too. I have even gone so far as to 
buy an orange tie myself, but shall pro- 
bably get taken up for sporting such flam- 
boyant attire' at home. 

Well, there is some reason for all the 
enthusiasm. What else could be expected 
when you have a radiant young Queen of 
eighteen, sympathetic, proud of her people 
as they are of her, the great-great-great- 
great-great-great -great-great - grand - niece 
of the national Hero, William the Silent ? 
(Note to linotyper, — ^Please get these 
greats right ; I have taken a lot of 
trouble over the Royal pedigree.) I have 
seen her I don’t know how many times 
these last few diays, looking each time 
more charming than before, if that were 
possible. ^ . 1 

Throughout, the white-costumed ‘ Little 
Queen,” Wilhelmina, played^ her part 
right royally. It was an astonishing per- 
formance for a girl of eighteen. 

Yesterday night, fireworks, or rather 
waterworks, on the Y, the best part of the 
sight being the reflections in the water. 
One set-piece was a comic elephant with 
practicable tail, which must have greatly 
pleased the Indian princes. All sorts of 
hospitalities have been showered on vour 
representative by the City and the Press 
Committee during these festivities. 

To-morrow, collection of souvenirs. Coro- 
nation medals, ideas, and luggage for the 
train to Fleecing’um (ns somebody mis- 
called it this morning), Queenboro’, and a 
square meal at home again. Hoogachtend 
(must get in one more word of Dutch), 

7 j , IJ. X. I 
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HONEYMOONING IN PARIS. 

Mrs, Jones, **Am I not an expensive little WifieI” 

Jones (who has spent the morning and a small fortune cd the Magasin du Lov/ore), ** Well, 
you A.RE A Little Dbab ! ” 


VERSES FOR A PSALTER. 

[“ A Gennan Professor strongN advocates a mo- 
derate use of table salt.” -‘Bmly Chronicle,\ 

Oh I wonderful enlightened age, 

That climbs each day another stage 
In science and its laws, 

Whose eruite professors wrest 
Fresh secrets out of Nature’s hreast, 
And trace effect and cause. 

New rays of light, new gases sought, 

By many a learned argoneMtt 
Their eager bra^ expand ; 

No mysteries their minds perplex, 

The very “incidence of sex” 

Their sdenoe can command. 

And, now the century grows old, 

One than the rest more keen, more hold, 
With skill that knows no fault, 


That problem patiently has solved 
Long while in mystery involved, 

The' use of table salt. 

Hail, Herr Professor ! not in vain 
The cup of knowledge thus you drain 
Down to its very dregs I 
On, then I to further triumphs reach, 
Until your grandmother you teach 
The art of sucking eggs. 

. Is Mr. Chamberlain a Bishop ?— Why 
ask? Because the P. M, G., last Friday, 
announced, “Interview with Mr. Cham- 
berlain” .... “He confirms the Tall 
Mall GazetteJ* The journal was christened 
directly it came into existence, but what 
a time it has waited for the rite of con- 
firmation! And to be confirmed by Mr. 
Joseph Obumberlain. 




“THE COSTER GUARDS’* (QUEEN’S OWN EAST END REGIMENT). WHY NOT? 

[** Inqidxe of any rectuilin^ and ho 'will tell you a young Coclnoy maheo the host material for a soldier. . . . Take the Coster class, generally bom in London, and it will be difficult 

te match au^di men elsewhere for work and lung power /* — Volunteer Surgeon, **Laily Mail,** Septemher 7.] 
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ETYMOLOGY V. ZOOLOGY. 

Fair OvMer, “I have just put a “Monkey” on him for this race.” 

Cowatry Cousin, “Poor iirruE oha? 1 He looks as ip they fed him on Nuts.” 


DARBY JONES ON THE LEGER. 

Honoured Sir, — I f you or any other of 
my Patrons failed to save over the Greer- 
Darling Combination on four legs known 
as WUdfowler, you could not have read 
with attention the Ample Augury supphed 
by your very Obeddent and Humble Domes- 
tic. I warned every one of Great Danger in 
that Astute Quarter, though I confess that 
I did not expect to see the Irishman 
revenge the Battle of the Boyne by simply 
strolling home from the Winner of the 
Derby. I believe, Sir, that the Right 
Honorable Cardinal Richelieu deceased, 
but still kept alive by the Entertaining 
Efforts of Mr. Stanley Weyman, once 
enjoyed what was known in Gallic History 
as the *‘Day of Dupes,” Similarly may 
many Frequenters of the Turf look back 
upon the Anniversary of the Sellinger 
Stakes as the “Day of Mugs” — the mugs 
having been shattered and broken like the 
contents of the proverbial China Shop 
when invaded by a bull. 

After Wildfowler^s victory, no doubt 
tons of Condolences and other things were 
poured upon Mr. Labnaoh, Mr. Marsh, 
and, above all, on the Noble Owner of 
Bieudonne, the Favourite's Stable Com- 
panion. In my humble opinion, the Duke's 
animal would have appropriated the stakes 
had he been accommodated with a Start, 
but of course Mr. Marsh knows better 
than a Swivel-eyed Observer at the Street 
Comer. It is given to most mortals to be 
as wise as King Solomon after the shekels 
have been lost and won. To one curious 
fact I will draw your attention, and that is, ' 


that for Seventeen Years at least one of 
the three placed horses has been owned by 
a Proprietor of Titled Degree. You will 
have to go back to 1881 to find three XJn- 
handled Owners taking front rank at Don- 
caster, and that was in the “ Yankee Year,” 
when Mr. Lorillard’s Iromims^ with poor 
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Fred Archer up, finished before Mr. 
Grbtton’s Geologist and Mr. Charles 
Perkins's Lucy Glitters. Since then one 
at least of the crocks which have caught 
the Judge's eye has been the property of 
a gentleman whom we do not address as 
Esquire. True it is that the possessor ot 
Wildf Older is a Captain, but so is my 
friend Kriterion ; Mr. Larnaoh is mated 
with the Aristocracy, and Mr. Belmont 
ought no doubt to be Duke of New York, 
were Peerages conferred by the President 
of the United States, hut the Fact as I 
have stated it remains. 

The aspect of the Doncaster Great and 
Grand Stands on the Leger Day was that 
of Henley Regatta, 

It is early to prophesy about the Cesare- 
witch, but, as the Acceptances for the 
Autumn Handicaps are now Co-imnon Pro- 
perty, I chortle — 

The Sea on the Waltz may be goodly to see, 

But the Blanch Ica is one for my own £ s. d. 

This is only a forecast for two. 

Darby Jones. 


“‘Collapse of Essex.’ Dear, dear! I wonder 
if my Property at Ilford is safe ? ” 

I [jBwys paper to see. 


On seeing the splendid Raidwtay Sta- | 
TioN AT Flushing. — ^'Magnifiqml mais dost 
la Gave J ” 

The best Hot Range now going. — ^T he I 
IQtoheneb which cooked the Khalifa's 
goose. I 

Change of Title, — “ Lord Carnarvon ” 
to be “Lord Motor-Cabnarvon.” 

Mr. Chamberlain’s Policy to he taken 
“cum grano ^alts-hury,” 
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A POINT OF CONSCIENCE. 

Mamma, “Baby dear, you must say that you are very sorry 


POE SAYING ‘Shan’t’ to Kursie.” [Pause,) “Now, say you are 
TERT sorry, dear.’* 

Baly [after a longer and more gainful pause), “But, Mamma dear, 
isn't it more naughty to tell wicked Story than to say 
*Sha'n’t’ to Nursie?” 


‘But, Mamma dear. 


AUGUSTE AND LUDWIG. 

At the Seaside. 

Auguste* Tiens ! C’est Monsieur Muller. How gO' you, dear 
Mister? 

Ludwig. Ach so! Dear Mister Colleague. Are you also in 
Eastbourne atcome ? 

Aug. But yes I By a sucb beat one is best at the border of 
the sea. That he makes hot eren here, by blue 1 One has well 
dioosed the name of this town, East-bum. When the wind is at 
the East one is burned in effect. It is as a veritable sirocco in 
Italy. 

Lud. Yes well ! The heat and the blue heaven are quite as in 
Italian. A friend of me, one Italianer, has to me thereof speaked. 
Can you Italianish P 

Aug, If I speak Italian? Ah that, some words. 

Lud. Mine friend cannot English, as you and as I. He say, so 
much I remember me, “ Jl cido inglese d sempre coperto, non h 
vero? Ebhme, adesso lo vedoper la prima volt a, Ecco^ ^ sempre 
azzurro!^ E che calorel Diavolo! So come mine friend, and 
the English heaven is ever blue. 

Aug, You have learned the Italian very well. And the 
Spamsh ? 

Lud, Ahnol 

Aug. Because, when you speak of the heaven, I recall me the 
Spanish proverb, ^‘Nueve rneses de inviemo^ tres de irfierno.” 
See there the Londonian climate' this year here. 

Lud, Kolossal! 

Aug. C^est vrai. Londres est inorme. 

Lud. But the Englanders are ever energish, even when it so 
frightful hot is. 

Aug. Infatigdbles! 

Lud. In London carry man one black coat and one cylinder. 

Aug, And they play at the cricket. Figure you, dear Mister, 


these insulars, these enraged ones, playing at the cricket by a 
such heat I 

Lud, Kolossal! 

Aug, ’Farfaitemeni! Elle est accahlante. But still! They 
play at the “ footsball.^^ That commences already there is some 
days. Figure you that! The footsball by a temperature of 
fifty degrees at the sun. That has even the air of to be more by 
the English thermometer, perhaps hundred twenty or hundred 
thirty degrees. Sapristi! But I comprehend not the English 
measures. Is it that you them comprehend ? 

Lud, Ach nein, du lieher Himmel! They are not as in the 
Fatherland. Even one glass beer is much httler, and one Krug 
that have they at all not. 

Aug. The English themselves they comprehend not their 
measures to them. En Angleterre les poids et les pet Its pois sont 
egalement affreux, 

Lud, Kolossal! 

Aug. But it are of brave people, these English. To amuse 
himself as that at the sun that is ridiculous, but when he him 
must, see there the English, calm and inbeatable, in a climate 
much more hot. Even a French can to admire and to praise 
the brave English at Omdurman. What victory 1 

Lud. Yes well! And what for organizeeriug I All arranged, 
all ready, as in Germany. Kolossal! 

Aug. Et guel elan ! Superhe ! 

Lud. Bitte ? 

Aug. Ah, the good ideal Tin hvch. A glass of “hitter,” of 
English beer. 

Lud. One glass beer? That drink I very willing. One pair 
glass beer. One half-dozen glass beer. The weather is so fright- 
ful warm. 

Aug. Go we then to the cafe — ah no, there is not of him in Eng- 
land! 

Lud. And also no hiergarten. Come you to mine hotel, and 
drink we there one glass beer. 

Aug. Very voiunteerly. And this evening will you to come to 
dine with me ? Our friend Mr. Robinson slSll be of the dinner. 

Lud. ‘With the greatest pleasure. You are very goody, very 
loveworthy. 

Aug. Enchanted 1 We go to drink a bottle of champagne to 
the health of our friend Mr. Punch and of his brave compatriots. 
As say the English, we shall have them on a toast. 

Lud, Here is mine hotel. 

Aug, If we were drinking the little hock in the garden of the 
hotel in full air ? 

Lud. Ach so! FrachtvoU! Wunderschon! Waiter, seven 
glass beer 1 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In the Shadow of the Three (Hutchinson), is a story whose 
every page is flush^ with the rich lights and glowing tints of 
Venice. Blanche Loftus Tottenham knows her Venioe well, and 
has made a close study of the period at which she fixes lier tale. 
It is in the closing years of last century, when Napoleon, in the 
full strength of his mighty youth, was startling the world with 
his triumphant march at the head of a ragged army through Italy. 
Venice was still under the rule of the Doge, happily the last of 
the hisitoric race. Tottexdng to its fall, granny, mtide frantic, 
clutched at the throats of the people. Every other man, and 
most other women, were spies, either in the pay of the Council of 
Ten or of the Austrians. By the patriotic party, Napoleon was 
hailed as a deliverer. How LeUo tarauo worked for a free Italy, 
and how he was helped (and hindered) by the beautiful Viola is, 
my Baronite says, well worth searching out beneath The Shadow 
of the Three. to Baeon de B.-W. 

An Ice Kfame! 

The Rev. Mr. Bailey writes to the Daily Mail from a “Water- 
less District,” called “Cold Norton, near Afaldon.” But what a 
delightful name for any place, just now, when the thermometer 
in the shade has been nmety-two and ninety-three, is “ Cold 
Norton.” Yet “Cold Norton” without any cold water is not so 
pleasant to contemplate. To be “ obliged to send three miles” 
in order to “obtain even a small supply of water fit for domestic 
use ” is indeed an uncommonly bard case- Those who ought to 
supply the needful cold water will get into hot water I and 
then Oh, something iced, please. 

“Is Life worth Living?” was at one time a much quoted 
question, to which the most popular answer was, that “it de- 
pended on the liver.” Nowadays, a poorly-paM and hard-worked 
clergyman replies that “ it depends on ‘ the living.* ” 
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THE NEXT TEMPERANCE MOTBMENT. 

(By our own Trophet,) 

The year 1950 witnessed the triumphi, in England, of Teetotal- 
ism, Local Option, and Bands of Hope. Sir Wilfrid Lawson and 
Lady Henrt Somerset had done their work. The liquor trajB&c 
was extinct. Everybody drank tea and mineral waters. 

' The public-houses which had sprung up all over the length and 
breadth of England had to put up their shutters, and, except in 
the large towns, such a thing as an inn was unknown. With the 
disappearance of beer-drinking, it no longer payed any one to be 
a “Licensed Victualler.” This was somewhat inconvenient for 
travellers, who' sometimes had to travel twenty miles before they 
could obtain refreshment. The difficulty, however, was gradually 
met by the growth of tea-shops, which before long began to be 
found in every village. Meantime, of course, all the breweries 
were ruined, though, curiously enough, the brewers seemed none 
the worse. The explanation of this was that, foreseeing the turn 
of events, those gentlemen had, one and all, turned their con- 
cerns into limited liability companies, and now lived luxurious 
Hves on the proceeds. The investing public — ^as usual — ^lost their 
money, and there was acute distress in many a humble home. 

One of the first persons tO' feel the inconveniences of the dis- 
appearance of the taste for alcohol was the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. That functionary found himself face to face with a 
vanishing revenue, while expenditure showed no' tendency to 
decrease. At last a brilliant TJnder-Secretary suggested, as a 
last resort, an excise on the sale of tea for consumption on the 
premises. Under his scheme, all tea-shops were to be licensed, 
and the beverage , itself , together with coffee, cocoa, and all 
mineral waters, &c., should contribute handsomely to the ex- 
chequer. “ For,” said this brilliant young man, who afterwards 
rose to be' Prime Minister, “People must drink something. 
V^ith some opposition on the part of the Old Temperance Party, 
the Budget was carried, and the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
breathed again. 

A generation passed, and A. B. C. shops, duly licensed to sell 
tea and soda-water, covered the land. Licenses were freely 
granted, and the revenue expanded. Meantime, a progressive 
deterioration in the physical condition of the working classes be- 
gan to be apparent. They grew enfeebled and ansemic, and doc- 
tors used to shake their heads and talk about “ Neurasthenia.” 
Murmurs began to be heard about the unhealthy habit of tea- 
drinking, and the scandal of tea-drunkenness. Institutions were 
started for the treatment of tea-ism, and a gold cure was spoken 
of. Societies even were founded by philanthropic ladies and 
gentlemen, which carried on an active propaganda for the sup- 
pression of the sale of tea and mineral waters. It was shown 
conclusively by the medical profession that a diet of tea and bread 
^nd butter was even less wholesome than the old-fashioned bread 
and cheese and beer for the working man, while the habit of 
taking “ nips” of so'da-water at all hours of the day, and drinking 
it to excess on Saturday nights, was proved to be highly dele- 
terious. More than one case of suicide was tra^d to this cause, 
and the prevalence of depression and melancholia was attributed 
to the “lowering^’ character of lemon squash. 


Then began a new temperance movement, which its detractors I 
styled beer-totalism. This crusade was instituted to- combat the j 
growing habit of intemperance in the use of non-alcoholic I 
bevemges, and to urge the moderate use of what had once, in 
happier times, been the national drink — ^beer. The movement was 
of course assailed with ridicule, but it grew, nevertheless. Meet- 
ings were held in all the towns of England, Bands of Hope were 
started, and in time the more extreme party aspired to suppress 
the sale of non-alcoholic liquids altogether^ Total abstinence 
from tea was preached, and thousands signed the' pledge. 

“The trade” — ^the tea-trade — grew alarmed. Their interests 
were threatened. They decided to resist the reformers by every 
means in their power. Parliament was petitioned, and after a 
Royal commission had sat, and the ill effects of tea-isim had been 
proved, it was decided to encourage the sale of beer by every 
means, and to remove the excessive duties which had hitherto 
strangled it. 

This was the state of things when our prophet last looked into 
the future. 

OUR BOOKING-OFEICE. 

In a Crowned Queen (Blackwood), Mr. Sydney Grier suffers 
from inevitable comparison. His book should have come out 
before Bupert of Hentzann flashed upon the scene. The idea and 
general treatment of the two books are singularly similar. The 
resemblance is carried to the extent that, like Rupert of Hentzau^ 
A Crowned Queen is a sequel to an earlier writ story. In both 
romances an errant Englishman comes to the throne of a Conti- 
nental Kingdom. In both, at the end of the first book, he retires 
from his high estate, returning to his English home. Mr. 
Anthony Hope, in his sequel, brings his hero in person back to 
I the scene of his earlier triumphs. Mr. Grier uses up a younger 
brother, who apparently (for my Baronite has not read An Un>- 
crowned King) filled a subordinate part in the First Act. Mr. 
Gribr^s novel is cleverly constructed, and he moves with as- 
I suranoe in the company of emperors, kings, queens, and great 
j diplomatists. A misfortune about the story is that he has cho^n 
I for his hero a heartless, selfish cad. More fatal still is his tire- 
I some style of narration. Count Mortimer^ the cad aforesaid, is 
I conducting the strategic flight of the Crowned Queen, The car- 
riage breaks down, and this follows : 

“ X suppose it is out of the question to hope to find a wheelwright anywhere 
abont ? said Cyril, “ but we ought to be able to get hold of a blacksmith or 
carpenter v»ho could patch this u^ suffiicienily for us to reach the town. Ask 
the driver whether there is any village about here, Carlo.'^ 

Faschichs interrogated the driver and returned to CyriL 

** He says that there is no village nearer than the town, Sir. But there is 
a large farmhouse about half-a-nnle away across the fields. "We could reach 
it by a cart track which turns off from the road about a dozen yards farther 
on, and they would be able to gire us accommodation for the night, hesides 
helping to mend the carriage.” 

This recalls the style of conversation in Ollbndorp. “ Have 
you the umbrella that my brother has ? ” “ No, hut I have the 
black ribbon {ruhan noir) that your mother used to have.” 

The Baron db B.-W. 


TOL. OXY, 
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OUR SMOKY RIVER! 

Shad»(ifSai^F^s{vriiha»igh0fttoeelrmin.is;emse). "I was always goisg bows to my Office by River is up bay. ‘Just look upos this Picture’ of 
Thames is 1661 1 " Mr. Pmck {indignanUs). “ ■ Asb os this’ ! is 1898 !” 
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A BACHELOR UNCLE’S DIARY. 

JULi* 

TTednesday (eoitfd^). — “Well, Uncle, if 
you hadn^t told me tO' biiing him in on a 
string, hie wouldn^t have upset the old gal,” 
says Max. Object to expression “ old gal.’* 
Mention this to Max, who puts his hands 
in his trouser-pockets, and murmurs some- 
thing about “blooming rot.” So rudel 
Induce boys to sit on balcony whilst 1 
hnish cigar. They eat pocketed ^apes, 
and throw skins at passers-by, despite my 
remonstrances. Try to look as if I did not 
see what they were doing. Sit in' mo- 
mentary expectation of visit from outraged 
foot-passenger. At last summon up cour- 
age to absolutely forbid this sport. “ Well, 
then, what are we to do?” says Tommy, 
despairingly. Feel remorseful now, and 
as if I had done them some injury, so 
suggest cards. “Botl” from Max, and 
“ No fear 1 ” from Tommy. What do people 
do to amuse' boys, I wonder ? 

In sheer des^ration, suggest taking 
them to Music Hall, only place of enter- 
tainment here. Howls of ecstatic joy at 
the idea. So ^ad to have hit on some- 
thing at last. Secure three front seats, 
though as Max and Tommy sit upon one 
between them, might have saved money 
by taking only two. Gentleman in im- 
possible check suit and yachting cap — ^why 
yachting cap? — calling himself “Jolly 
Joe,” on stage. Sings song, and imitates 
person in state of inebriation. Very ele- 
vating, this 1 Is succeeded by lady of un- 
certain age^ dressed as school-^1, and 
carrying skipping-rope. She lyrically in- 
forms us, in raucous tones, that she is 
“a little Hdy, a pretty little lidy!” and 
then proceeds to other parts of decidedly 
risguS song. Getting uneasy, and wish we 
had not come. Next “ turn ” high trapeze. 
Boys enchanted; rather nervous myself. 
Tommy says, with bated breath, “Oh 1 
Uncle Charley, do you think he’ll come 
a buster ? ” Eeply, “ Oh I no, my boy, I 
hope not. No doubt the man is a very 
practised acrobat.” Tommy sighs and looks 
rather disappointed, whilst Max, with 
ingenuous brutality of boyhood, observe® 
that he is “blowed” if ho wouldn’t like 
to see him oome down a “jolly good 
wallop ” into the netting. Dislike expres- 
sion “jolly good wallop,” but seems no use 
saying anj^hing. Performing dogs. In- 
telligent pig. Then, at re-appearance of 
“Jolly Joe” (in shiny dress suit and a lot 
of shirt-front), fled, dragging boys with me. 

On return to hotel^ both say they are 
“ peckish.” Am worried into eating so'me 
lobster-salad with them, and finally retire 
to bed with certainty of dyspeptic attack 
on the morrow. 

Thursday * — See nothing of the two boys 
until brealrfast in table d^hoie room. Glad 
of this : feeling somewhat upset. Fancy 
that mixture of boys and overnight lobster- 
salad bad for nerves. Begin breakfast 8;30 
precisely. About 9 o’clock, nephews burst 
into room like whirlwind. Max’s hair full 
of sand. Tommy’s trouser-legs dripping 
with sea-water. Head wailjer looks (de- 
spairingly) first at them, then (reproach- 
fully) at me. Why at me ? “ We ’ve had a 
ripping time. Uncle Charley ; caught 
some crabs, and Tommy fell in, and I got 
a sand-eel, and oh! it was jolly. And I 
got a lot of sea-weed; it’s awfully fine 
but a bit smelly.” Suence them at this 
point, as every one stops eating to glare 
in OUT direction. 



SORRY SHE SPOKE. 


Ybuny RobiTison {who has a very good (ypi/n/ion of himself^ and has just been introduced)* “ I 
THINK I 'VB MET YOXJR UnOLE, Mr. EeNEST BROWN, AT DOO SHOWS V* 

MissBrovm, “Oh yes, Uncle will go to those Dog Shows, and meets the most 
appalling People 1 ” ' I 


Boys ait down and eat enormous break- 
fast. Then Max throws himself back in 
his chair, and says loudly to Tommy, “ Look 
here. Stinker ” (this being Max’s elegant 
nickname for bis brother)^ “you’ve had 
three eggs already, so drop that one, and 
shut up.” So embarrassing. Then turn- 
ing to me, he says, “ I say, uncle, don’t 
they give you a jolly fine blow-out here! 
Awfully glad there ain’t any extra charge 
for an;^lSng, ain’t you ? ” Dislike e::^res- 
^ion “ blow-out,” especially when spoken 
loudly, and in presence of feminine Di-^ 
vinity sitting four seats lower down table. 

Hurry them out. They rush away to 
sands, I promising to join them after quiet 
smoke and study of to-day’s Times* 
Have hardly settled down in sitting-room 
when chambermaid, flushed and in semi- 
hysterical condition, enters and begs me to 
come at once tc boys’ room. I go, and find 


Nipper tied by pocket-haudkerchief to leg 
of l^d, en^ged^ih mortal combat with three 
green or^s. Large sand-eel sw i mmi n g 
round and round bath, which is tastefully 
festooned with rank-smelling sea-weed. 
Chambermaid positively refuses to “ do ” 
room at all. “Would sooner leave situa^ 
tion immediately, and have been here since 
hotel first opened, so there 1 ” This last 
expression seems conclusive, though,^ to 
my TYiin^ a trifle vague. She bursts into 
tears. Half-a-crown brings some consola- 
tion to her wO'Unded pride. She consents 
to scoop sand-eel out of bath, and re- 
arrange the room as a bedroom and not 
as an aquarium. 

Take refuge in my room, and lie down 
for an hour tO' recover. 


Suitable Song tor Boating Men. — ^T he 
last rows of Summer, 




TO MIDDELKERKE. 

The Bmooti paTing on the promenade along the digue at Ostend 


our machine.” Evidently they speak no French. I leaTO them to 
settle the difBioulty with ViNnEEBLANE, who speaks no Bngl^. 

“Je ne commends pas, Mademoiselle,” he sowers, ijoutely. 
“ You come off 1 ” they all cry, more anmly. “Je n’m sau r^n, 


is excellent. It could not be better. When the temperature in ^ „ Notre machine, comprenny f ” they explain. “ Cowr 

the sun last month was two hunted degrees, or more, tins “cette cabins est & vousf Mais il n’y avait nen 


HiiUJLiad -liJUfeiAoii. uvwxno, **««. *-^*-^ .r j" saV, * it S OUT 1 X 10 X 311111 ©. xVOUTTe, COOjprwmiOf t J- 

DeoeanW. And bicyclists are allowed to nde on the digue, west- > waitin’ here an hour,” they cry. Wbioh 

ward to- Middelkerke. So we rid© there. _ iB, to Bscy the least, improbable. Vandeeblank sits unmoved 

Somehow, I am rather disappointed with Middelkerke. One peopfe insid© say it’s ours,” they scream, 

cannot judge of the effect of it as a whole. Tim greater part or jg gj^y the least, an invention- YAND^pfeBiaANE answers 

it is being built, and a good deal of the remainder seems to have ^ word Then the young women lose their tempers alto- 
been pulled down. The roads will no doubt be excelleiit in time, gather, and’ scream in turn, ‘^YaJh! You take advantage of us 
but at present they do not exist at all. There used to be one speak French. You call yourself a gentleman? 

along the searfront, but this was washed away by a storm, ihe a cad.” And so on. While Vanoeebixank merely 

Middelkerkers thereupon resolved to build a new sea-wall j about calmly, at intervals, Vous pouvez dire tout oe pi0 wus 

three-quarters of a mile in length. Although five or six men .,.^, 7 ’ no. mJpti. Mvn.rirpiruht vMin uTt. motJ* At last, finding that 


trenches, heaps, holes, and excavatio-ns. The other thorough- 


fares, if they existed, would be in much the same condition in 
consequence of the building operations. Bexhill, in Sussex, or 
any other new little town, would look much the same after an 
earthquake. 

The best amusement at Ostend is bathing. Most of the bathers 


Id move the lighthou^, 
be water and kave him 
Robinson the Eovxe# 


A I*ittle Stepmotlxer. 

Uncle- Hullo 1 Dor, got a new doll? , , * 

Little MUs Dot. Hush, Uncle, dcm’t speak too load. She is 


are English or Germans; the men in charge of the machines are ixot one of my own, but belonged to Minnui Simfson, who- w^ 
Flemings, who speak more or less French. Polyglot disputes are eruel to her and ’bandoned her, so I have ’dopted her, but I don t 
frequent. One very hot morming, when there is a larger crowd ^sixit her to Imow b^use I mean to make no difference between 
than ever, Vanderblank and I wade into the water, as usual, an^ my (y^ doHies. , 

in search of a machine. At last, after wading about for some — 

time in vain, we perceive a double cabine, on the steps of which 


time in vain, we perceive a double cabine, on the steps of which 
there are no towels to indicate that it is engaged, after the present 
occupants have’ left it. So Vandbeblaj^k &stene up, and seats 
himself on the steps in indisputable possession. To him arrive 
three Ex^lish girlSj well-dressi, but noisy and vulgar, like many 
of the Englim visitors. “Hi!” says one, angrily, ‘^that’s 


SufiQlcient Excuse. 

Jones (to Brown). I say, old fellow, I saw you last m^t, after 
lat dinner. Your legs were uncommonly unsteady. 

Brown- No, dear boy : legs were right enoump It was my 
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DARBY JONES ON YARMOUTH AND 
BLOATERS. 

Honotjred Sir, — Groaning beneatli a 
Stin, which I shO'Uld say would easily ripen 
Bananas, Prickly Pears, Lum Quats, Pine- 
apples, Mangoes, or other Exotic Fruits, 
in the space of a couple of hours, I sit 
down to address you from a chair uphol- 
stered perhaps with the Mane and Tail 
of a swarthy Derby Winner, but a seat 
which I imagine must have been used as 
an Instrument of Torture in those Ages, 
when Dentists could not gain a Livelihood 
by reason of the Bold Barons who scoured 
the country extracting the Molars of those 
Financiers wjio declined to contribute to 
their Financial Wants.^ I mentioned this 
Historic Fact to Captain Rbitbrion, with 
whom I share the Cottage Omay by the 
Sad and Sultry Waves of the Ocean, and 
he bitterly regretted that these Happy 
Times were now No More. 

“Imagine, Darby” (I permit the Fami- 
liarity not usually granted to others of 
his Edney), “you and I mounted on a 
couple of Thoroughbreds, going out into 
the Fair Land of Norfolk, discovering 
where the Choicest Usurer resided, and 
holding our forecbips to his mouth, ex- 
claiming, 'Your money or your Teeth 1 
A splendid idea, thorou^ly appreciated 
by the late lamented Sir Walter Soott, 
Baronet 1 ” 

“A truce, Krittt,” I cried, “to your 
Pursyflage (spelling dubious). Now that 
we are in this town, so celebrated for the 
Piscine Riches of the Sea, I vote we put 
on our hats and collect some of the Far- 
famed Bloaters of Commerce, and des- 
patch them to our Patrons and Friends. 
They will not he ungrateful I ” 

The Motion was no sooner put before 
the House than it was, like the grant 
which will be made to that Gallant War- 
rior Sir Herbert Kitchener, Sirdar, &c., 
<Sbc., carried nem. con,, or “without con- 
sidering consequences.” Personally, hon- 
oured Sir, I have no great affection for the 
Bloater. I prefer the Low-lying Sole, ihe 
Obstreperous Salmon, and the Rubicund 
Mullet, not to mention the Green-Eyed 
Lobster and the Captious Crab. But there 
are those of mv Acquaintance, who revel 
in the flavour of Yarmouth Sea-game, and 
having a few Silver Pieces of the Realm 
— ^the outcome of toil in your servioe^in 
my pocket, I resolved to supply them with 
a Fish Breakfast, Dinner, or Supper at 
“Nix” to themselves and a Moderate Cost 
to me. We chanced across an exceedingly 
Fair-spoken Monger in this Department of 
Ocean Industry, t^o assured us that his 
Fish-relishes had been patronised by ah 
the Crowned Heads of Europe, Asia and 
Africa, as also the Presidents of the United 
States, France, and the Republic of An- 
dorre, a country of which I honestly con- 
fess I was till then Geographically igno- 
rant. He expressed his Sincere Regard for 
the Turf, and was glad to know that we 
were Patrons of the Same, and he pro- 
mised on payment (not taking anybody on 
the “ nod ”) to send ver passenger train 
our parcels of the Delicacies of the Deep 
to the named addreisses. I am bound to 
say that he fulfilled his contract, judging 
by the letters and telegrams of which I 
have rince been the Unhappy Recijjient. 
Oue is from a Lady (who shall he incog- 
nita) : — 

Have you lost all your senses as well as your 
money at Yarmouth ? My house is being fumi- 
gated.’’ 



RESPICE FINEM. 

Scene — A little JRace Meeting, under Local Rules ound ManageTnenU 

Starter, “’Ere ’s a pretty mess ! Two Runners— the Favourite won’t start— and 
IP I let the other win, the Crowd ’ll just about Murder me ! ” 


A second, from a Sporting Friend, runs : 

“ We have plenty of foxes in our country, thank 
you.’' 

A third (on a Post-Card) wae cruelly 
worded ; — 

“ Your beastly bloaters have killed my wife’s 
favourite cat. Norfolk is famous for partridges. 
Send us a couple of brace to destroy the odour of 
your filthy joke.” 

In a fourth (a telegram) I read ; — 

** Railway Company only delivered parcel under 
protest, ^'^^y try and poison our innocent chil- 
dren ? ” 

And so on, and so on. ^ 

Such, honoured Sir, is the unhappy result 
of trying to introduce one’s Friends to 
Usually Prized Specialities. Of course I 
immediately confronted the Dealer in 
these Deleterious Delectations. All un- 
abashed by my Righteous Anger, he im- 
pudently declared that the Bloater Season 
had not commenced. Whether he was 
speaking the Ever-precious Truth I know 
not, but he resolutely declined to make 
good the loss of Money and Position which 
I had sustained by his Callous Grasping at 
an Illicit Trade. There should be a time 


when Bloaters, like Oysters, are legally out 
of Season. I write thus fully, because, all 
unwittingly, I made You and your hon- 
oured Comrade Sir Fraisbr Punnett, 
victims of this gross deception. I trust 
that you will both charitably forgive the 
Unsavoury End of a Well-meant Souvenir.* 
I confess that I felt so Radically upset after 
getting the above Abusive and Undeserved 
Co-rrespondence, that I was rash enough 
to place more Ready Money than I could 
well afford on Chon Kina for the (Jreat 
Yarmouth Welter Handicap. I can only 
be rescued from Durance Tile and the 
E<^uine Chair aforesaid mentioned, by the 
prompt attention of your ever docile 
Chancellor of the Exchequer to the press- 
ing need of your disconsolate hut devoted 
Servitor, 

Darby Jones. 

* We are still very ill, and Six F. P.’s cook has 
giv.n notice. Darby Jones ^ as not sest to Yar- 
mouth as a fish purveyor, and we should like to 
know why a bill for the bloaters has been for- 
warded to our private address ? — ^Ed. 

Appropriate CHAms por Boohmakebb. 
—“Settles.” 
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aUIIE THE GOSEESE; OB, SNAPSHOTS AT EDAM. 

1% the North Sea^ Sept, 10 , 3 ,| 98 . 

Dbab Mb. EditoBj — ^May I in priiiter’s’ itiIt a few m- 

fltantaneons and fleeting. unpressiozui cineniate'graphed tlds mom- 
ing on a very -delightful % excursion to cheese-land provided us by 
the Poreign, Press Beceptibn, Coniniittee ? As far as I can sorb 
them, l^ey are, roughly, as follows : 

No. 1. Kwadijk Station; North Holland. Train deposits a 
hundred and forty copfrhres and conscB'urs, decorated with the 
silver star and black-, and-red nbbon (Amsterdam colours), and 
duly free-passeb. Outside station, sixty “tent-waggons” — a won- 
derful sort of shandry’dan with black leather hood, something 
like a four-wheeled Cape-cart, waiting for us. We mount by twos 
and threes, and procession starts along brick-paved road for 
Bdani; tjireie miles off. Vanguard of the string of vehicles, so far 
ahead that they look like a line of performing fleas, filing past 
geometrical dikes and avenues. 

'No. 2. dteWf up at fatuous cheese;works belonging partly to 
I)ut(m Minister, in^ England,, ?aro^^ van Goldstein Oldbnalleb. 
We contribute our mite,, and uwesct . dairy. Should lik» to be 
the eighty .oowsr here, an-d. have nice stall fitted up* With 
Delft ware^' looking-glass, odl-cloth, and carpet of s^a-shelfe, and 
be tended by dames with diamond iiead-dresi^, and young.ladies 
m ^It ^hehn^ts. Stalls quite remind one of row of studios. 
Wham, good CQws die, they must surely oonae to Edam, with its 
cqat-of-arms; of thr^e stars and a cow. 

Nq*. 8- Pxooessiqn starts again, joined now by three carved native 
^gs (this does not imply cannibalism, only the florid and antique 
design sometimes seen in merry-go-rounds), SOon we oast out 
oar shoe over Edam, and state entry begins. Much talk in Hoi- 
^neral,” but what are they compared with 
Estate ? W© have been “ inaugurated ” in Amsterdam 
jlpfeered ” into the Hague, but our really tiiumpbal arrival 


is. at Edam. Our Jan points out the oldest, the longest, the 
squarest, and the richest inhabitants respectively. We — persons 
ably representing various leading periodicals— find out the 
prettiest for ourselves (and the ugliest for each other). 

No. 4. The njarket square, gay with Coronation bunting. 
Hundreds of shining cheeses piled like cannon-balls. Cheese- 
fan ders busy bargaining. Two resounding smacks on the hand 
signifies “ Done.^^ One slap, I think, means “ Cheese it I ” After 
much tapping and boring, the yellow heaps are carried off by 
pirates in white canv^ suits, weighed and bought by the 150 kilo. 
Too much for one lunch, so we pass on to Cattle Show. Fine 
beasts, Beemster breed, four le^ each, rosettes on tail, give 
25 litres of milk per day or per annum (I for^t which — not good 
at live stock). I 

No. 5. Lunch at Town Hall. Grand reception by hospitable 
Mayor, Mr. Calkobn, in Court dress. Parade of naval cadets 
playing ** Wilhelmus ” in square. Sit opposite My'or, and try 
to persuade him he is really Scotch— Colqohoun. He won't have 

it. Everybody clamours for Ms autograph, which he obligingly 
gives, to the CTeat detriment of his lunch. Speeches by persons 
ably representi^ various leading periodicals, and M. Jules 
Claretib. Finish w|;th slices of ^eese eaten like cake. 

No. 6. Rest of party off in tnh-echmtm (primitive canal-boats) 
to Volendam and Marken. Am left lamenting on towing-path, 
with train to catch. Very sorry to leave Cheese-dom. Motto in 
future shall be JSdam vit vivam* Yours Dutchly, Z. IJ. X. 

New Bbadino of Shaksfeabb.—“ There be Land Rates ami 
Water Rates.” (Merchant o/ Fcnice, Act L, So. 3.) 


Obicketlana.— When the eye of an Hawke never fails: In 
demding the County C3mmpionship. 
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A CASE FOR THE VET. 


“LEHERS MAY BE ADDRESSED HERE.” “letter might 

To Nancy tuei'e — or anywiiieiro — 


Mt ears ware deaf, my eye® were blind, 
My heart was lead, my luck wag down, 

I felt that Heaven was far from kind — 
Tot Nancy had gone out of town. 

I passed the shops unheeded by, 

Yet, as I sauntered sadly West, . 

One window-notice' caught my eye — 

That letters nd^t be there addressed 1 ” 

* * * * * 

Letters! The irony of Fate! 

Though I might write without ado 
To half a dcKsen girls I hate, 

I may not send a line to you. 

My days would change from dark to li^t. 
From sighs to lau^ter, gloom to jest. 


Be there ” — or anywhere — addressed ” ! 

I 'd tell you, might I only write— 

It does not seem too much to say— 
That London 's empty of delight 
Since every one has gone away I 
I ’d tell you how I oft recall 
My pl-easant friends, both old and new, 
I ’d tell you how I miss them all, 

If I might only write to you. 

I’d tell you how reverse of gay, 

How dun and dreary London seenw, 
And how I curge each lagging day. 

And bless night only for its dreams. 

I ’d tell you how your voice still rings 
Within my memory, dear and true. 


I ’d tell you — oh 1 a heap of things, 

If I might only write to you. 

If I might only write to you, 

I ’d tell you that I don’t forget— 

By Jove, I know what I will do! 

(By Jove, I’ll write to Nancy yet!) 

My letter to the Friend of Man, 

The Great Consoler, I ’ll address ; 
Perhaps he ’ll give it you — ^he can — 
Perhaps— I wonder, wiU you guess? 

Supposing that you chance to spy 
This yarn of mine', and read it through, 
I wonder if you ’ll guess ’twas I 
Who wrote and meant it all for you. 
You love forget -me-noits, I know, 

I ’d send you, if I dared, a bunch — 

At that I ’ll let my letter go 
To Nancy, care of Mr. Fvmh ” 1 


“Hallo, Old Ohap, what^s happened?*’ 

“Oh, the beastly thing fell with me coming down a Hill, and since then it 's 
BEEN going so CONFOUNDEDLY LaMB IN FRONT, 1 ’VB HAD TO LEAD IT I ” 


ADVERTISED APARTMENTS. 

Bead between the Lines. 

PAYING GUESTS received. Electric 
light, an extra; excellent table, of its 
kind; poor food; smoke-roo'ins (all the 
chimneys smoke) ; bath (h. and c.), 
meaning hired andi cracked. Terms 
mod., compared to first-class hotel. 
Close to uncferground and ’buses. Trains 
shake the whole house, and receive the 
boarder’s abuses. — ^Address X. Y. Z. 

A FEW (as many as possible) gentlemen 
and ladies received in a lady’s (^ex-cook 
and butler’s) private house at Kenning- 
ton. Not a boarding house. Immoderate 
(inclusive of all lands of unheard-of 
extras) terms. Piano (five-finger exer- 
cise all day). Cycle accommodation (in 
front yard). (Small and) early dinner. — 
Address, Madame G., Cheddar Road. 


WBATHERWISE. 

[A reproBentative of the Daily TeUfftanh in* 
quired of Mr. Brodib, at the Meteordogical 
Office, how lone the heat-spell wsb likely to last. 
‘*It is impoBsible to say,” was the reply. — Tide 
mtermew^ &epternber lO.J 

Weather prophet, tell me, pray, 
Please do not decline. 

Is it going to rain to-day, 

Or will it be fine ? 

Said the weather prophet, "Nay, 

’Tis impossible to say.^^ 

How long will this heat-spell last P 
Shall we have a breeze? 

Is the greatest heat now past P 
Will it ever freeze ? 

Said the weather prophet, "Nay, 

’Tis impossible to sayJ^ 

Shall we have much fog this year, 
River mist, brhaze? 

Will the atmosphere be clear 
In these Autumn days P 

Said the weather prophet, "Nay, 

’Tis impossible to say.^* 

Will the equinoxes blow 
In the coming season P 

Do you think we shall have snow P 
If so, give your reason. 

Said the weather prophet, "Nay, 

*Tis impossible to say.” 


'Overheard near the G. E.*. B. 

Se. Is that a dog that I hear ? 

She. No, dear, it ’s the train coming in. 
He. Then it must be a Barking traui. 
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WITH MAEO-AEET AT MARGATE. 

**Oh, a Daisy I a perfect Daisy!” exclaimed an enthnsi* 
astio pa^enger on returning from Ms tMrd voyage o-n board the 
good sMp La Marguerite, to Boulogne and ba^, having been 
favoured vnth exceptionally beautiful weather, calm sea, cloud- 
less sky, and the gentlest of .i^olian-harpish 'winds that not in- 
frequently play sweetly in tLe Channel. “Mle est une Mar- 
gven^I Uw Marguerite^ parfcnte!” the accompli^ed linguM 
explained, buoyantly adding, so as to make his meaning per- 
fectly clear to the meanest capacity, ‘‘As there is no night 
travelling on board, La Marguerite, she being ‘built Imat 
way, is intendSed only for a Day-sea!” Fortunately the ohur- 


good ship forthmth proceeding to her moorings in the Thames. 
The best news has sin<» been received of tn© health of tMs 
nautical Faust, whom it was not necessary to put under re- 
straint, but whose end might have been tragic (seeing that La 
Marguerite, having finish^ her voyages, wul not heard of 
again for another year), but for the timely care and attention of 
Mr. J. L. Toolh, who thoroughly uiMersfcands the treatment of 
persc^ suhj^t to fits of jocority, and who, as ev^ one will be 
^hgh^ to learn, is enjoying the sear'breeses on tne salubrious 
Kentai^ Koast. Up to now, tout w lnm,^(From mr oum 
Special VorrespoudeT^, Mephisto Mimr.”) 






OUR CHILDREN. No. 3. 

“■Co7i*'d WASHIIfOTOi, NBVEE TOLD A StOET!” 


THE HUMOEIST AND THE HOHENZOLLEEN. 

Guillaume II. recherche surtout eomme conTiree des ‘ rietirs * . , . 
comme il a coutume de dire.**— M aueicb Lbudbt.] 

William, though You would like to live uuknowiL 
In that peculiar sphere where fate has set You, 

The Rontgen rays ‘^whioh beat upon a throne ” 

Won’t let You. 

Shrink as You may from every sort of show, 

The shameless' scribe, well knowing how to push, *11 
Refuse to have You hide Your' light below 
A bui^el. 

And once a stalwart Teuton even braved 
The risk of durance in a dungeon’s dry vat. 

And told U8 candidly how You behaved j 
In private I 

How many miles of uniforms You kept, 

How lark-like from Your bed You loved to sally. 

With facts that no one ought to' know except 
Your valet. 

Inmortunate 1 whom no rebuke could snub, 

Yearning to fathom secrets yet unsoimded, 

IntO' the chamber where You t^e Yotir tub 
He bounded 1 I 

And here ’s another book about You now, 

A Gaulish work — ^an enemy hath done) it 1 
He paints Your regal kitchen, shows us ;bow 
You run it. ! 

Plucking aside the kiny y veil divine 
Things sacred (or profane) the man exposes ; 

Your meads he numbers; yea, Your fo6d and wine 
He noses. 

And what a picture here^to haunt the brain ! 

Those little luncheon-parties at the p^aoe ; 

The. quips aqd mots, that circle as You dridn 
, The chalice. 

It seems Your’shbtle senses revel in* 

’ Allusive language ‘ ^oed with Attic flavour : 

" We never dreamed that humorists could win 

' Your favour I ■ 


Speaking as one apprenticed to the trade, 

I own to feeling some respectful wonder ; 

We must, we other mountebanks, have made 
A blunder I 

We thought you did not care for funny men ; 

That special gaols were built to overawe them ; 

That jokes were not congenial even when 
You saw them. 

That was our fixed opinion ever since 
We heard of You ; but now we know our error : 

You are the jester’s Patron, not his Prince 
Of Terror. 

You stroke us royally upon the back ; 

My good buffoons,” You very kindly term us : 

You are not after all so very pach- 
-ydermous. 

For m^ who in some foolish doggrel fitte 
On Your supposed opaqueness once reflected — 

Hot coals of fire possess my head ; I sit 
Corrected 1 

Verbatim 1 recant my old offence, 

Who wrongly v^ote— “ There, never was a rumour 

Ur asking Hohenzollems for a sense 
Of humour.” 

So may dl misco(n,ceptions melt away, 

Till, like to lambs in jolly bleating weather, 

German and Briton smile aloud and play 
Together I 


The Oldest and, the Shortest Drama in the World, 

He, Will you ? 

She. Oh 1 1 do not know I 

' [ fVhich “ know ” mecmt that she said **yes'' 

T\ Otm Own Soholah to pboposed New Fbbnoh 

Diotionabt.— . SouMwcr”— “to be a ‘ penny-a-line^.’ ” Deriv. 
Sou — penny ; hgne — a line. 


East London Wathb Sttpplt, Poplae.— IJ npopWl 
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THE COMPLETE STOEY WEITEE, 

m. 

Wb may now proceed to instruct the 
young authoiT in the art of composing an- 
other variety of magazine story, which 
can he turned out with even less trouble 
than the previous eccamples. It may be 
defined as the Yague and Impressionist 
Sketch, and it is much fancied by editors 
just now. The only rules which the young 
author must observe in making it are, to 
avoid any point in the title, to< begin in 
the miMe of the story, and to end at the 
beginning. Careful study of the example 
appended will make these instructions 
dear. 

IDYLL. 

She drew her chair a little closer to the 
table, and stretched out her hand towards 
the sugar-tongs. 

“ And that is your only reason, Hbnbt P ” 
she asked. 

Ho sieM ^ply. «My only reason, 
MA.BaAnBTp No, I dare not say ’that. 

» Supposing, for instance 

broke off , abruptly, and there was a 


pause. Six lumps of sugar dropped into 
the cup vrith a sullen splash. 

‘*But surely,” she said, vrith infinite 
meaning in her voice, “if it h^pened 
otherwise, it would be different, Hbnet? 
And then there are consolations. Yes,” 
s^ reputed, dreamily, “ there are always 
consolations. Will you have some caln© ? ” 

Hbnbt started to his feet, sttmg to the 
quick, by her words. “ Pah I ” he cried, 
contemptuously, “ what a vacuous soul is 
yours I Do you ever feel the stress of life, 
Maboabet ? The keen hitter-sweet search 
after the nebulous ideal ? The swift, grim 
ironic sense of strumle with an over- 
powering and unintelligible destiny, that 
tortures all humanity on one complex rack, 
and obliges me to tdk like this for pages 
together?” And, seizing a large shoe 
of cake in each hand, he devoured them 
greedily in alternate mouthfuls* 

Maboabet rose, and moved to the vrin- 
do-w, gazing wearily at the watercart 
passing uMemeath. 

“Misery is the only happiness,” she 
murmured, “and only white things aie 
black.” ” 

“Two s^iLgrams,” Hbnbt mumbled, hi& 


mouth full of cake. “Two brilliant epi- 
grams, and I haven't made any yet. 
Margaret, the habitual liar is the only 
truthful man ! ” 

The girl nodded. “ What insight I ” she 
said. “What keen perception of the uni- 
versal muddle ! Yes, Henry, it is even as 
you say. But if you knew the ardent glow 
of love that surges in my unquiet heart — 
but, ah! it must not be,” and turning 
towards the fire-place, she lifted the poker 
and stroked it tenderly. 

“Certainly not,” cried BDbnbt. “If I 
proposed to you, you 'd have to accept me 
or refuse me, and, in either case, some- 
thing would happen. In our stories, 
Margaret, nothing ever happens.” 

“ You are right,” said the other, simply. 
“ You are quite right. Nothing ever hap- 
pens — only sweet, soulful conversation like 
this. But what,” she added, with a sudden 
sense of fear, “what will you do now, 
Henry? Oh, the grey dreariness of life! 
What will you do now ? ” 

Henry pushed his cup towards her reso- 
lutely, almost defiantly. “I will drink,” 
he said, “ another cup of tea.” 

YIXI PTTELLIS NUPEB IDONETJS* 
I have lived and I have loved, 

As I live, I '11 love no more. 

With a fancy, that has roved, 

And a heart but little moved, 

Love's attractions have I proved 
By the score. 

I am sick of billets-doux, 

Which have nothing new to say. 
And of tender verses too ; 

Woman, if you want to woo, 

To refresh a do 

Find a way* 

But I am embarrassed now, 

And my brain in horror whirls. 
There will surely be a row— 

I have made the self-same vow 
To I canH remember how 

Many girls. 

If the gods but save my mte, 

Perilled in this awful mess, 
Though the fair may lie in wait, 

I will leave them to their fate, 

Being sworn to celibate 

Happiness. 


A BOLD ADVENTURE. 

A REPUTEDLY accurate weekly paper an- 
nounces that a Band for the Benefit of 
Bachelors has |ust been started with the 
object of mendmg and damix^ the under- 
clothes of unmarried men. w course, it 
will be known as the Cuff and Collar Band. 
But ^^DistirwuonSf monamif dMmguom!^ 
as the Ango’-Indian magistrate says in 
Bmind the World in BigMy I>ay$* There 
are bachelors and bachelors. There is the 
cut-and-dried celibate, who will look upon 
the readjustment of his linen or the filling 
in of the chasms in his socks in much the 
same light, as he would the soling of his 
hoots or Ihe renovation of his dEmney- 
pot. But on the other hand, there are 
numerous unmated fledgelings, j^v birds, 
and even hopeless Benedicts, who will 
regard the delicate adjustment of a button 
or the refined sewing of a tape as a service 
not to be reoompmised by ordinary dlroee. 


planned, that it is only ri^t and proper to 
exolaim— Bachelor^ bewwel 
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UNSOCIABLE. 

Madame Theosojphia, *‘Tell me, have yoit never seen a Vision ? 
Never welcomed some strange Spirit prom the Unseen 'World?** 
Mrs.Smdair* Never. But then I entertain so little.** 


OUR BOOraG-OPIIOE. 

It is liard even for the practised novelist to live np to the first 
chapter of Eoden^s Corner (^Smith, Elder) . For dramatic situa- 
tion, intensity, and simplicity of narrative, it is marvellous. 
Mr. Seton Mbbriman does very well, more especially when he 
comes across the sole witness of the death-bed scene, the Prof essor 
von Holzen. The Professor is about as deeply d^ed a villain as 
is made in Germany, and my Baronite has no invidious meaning 
when he says that Mr, Merriman is thoroughly at home with ! 
him. The plot is ingenious and new, unless, indeed, suggestion 
of it be found buried in Blue Books reporting results of enquiries 
by Board of Trade inspectors into the death-breeding trades of 
the potteries. The blackness of Von Holzen^s doings is plea- 
santly relieved by the sprightly ways of Miss Margmrite TVade, 
and the delightfully stohd Major White, who, when wrong is 
done, feels an irresistible incfination to “thump somebody.’" 
The least successful character in the story is Mr, Boden, who 
gives the book his name. But his Corner is excellent. 

M. Paul Bourget must have become suddenly very much im- 
pressed by a recent study of David Gopperfield, under its French 
title of Le Neveu de ma T ante, to have selected for, as it were, 
the part of “ Chorus ” in his La Duchesse BUue, such a noodle 
as is M. Vincent la Croix, the weak-kneed amateurish artist, 
who so evidently stands in the relationship of the verdant 
David towards his idol James Steerforth, who, with evil 
character, and gifted, moreover, with literary and dramatic 
talent, appears in this novel under the style and title of “ J acques 
Molan, le cdhhre romander et auteur dramatique” Moreover, 
when Molan has selected Vincent as his confidant and amiable co- 
conspirator against the happiness of the unfortunate inginue 
Camille, the theatrical Little Dm^ly of this story, 
the author, as if suddenly struck^ by a qualm of lite- 
rary conscience, makes the unblushing Molan suddenly ^y 
to his friend Vincent, ^‘J^ai envie de fappler Daisy, 
ma pdquereite, comme le jeune homme naif du Neveu de ma 
TanteJ* So Steerforth, meeting his worshipper David, in the 


Golden Cross Hotel in town, exclaims, “ My dear young Davy, 
you are a very Daisy I” and subsequently he asks, “will you 
mind my calling you Daisy ? ” “ Not at all,” says David Copper- 
field. And Daisy he was hencefo'rth. It must be of very great 
assistance to any author to start his work in this way. The 
Baron only notes the above fact by way of su^estion to those 
who, blessed,^ or otherwise^ by Providence, with a talent for 
romance-writing, do not quite see how to set about their work, 
and not as a recommendation, or in coinmendation, of La Duchesse 
Bleue. 

'Welcome, most welcome is a volume of Pages and Pictures 
from Forgotten Children's Boohs, by Andrew 'w. Tuer, F.S.A. 
(Leadenhall Press, Ltd.). “Forgotten!” No I “Though lost 
to sight to memory dear,” and a few of them are certainly within 
the recollection of not quite the oldest inhabitant. But how 
refreshingly simple and delightful are they one and all! John 
Gilpin again, going as strong as ever ! Sandford and Merton, 
and Jaclc the Giant Killer, cum multis aliis. Old friends with 
old faces; but most of them quite new to the Baron and his 
ocquales. It would require a Charles Lamb, with ample time 
at his command, to write an essay on this most rare collection, 
to which “all success,” says The Baron de B.-W. 

GOOD BUSINESS I 

[A well-known ’sland up river will not at present pass into the hands of 
advertisement- oontraetors. It was purchased thirty years ago for £70, and 
was offered last week at a sale for the reserve price of £4000, which, needless 
to say, was not reached.] 

Glover’s Island is safe for the moment, 

The Philistine’s hand has been stayed ; 

Father Thames yet preserves the eyots and the curves 
By lovers of Richmond surveyed. 

The price was four thousand as upset 
By the auctioneer-mayor last week ; 

But the owner ’s upset, for he scarcely could get 
For his island a bidder to speak ! 

One humourist bid him a tanner, 

Another a tenner or two, 

But not one was' content to* pay thousands per cent. — 

So' we stdl keep the famous old view 1 


VOX STELLAEUM. 

The customary Prophetic Almanacks are now out for 1899, 
with their discreetly vague predictions of battle, murder and 
sudden death, their customary cartoons of performing skeletons 
and dead horses, their Russophobe wamiugs to John Bull, and 
their amiable platitudes about “ strange and unexpected events 
in March.” and “a feeling of great uneasiness at the end of 
the year.’’ The Prophets, however, are provokingly silent about 
many important points in the future which we would fain have 
elucidated. For instance, Mr. Punch, and the public generally, 
would like to know what answer the stars are giving to the 
following questions : 

When justice is going to be done in the miserable Dreypus 
case, and how many more resignations and suicides are going to 
be caused by a twopenny-halfpenny bordereau, or a forged petit 
bleu. 

How many wars will result from the Tsar’s Peace manifesto*. 

When Great Britain is going to pre-empt Delagoa Bay and 
bring the Boers to their senses. 

When Li Hung Chang is going to be finally deprived of his 
peacock feather. 

What “graceful concession” the Government will make to 
Mabchand to induce him to evacuate Fashoda. 

When the Khaliea will return the Sirdar’s call at Omdurman, 
and enjoy Her Majesty’s hospitality. 

When the muzzling order will be relaxed. 

When the present Summer will end. 

W’hen the German Emperor will cease referring in his public 
speeches to his grandfather, who surely does not want any 
further advertisement. 

When London will even distantly resemble Paris in having its 
streets properly and uniformly built and illuminated. 

When the British cabman will be satisfied with his exact fare. 

When we shall cease to he reminded on every hoarding of the 
triumphs of the pill-trade. 

When the Hooleys and the Hooligans will retire into private 
life. 

When — ^but the catalogue of questions is endless. If only the 
Prophets would favour us with information on these points, we 
should be really obliged to them. These gentlemen have yet time 
to revise the future, as 1898 has still three more months to run. 
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SUNDAY MORNING. 

Cyclist {to rmal polmTmn). ^^ITiobj Cbowd out this Mokning T’ 

Emal Policeman {who has recewed a tij?). “Yes, an’^yer can’t do with ’em! If yee 

’OLLBES AT ’EM, THEY HONLY TURNS BOUND AND SAYS, ‘PiP, PIP’ 1” 


DEEAM MUSIC. 

Often, in slnmbor as I Ke, 

A solemn and mysterious strain 

Of weird and wionc&ous melody 
Thrills throu^ my ear, and haunts my 
brain. 

Its glorious notes, with throb and swell, 
Across my drowsiiig senses sweep ; 

With rai>turous joy I own its spell, 

And with its anguish I must weep. 

I strive (yet, ah I it may not be) 

As from thio' chains of sleep I break, 

To bring that melody with me, 

Alas ! I lose it when I wake. 

At last I burst from slumber’s grips 
While yet its words impetuous ran 

Out of my half -awakened lips : 

“ Our Lodger ’s such a Nice Young Man.^^ 


THE COMPLETE STOET WHITER. 

rv. 

No manual intended to assist the young 
author could be considered complete, unless 
it provided instruction in the art of writing 
the sporting story. It is possible that 
one or two trifling errors may be^ detected 
in the following example, but nevertheless 
it is the sort of thing which a magarine- 
editor jumps at. 

LOLLIPOP’S LEGER. 

Vast excitement reigned in the paddock 
at Sandown, where crowds of betting men 
were eagerly laying odds of thirty to forty 
against the field. The moment for the 
decision of the great race waa fast ap- 
proaching, and, until an hour before. Lolli- 
pop had oeen strong favourite — Lollipop, 
Clarence Plantagbnet’s pet horse', who 
so often carried his master in the Eow, and 
who had won the- Derby at Ascot in such 
gallant style, jumping every hurdle with 
consummate ease. But quite suddenly 
a wild rumour spread among the crowd 
that Lollipop had broken down. Many 
refused to believe it, especially those 
who on the previous afternoon had seen 
Clarence Plantagbnet exercising the St. 
Leger favourite round Belgrave Square. 
Still the report gained stren^h, and 
it was positively asserted by well-informed 
persons that Lollipop had been unable to 
touch his breakfast-^oonsisting, as usual, 
of carrots and sugar. 

From the summit of the Grand Stand 
Clarence Plantagenet watched the seeth- 
ing crowd with an air of calm disdain. By 
his side stood the lovely Dorothea Vava- 
sour, regarding him with anxiety. 

''Oh, Clarence!” she exclaimed, "is 
Lollipop really all right? I heard some 
one say he wasn’t fully wound up.” 

Clarence looked down at her with an 
inscrutable smile on his pale face. " Fear 
not, darhng^” he replied, tenderly. " I can 
answer for it that Lollipop is fully wound 
up. My victory is certain, and tibe prize 
is — yourself ! ” 

" But you risk so much I Would it not 
be well to — ^tot ditch P ” 

" To hedge,” amended her lover. " No, 
Dorothea, that were cowardice. Let me 
see ” — ^he drew a dainty betting-book from 
his pocket — "when Lollipop wins, I shall 
receive £85,769 14«. 7id. And then your 
mercenary p^ents can object no longer, 
and I can claim you as my bride,” 

Unseen by the speakers, a man with most 
unjjrepossessing features was hstening to 
their conversation. " Fools 1 ” he muttered. 
" Contemptible fools I As sure as my name 


is Tho3£as Turfite, Lollipop will not win 
to-day. Disguised as a stable-boy, did I 
not myself administer a poisoned apple to 
him last night?” And stepping down 
among the crowd, he proceeded tO' stake 
thousands of pounds against the favourite. 

At last came' the time for the race'. A 
murmur of astonishment was heard when 
the famiHar figure of Lollipop appeared 
with the rest in -the premninary trot.. 
True, his action seemed a little stiff, but 
he looked the picture of health. Beside 
him at the starting-post stood his owner, 
who placed his hand caressingly on his 
horse’s neck. 

The gun fired, and the horses started — ^in 
every sense. One need not describe the 
race; the St. Leger course, as every one 


knows, is fifteen times ro-und Sandown. 
From the first Lollipop led, and finally, 
amid terrific cheers, won by about a mile. 

Clarence Plantagenet lowered his 
dasses, and clasped Dorothea in his arms. 
''Did I not teill you so?” he said. 
"Thomas Turfite is foiled again! Last 
nidit, my Dorothea, the scoundrel gave 
poor Lollipop a poisoned apple.” 

" Good Heavens 1 ” cried Dorothea. 
" But then, how did the poor horse— ? ” 
"He died at 9 p.m.,” said Clarisnob, 
solemnly. "But, determined not to be 
beaten, I had him stuffed immediately, 
^d a clockwork motor arranged in has 
interior. So he was fuUy wound up, and 
we will be married immediately.” 

This is the history of Lollipop^s Leger. 
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EUROPEAN DISARMAMENT. 

{By Mr. Pmick's own Prophet . ) 

The year 1950 is destined tO' go down to- history as the yeai 


of a great proposition. In that year the Tsar of All the Rnssias 
put foirward a suggestion for a general European disarmament. 
The suggestion was received with respect by the press and the 


public, with enthusiasm by the various Peace” Societies, and 
with scepticism by^ those in authority. Elderly men hinted that 
the same proposition had been mad© before aiud from the same 
quarter ; statesmen shrugged their shoulders', and the sat 

— adroitly enough—upon a fence in a leading article. 

And yet the condition of Europe at this date made the Tsar’s 
proposals not untempting. For more than fifty years Germany, 
France, Italy, and the rest had been groaning under the blessings 
of peace. Military expenditure' throughout Europe had grown 
enormously, and the burden of compulsory service had propor- 
tionately increased. It had been the beneficent province of 
^ience^ to invent weapons of destruction, so exquisite in their 
ingenuity, and so costly in manufacture that every nerve had to 
be strained by the Great Powers to pay the bill. Rifle succeeded 
rifle with bewildering rapidity, each more perfect and more ex- 
pensive than the last, and each, of course, necessitating the 
withdrawal of the former one. The fashion in quick-firing guns 
altered even more quickly than those guns fired, and the new 
patterns were seldom in use a couple of years before — such was 
the progress” of science — ^they were superseded. Every im- 
provement in the guns required a new ammunition, and every 
ii^rovement in the ammunition re(g[uired a new tyx)e of gun. 
“Peace” seemed likely to produce universal national bankruptcy. 

Taxation had increased by leaps; and bounds in all the countries 
of Eur^e, and the National Debt of France reached the “ re- 
cord” figure of two thousand millions amid general rejoicings 
among all good Republicans. It really did seem as if, with all 
this expenditure upon the army of what was still willed “the 
Republic,” the recovery of Alsace and Lorraine was only a ques- 


tion of time. It is true the taxpayer was heard at times to com* 
plain that his burdens were getting beyond the limit of his 
capacity to bear them, but the shooting of a few small shop- 
keepers soon silenced these cavils, and every one agreed tlmt 
the hated Bourgeoisie could- not be pennitted to dictate the 
policy of the country. 

In Germany the pressure of militarism upon the population 
had not ziown lighter with years. As weapons grew more scien- 
tific in their construction, and more deliwite in their manipula- 
tion, the term of compulsory service for every citiscen had steadily 
lengthened, until by now it had reached the trulj^ ma^^nificent 
term of five years, a term, curiously enough, identical with that 
of our English penal 8<*rvitude. The five years of military train- 
ing exacted from every citizen before he could begin the task of 
earning his own living, heavily handicapped the youth of the 
country in the struggle for existence, ana caused a considerable 
reduction of the tax-paying population through emigration. 
Thus, with a rising expenditure and a sinking exchequer, the 
German Emperor found himself face to face with insolvency. 

Such was the state of things then when the Tsar of that day 
promulgated his famous letter advocating total or partial dis- 
armament, to the astonishment of the chancelleries of Europe. 

I No one could understand how so eminently sane and civilised 
a proposal could have emanated from St. Petersburg, and think- 
i ing men noted it as remarkable that Western Europe had had to 
wait for the suggestion of the ruler oi a half barbirous empire, 
before the idea of putting an end to a preposterotm and 
intolerable system occurred to its mind- The statesmen of 
Europe, however, took a different view. They hinted at inte- 
rested motives on the part of Eusma (which was known to be 
in the last stages of indigence), pointed out the chimerical nature 
of the proposition, and the practical difficfulties it involv^, 
acknowledged the inconveniences of the present state of affairs, 
but deploxw the impossibility of altering it. 

And that was the state of things when our Prophet awoke out 
of the trance in which this vision of 1050 had plunged him. 
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AUGUSTE AOT) LUDWIG. 

A Little Dinner* 

Ludwig. Ah, how go it, dear Mister Colleague ? I regret my- 
self very that I sotmething belated am. j 

Auguste. In delay, dear Mister? Not of the ahl Mr. Robin- I 
son is not yet arrived- But see there our friend. Ah, mon cher 
Robinson, Qa va hien ? 

BoUnson. THs-hien, merci. Ach, Kerr Muller , wie gehi^s? 

Farlez-vous frangais^lors f 
Lud. Ach nein! We speak ever English together. 

Aug. For sure. And not so bad, is it not, Mr. Muller? We 
are very strong as philologues all the two. Eh well, if we were 
putting us to table ? Wish you to sit you by there ? It is that. 

Perfectly I The window is all great open. It is damage that in 

England one dines never in full air. Li France 

Lud, And in Germany 

Aug. Perfectly. But recall you that our friend is English. 

Boh. Don’t mind me. Besides, you^re both light.^ 

Aug, Ah, you are one cannot more amiable. But in effect, by 
a such hotness, when one would will to couch him at the fine 
star, one suffocates at the house, above all at London. At Paris, 
at the Wood, one csan to dine in full air. 

Lud, As in Berlin in the Beastgarden. 

Aug, And however you have at London a park of the most 
superbs, who is absolutely desert the evening. What idea I And 
one can to drink there but some tea. 

Lud, Or one “ lemons^squashed.” The Park is wonderbeauti- 
ful. Groszartig ! 

Aug. Delicious'. But these insulars love' not the habitudes of 
the stranger lands, of “ the continent,” as they say. Is it that 
they believe that the divers peoples of “ the- continent ” are but 
one sole nation ; the habitants of the Norway and of the Turkey, 
of the Spain and of the Russia ? They speak also continually or 
the “Continental Sunday.” That amuses me. Is it 

that it is the Sunday of Christiania, of Madrid, or of Petersburg ? 

Or the Sunday of Constantinople, and that is not the Sunday of 
the all, but the Friday ? Eh, my dear Robinson ? But you are 
not insular as that yourself. 

Boh. Not I ! 

I Lud. The English cooking is not as the German 

Boh. Thank goodness I 
Lud. Was ist das? 

Boh. Ziemlich gut. 

Lud. Ah so, that was I ini the intention tO' lay. The English 
cooking is seemly good. Over all can man ever enough eat, 
while the portions so great are. FrachtvoU! 

Aug. Again some “ chimmpinn.” That is well that, the pro- 
nounciation ? All to fact as in English, is it not ? Drink we A VERY DIFFICULT PROFESSION, 

then to the health of this good Robinson. Lp Mr. Justice Dabling’s recent example of sentencing a 

Lud. Frosit! French prisoner in his own language become® the rule, then a 

Aug. C(mm.ent ? German culprit will have to be sentenced in German, an Italian 

Lud. Bitte ? ^ . ^ Italian, a Spaniard in Spanish, and so on. But why the 

Aug. You desire some bitter beer, some beer of Prowtr You sentence only? Why not the entire trial, which is of even greater 



drink not some “ chimmpinn” P importance, in the prisoner’s own language ? All candidates for 

Lud. Yes well 1 the Bar will have to pass a thoroughly practical vivd voce ex- 

Aug. But you desirei some beer with f . amination by examiners of various nationalities, and the legal text- 

Lud. Achhimmd! No I books will require translating into every known language. And 

Aug. A la honne heure! To the health of Mr. Funch and of how about the ju^men? Will they have to “cram ” for certain 
his compatriots. Quant d Fashoda^ ah hah I Ca, dest la diplo- trials in French, German, Italian^ Spanish, or modem Greek, as 
matie. Live the England ! the case may be ? If so, they will require time for the process, 

Lud. Koch! Koch! Koch! and the prisoner will have to wait until judge, barristers ana 

Aug. Mon Lieu! Qu^est^ce gue dest que o<i? You are ill, dear jury are quite au font at the language, whatever it may be. 
Mister? You have bad at the throat? Then the Bar will indeed be a “Learned Profession”! Or the 

Boh. C^est tout simplement “hurrah” en allemand. proceedings might be simplified by establishing various Courts, 

Aug. Qudle langue! Robinson, you take some tea? as in an Exhibition, e.g., the French Court, the German Court, 

Boh. Jamais de la vie! ajad so forth. But perhaps after all, our own Dabung was only 

Aug. Ah, you are not insular! Then some coffee and some jvLSt “ airing his French ” for practice. He may have either just 
liquors. A fine “ chimmpinn,” perhaps ? Will you a cigar ? returned from Boulogne -sur-Mer, or, intending to spend a few 
Lud. Thank beautiful. MaMzeit ! days at this favourite French bathii^-plaoe, his lordship may have 

Aug. I have not of those cigars there. recently completed his first course in Ollendorf ,” and felt that a 

Lud. Ah no! I say Mahlzeit. That is “mealtime.” trial of his own linguistic capabilities, in public, would be of the 

Aug. Comm&nt done! II a hon appetit, ce monsieur. Encore greatest service to him. Over the door of Mr. Justice Darling’s 

un repos? Ah oa, que faire? C^est done le souper allemand? Court should be written the announcement, “Ici on parle 

Boh. Fas du tout! Cest la politesse allemande. Frangais.’^ I 

Lud. What say you ? ^ 

Boh. I was telling Mm that Mahlzeit is not a sort of cigar. “ A new suffering bishop,” said the dear old lady to her com- ' 

Aug. Mr. Muller desire® not to eat of new ? ^ panion, who was reading aloud of the appointment of the Hon. 

Boh. Not yet, anyhow. He only meant he had enjoyed Ms and Rev. Arthur Lyttelton to be Bishop Suffragan of South- 


diimer. Gesi une fagon de faire un compliment, voild tout. 

Aug. Tiens! Quelle langue! Enchanted, dear Mr. Muller! 
In attendmg the coffee, take then a cigar, and one other glass of 
“ oMmmpinn.” 


ampton. “ And what ’s the poor dear man suffering from ? ” 

New Adaptation^ op an old Proverb {apparently acted upon 
hy some company directors). — Corruptio Fressimi optima.” 
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ALPEBD ON CiEDMON. 

[“The Poet Lauwate unTeiled the memorial. . . 
He (0 .^dmok) wfts tlie half-inarticulate father of 


rather than eundite («<?, Chronicle) being the 

supreme mark and mission ef the poet, very little 
learning equipped the greatest of English poets for 
universal apprehension/ Chronicle,} 

A:^lbs Saxons! We are here 
Ta rectify an old omission, 

And do onr primal dhantioleer 
A tardy of recognition ; 

Whether his 0 is so!^, like dt, 

Or Wd ae nails like that in capers, 

1 neither know nor care a bit ; 

You ’d better write and ask the papers. 


My voice, as Laureate, is lent 
To mourn the nation’s rude bereave- 
ment ; 

But Canon Rawnsijbt too shall get 
Full credit for his^ work upon it ; 

(I never knew a subject yet 
On wthich he didn’t do a sonnet) . 

As one who has the vested right, 

I want to weigh our Whitby hero ; 

I own he wasn’t erudite, 

His knowledge as a fact was zero ; 

What then ? He chose the better part ; 

He did not need, like us, to cumber 
His open mind with rules of art 
And other literary lumber. 

Here from this headland so sublime 
He watched the gulls, etc., go it ; 

He heard the waves that seldom rhyme 
And yet distinctly touch a poet ; 
Speaking with Nature face to f^e 
In pious terms, like Mr. Keoblb, 

He melts us with his artless grace, 

Despite the spelling, which is feeble. 

Here still we have the moorland view 
Where furrowing becks debouch in 
ocean; 

The sea-mews wail, the sea-whales mew, 
The billows still retain their motion ; 
Yonder the same old eagles screech, 
Nothing disturbs the ancient feeling, 
Save where you sniff from Whitby beach 
The fume of bloaters faintly stealing. 

You ’ll note the cross which I propose 
To offer our lamented brother ; 

One side presents an English rose, 

An apple-tree relieves the other ; 

This, emblematically done, 

Means Eden lost through lack of morals ; 
That stands for Paradise regained 
I By him and us who wear his laurels* 

These facts, which you are free to share, 

I owe to curious skill in botany, 

Claiming a grciit a<ivantage there 
Over chHjeased, who hmln’t got any ; 
More points like this might be rehearsed 
In proof of my contention that your 
Last poet overlooks the hrst, 

However slight the modern’s stature. I 

Conclusion. Let me then unveil 
Our rather pleasing crucial biiucon 
For eduaited tars to hail 
And thoughtful kine to rub their cheek 
on ; 

K.BDMON ! (or ?) please to take 

This stone — I remove its jacket ; 

And oh 1 for Alfred’s honour’s sake 
I trust the tripper may not hack it I 


At the Sea«sid6. 


Twelve teeming centuries have gone 
Since that acknowledged master filled a 
V^ar but useful oflaoe on 
The promontory of St. Hilda; 

Immersed in feeding local swine 
He got' a sudden inspiration, 

And launching on another line 
Gave off an epic on Creation. 

Tl^ hour has come, long waited for, 

Bfere where to herd was wont to wallow, 
To boom our lisping ancestor 

all the bards that follow; i 
^ course, where we succeed ; i 
His art was young : don’t let us scorn it ; 
He whistled down a shaking reed, 

We blow, full-mouthed, a mighty comet! 

And I, who broadly represent 
In poetry the last ac^evement— - 


Faterfamthas (inspecting hill, fn land- 
lady). I thought you mid, Mm. Buooins, 
when I took these apartments, that there 
were no extras, but here I find boots, 
cruets, fire, table-linen, shwts, 
blankets and kitchen fire charged. 

Mrs. Buggins. Lori bless you, Sir, 
they’re not extras, but necessaries. 

^ FaierfamiHui. What then do you con- 
sider extras? 

Mrs. Buggins. Well, Sir, that ’s a diffi- 
cult question to answer, but I »h<mM sug- 
gest salad oilj fiy-papets, ajod turtle soup. 

iFaterfamtlias drops the subject and pays 
hu acco unt 

A Deal which Joianf BxmL aot Uncle 
I Sam ootod ebadilt sbttl*, kotwithstanh- 
iNG Cousin Fbitx. — Behnng fur* in ex- 
I change for Philip-pinee. 
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WHERE IS HE? 

[“ Tlie vtereabouts of Major Esterhazt seeios likely to become as great a puzzle as that of M. Zola recently was/* — JEeho,} 



Was it the Major who 

Or was he the indi- 

Or has he gone 

Or to China, with 

Or to Turkey — dis- 

Or has he taken a cheap 

was seen yesterday in 
Piccadilly wearing a 
high hat and InTemess 
oapef 

vidnal who was wearing 
a long coat and sombrero 
in Leicester Square ? 

to Scotland dis- 
guised as above i 

fliis make-up*’? 

guised as a Grand 
Vizier ? 

exenrsion, s^, to Klon- 
dike er the North Pole ? 


OXFORD IN THE YAO. 

Sweet are tlie haunts I haunted once, 
And sweet to' wander back 
With my eld self, a careless dunce, 

To OadPord in the Vac. 

Sweet is the peace on every hand 
As down the Broad I laze, 

When Proctors cease from progging, and 
The Bull-doigs light their clays. 

There ’s the Sheldonian, where I 
Had taken my degree 
Had I been comprehended by 
The fool that viva^d me. 

And there ’s the Martyrs* Monument— 
We used to think at John’s 
The martyrs were the freshmen, sent 
To listen tO' the dons. 

And here’s old Johnnie’s 1 Here’s the 
gate 

To which, when I had dined, 

My rambles, by a ruthless fate. 

So often were confined. 

There is the window where I read 
My Fickwick) and, ye gods 1 
That ’s where 1 used to see the Head, 
When plonked again in mods. 

And over there, across the street, 

Cool in the sunblind’s shade, 

StiE stands the shop where I would eat 
Ices that Fanny made. 

Sweet Fanny I ’Twas not worthy you, 
Though oommon sense, no doubt, 

To' jilt poor me, without a sou. 

For my more favoured scout. 

Yet I forgive you, and am ^ad 
The world has used you well, 

Nor do' I grudge your eldest lad 
His new-fledged B.C.L. 

But thou^ I envy not your bays, 

How sweetly al comes hack, 

In golden visions^ as I laze 
Bound Oxford in the Vac. 


A General and most Commendable 
Legal Aspiration. — ^To get a lift at the 
Law Court®. 


Musical Mem. — It is stated that Madame 
Albani used a specially built State car- 
riage during the Gloucester Musical Fes- 
tival. Of course, the veMcle was hung 
upon ‘‘ top 0 ” springs. 
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DOWN IN HIS LXrCK. 


THE LAW OF CHANCE. 

[“ In a paper at th# British Association Professor 
Weldon declared that even pitch-and-toss could 
not be regarded as a game of chance, the results 
being really due to undoubted law.” — G-lasgow 
Evening Citizen.'] 

There ’s law in games chance^, I Ve heard, 
But gin the truth be spoken, 

For ainc© it ’s kept, I ’ll gi© ma word, 

A score o’ times it ’s broken. 

There is but an© haulds guid, y© see — 
Whatever game ye’re choo-sin’. 

But plajr it fairly an’ ye ’U be 
Invariably loosin’. 

I’ve studied ilka game o’ diance, 

I’ve reckoned combinations 
Until my very brain would dance 
Wi’ weary calculations. 

An’ what ’s the net result of a’ ? — 

It drives me fair dementit 
Tae think what punds I ’ve flung awa’ 

On systems I’ve inventit. 

An’ noo, Sir, after years o’ thocht 
An’ muckle fond delusion, 

Experience at last has brodbt 
Me ro'Un’ ta© this conclusion — 

However guid your system be, 

It ’s bound ta© be exploded 
Unless ye tak’ guid care tae see 
Your we© bit dice are loaded. 

But that ’s against the rules ? No fair ? 

Weel, mark ye thisj guid brither, 

This is the law by which I ’U swear 
Until ye find anither. 

Meanwhile I’ll say, howe’er adept 
The gentleman that ’s spoken, 

I doot the law will no be kept 
Unless the law he broken. 


Query by Darby Jones. — ^Why was not 
the Ayr Bace Meeting held in the Isle of 
Skye? 

The most wonderful Floral Acrobat 
(invented by our own Irrepressible One )^ — 
The gymnasturtium. 
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READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS) ; OR, GIVING ’EM FITS. 









.V 






up 


Horatio Herbert, 1st Viscount Kitchener of Omdurmak. 

oataractB neatly and pnnotually surmounted vliile you wait; 2nd, 
marchant m chicane and emergent theatrical in advance collared in trespass and Cwe trusty 
given the ohuciiue woper ; 3rd, a bntish lion radiant in his glory sheathing an avenging sword rusted 

ordered to Cairo. Orest: On a mount urgent with the hump a calip?^proper of the 
^ dropping m his flight on a ground sable sundry spouses reluctant puify 

r boldier drilled armed and finished with a backLne 

maae m Jingland, crowned with laurels and bearing in his nght hand the black banner of the Khalifa • 
L ^ and^reathed with 

to Khartoum aviilablo for a 

* Stops if necessary at Kasboda to take up foreign passengers.** 


DAEBY JONES ON NEWMAKKET. 

Honoxtred Sir, — One© more w© ax© back 
at the Metropolia of Hacing, where the 
Jockey Club rules the Boost with all the 
Cock^uiediLess possessed by the Herald of 
the Morn. There is a veryj select air about 
Newmarket, which baflfles the pen of the 
most consistent P ©scrip tive Writer, as the 
i^ortu^te Reporter is called to* his face 
by E^rgetic Managing Editors of the 
Leading Daily Papers. In so' far as I have 
, been able to discover, all the Apprentices 
m the several Racing Stables are treated 
m a way which would cause Mirth and 
Gladness m the- High Class Seminaries 
as Eton, Harrow, Winchester, and 
Kugby. These embryo Archers, Ctjs- 
TANo^ and Cannons have their Morals so 
well looked after that no on©' could possibly 
0^ Betting, Oajd-playing, or 
Pit^-and-Toss proclivities. Tliey aiiS in 
cnoira, and doubtless shudder when they 
deprived of his 
±Udi^ Certificate for exercising the Long 
and Str^ PuU of ttie Nefaiicras Hoits^ 
It app^ to me that the life of a 
JNeeph^ at Newmarket is one continnons 
^emplifioataon, of the Eacing Pilgrim’s 
CTogreiss. Evil creatures, known as Touts, 


are constantly endeavouring to discover 
important Stable Secrets ; worse tempters, 
in the shape of Unprincipled Trainers, in 
of the Kingdom, beset their 
paths, and yet these lads go to bed with the 
Chickeins and arise with the Lark, who is 
so i^lly as to inhabit a “ watery nest.” The 
amiable Wives of the Newmarket Trainers 
to ,say nothing of their beauteous Dau^- 
ters and Nieces, are never weary of pro- 
dding for the Comfort and Refinement of 
the Apprentices. 

It may seem strange to you, honoured 
that I should have cast my optics on 
these Youngsters, but just as the Mo- 
men^us Battle of Waterloo was won in 
the Playing-Fields of Eton College, so are 
^^ly all the Derbys, St. Legers, and 
Autumn Handicaps predestined in this 
Totm 'of comfortable cobs and succulent 
East Co^fcry Meat ; for be it known that 
Newnmrket is not only renowned in cer- 
tain circles for horseflesh, but also for the 
ca:^8^ pf the more nourishing Bullock 
and Sheep. My attention was specially 
drami. to the Newmarket Apprentice by 
Captam Krittoon, who pointed out to 
me hxm greatly the Turf was benefited by 
the Attention and Care bestowed on these 
youngsters, who, by dint of steady appli- 


cation to Business, mi^t, by the time w© 
had changed Centuries, become the Idols 
of the Public, posseesmg Varlets to hasten 
to their beck and call, displaying Jewelled 
Pins in their costly scarves, and generally 
have developed into* Personages deserving 
of having their Portraits limned in the 
Illustrated Papers. 

Nowadays the Aristocratic Parent is at 
a loss to know how he can provide for his 
(often too numerous) Progeny. He has so 
far relaxed his Obsolete Prejudices as to 
permit his son, or even daughter, to loll 
about the Steg© in a Comedy of Society, at 
a Salary which would not be sneezed at by 
an Under-Secretary of State; but he has 
not, in *so far as I am aware, ever turned 
his attention to the wonderful Opportunities 
for Fame and Fortune opened up by the 
Jockeyian Profession. Had I a son, hon- 
oured Sir, I would nourish him on Gin, 
like a Yorkshire Terrier meant for Show 
purposes, and place him in a Racing Stable 
when he attained to Years of Indiscretion. 
In the Gloaming of my Existence his Valet 
would probably b©^ varnishing my Patent 
Leather Boot®, while his Master would be 
Hob and Nob with the Hij^est and 
Wealthiest in the Land. 

A Wretched Clerk in the Uncivil Service 
of the QuEasN may by the Sweat of his 
brow, when his Head is a Skating-Rink for 
Flies and his whiskers blanched as Al- 
monds, command a paltry income of £500 
a year from the Taxpayers of Great Bri- 
tain, but the Jockey of Nerve and R/eso- 
lution, at an age when he would scarcely 
be returned to Parliament by a Responsible 
Constituency, is intrusted by the Best of 
the Best, Millionaires and Senators with 
the Safeguarding of Thousands of Sove- 
reigns. If he be not A1 in the saddle, he 
can^ always gain about twice as much as 
he is worth in France, Belgium, or Ger- 
many. So when any one asks me, What 
shall I do with my boy?” I invariably 
reply, Apprentice him to a Training 
Stable or a Ready Money Bookmaker. Of 
the two choose the Trainer, for the Bookie 
may go broke, the other 
The Jockey Cltib Stakes ought to be one 
of the most popular contests of the Season, 
and so it probably would be wiere it run 
at any other Racing jRfindezvmm than New- 
market. But the Jockey Club dkwn’t en- 
courage the British Public, and the B. P. 
doesn’t encourage the Jockey Club. I 
honestly believe that the B. P. prefers the 
City and Suburban, or the Chester Cup, to 
this Big Back-end Fixture, and. indeed, if 
the ^^izerwitch ” and Cambridgeshire 
were disputed at Kempton Park, they 
I would attract more Patronage than they 
lever do alongside the Ditch. Those who 
i^t on these events, for the most part 
breakfast at home on Training Reports, 
and lunch at their Clubs on S. P. betting 
ov^ the Tape. However, having borrowed 
a Pony (I mean a quadruped, not a five- 
legged bank-note) from mv friend the 
Honourable Flifmtt of Oxford College, 

I must send my Muse to the Poet, and, as 
a Preianinary canter, give the following to 
tho^ who enjoy going straight (like ladies) 
for the gloves : — 

^ ^ ohanee, I admit. 

W ul her stable companion go ? 

TFe Mm$ I don’t fancy a bit ; 

But^j* Ohromekt^y make a show. 

But, of all who face Coviktry’s flag, 

SeU^ should be mid tbi thr^ 
be pick of the bag— 

The Oodg%ft and I*mnUr for me! 

Yours dsToiedly, Dabbt Jonot. 
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AN UNFORTUNATE REMARK. 




/V' 


Novice {to Most, after walkmg for two hours wider a IrilliaTii snm without setmg a dngle Bird). ** Grand day, isn't it ? ” 

[iV.J?. 3e (mVy mecmt to lighten the general depresHon^ hut he waarCt invited again. 


A BACHELOR UNCLE'S DIARY. 

IV. 

After aai hour's rest, stroll out tO' sands. 
Sea-air good for shaken nerves. Feel 
better. Small crowd round donkey-stand. 
Stroll up to> see cause of excitement. Para- 
lysed at finding Max and donkey-boy fight- 
ing, whilst Tommy shouts “Go it, Max! 
Lam him well 1 Cop him in the eye 1 " 
Push through people, who are enthusiasti- 
cally cheering on combatants, and peremp- 
torily order Max to' desist at once. Max 
very disappointed. “Rather rough, just 
when a fellow 's enjoying himself, that some 
one must always interfere,” he grumbles, 
dragging on his coat. Then he brightens 
up a little as he says, “ Uncle, you should 
have seen 1 I caught him such a ‘ one-er ’ on 
his boko.” Dislike expression “boko,” but 
feel too shattered to do anything except 
hurry my dlreadful nephews away from 
this disgraceful scene. “Why did you 
fight?” I ask, severely. “Why, because 
that little beast cheeked me, of course! 
He said ‘Yah!' as I passed, and—well, 
I wasn't going to stand that, you know; 
not likely,” I cannot throw cold water on 
British pluck ; and, on consideration, 
donkey-boy equally plucky. 

Sigh, and oast about for some less exhila- 
rating form of entertainment than fighting 
d(>nkey-<irivers. Bathing ? Capital ! Ob- 
tain at ticket-ofece three diminutive 
packets of so-called towels about size ot 
pocket-handkerchiefs, and alsO' bathing- 
garments. Tommy holds his up, and says, 

“ Oh ! these be Mowed ! I ain't going to 
wear Silence him and insist. Boys 


clamber into one machine and I into next. 
They must have literally fallen out of their 
clothes, so quickly are they re^y. Take 
observations from my window, and see 
Tommy cautiously emerge. Tries tempe- 
rature of water with one toe ; shivers, tries 
again ; this time descends two steps ; wave 
breaks in and he retreats shrieking. Good 
gracious ! is wearing towel instead of bath- 
ing-drawers ! Open my door and step out- 
side (clad only in shirt, eye-glass and straw 
hat) to reprove him, when, to my horror, 
Divinity rows her old father slowly past ! 
Dash into machine again, trembling. 
Has i^e seen me in this most unbecoming 
and draughty attire? Quite unnerved. 
Ready at last, and into sea, gingerly; 
hate getting too. wet all at once. It is 
cold. Insist upon nephews ducking their 
heads. Feel as if I had done my duty, 
and retreat hastily to machine. Enjoy 
bathing — ^when it's oveir. Dress. Call 
the boys to come in. “Oh! let's stay 
a bit longer. Uncle.” Wait ten minutes. 
Call again. Same reply. Go and stand on 
shore. Call again, getting desperate and 
shiveri^ with cold, “Come in at once!” 
A marine loafer, in loose trousers, spits 
meditatively on sand/ and then observes, 
“Looks jest like a old 'en a corlin' of a 
pair o' ducklins, don't 'e?” Pretend not 
to hear. ^ Tommy, however, enjoys joke at 
my expense hugely, and guffaws. So rude 1 
Get boys back to hotel at last. 

After luncheon, take them for drive to 
old ruins. Both so interested that they 
fall asleep. Thank goodness ! Somnolence 
continues and (again thank goodness !) con- 
tinues till bedtime. 


AT THE BAR. 

[“After a case recently tried in Johannesburg, 
whioh resulted in tne acquittal of the defendant, 
he entertained th« jury to a repast in honour of the 
event.'^— Baper.] 

In th© days of Pope and Gay 
(Golden ag© of honest Ketches), 

That th© judge might din©, they say, 
Promptly he would hang po or wretches. 

Nowadays (a course at least 
To our kinder age more fitted), 

So that jurymen may feast 
The defendant goes acquitted. 

Aeronautical Drama at the Lane. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^In view of th© ani- 
mated discussion with regard to balloons 
on the stage, may I point out that some 
eighteen or ninete'en year® agoi a little 
extravaganza entitled BaUoonacy held the 
sl^e of the Royalty Theatre, for some 150 
ni^ts ? Th© chief incident was the escape 
of the beset proprietor of a tea-garden, 
with his wife and th© Strong Man, in a 
balloon, in which they were transported, 
escaping from bailiffs, to. “ regions un- 
known.” I only record this fact in order 
to show that G^eat Draraaitista often follow 
even to the skies little jburlesquewri^ts. 

Your obedient servant, , » 

Peter the PixTiT®. 

Turfiana. — ^At Kempton Park recently 
a mare called Miss Tailor won the Autumn 
Handicap. As she won easily, she must 
also have been Miss Fit. V ’ 
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LE SPORT. 

[<<The Prench sporthwoir an is not ardent, bnt 
just now Le Sport is the thing .” — Dailp Faper,'] 

Ze leetle bairds zat fly ze air 
I vish zem not ze ’arms — 

Zat is not vy ze gun I bear 
So' hravement in mine arms ; 

’Tis not zat I vould kill — Ah! no 7 i! 

It is zat I adore 
Ze noble institution 
Ve call in France Le Sport. 

And 2 fen ze costume ! Ah 1 ze ’at I 
Ze gaitares I Vot more sweet 
For ze yo'ung female-chaser zat 
Do ’ave ze leetle feet? 

Ze gun ? — fear ’im much, and oh 1 
’E makes my shouldare sore, 

But yet I do ’im bear to show 
’Ow much I love Le Sport. 

Ze leetle partridge ’e may lay 
’Is pretty leetle eggs, 

Ze leetle peasant ’op away 
Upon ’is leetle legs, 

Ze leetle ’are zat run si vite 
I do not vish ’is gore — 

But vile mine ankles zey are neat 
I’ll cry, “A/i/ Vicele Sport I 


Hay ho I he ’s gone I 
[Colonel Hat, late US. Ambassador to Great 
Britain, saihd on the Teutonic (to lake up tus 
position as Stcretary of State at Washington) on 
Wednesday, September 14, 180S.] 

Adieu, Colonel Hat I 
We speed you “ Oood-day,’^ 

And in office the pleasantest lines, 

With the motto reversed 
That may you be the flrst 
To show sunlight is where the Hay 


“LETTERS MAY BE ADDRESSED HERE/* 

To Dick. 

Mt eyes were not entirely blind I — 

To get the London papers down 
Is quite the day’s event, I find, 

When I am staying out of town. 

I put the Times unheeded by, 

That Mr. Funch I might ffigest ; 

A funny notice caught my eye — 

That “letters might be there addressed ” I 
* * * * * 

“To Nancy”! Well, upon my word I 
Forget-mennots suggest a clue — 

That day at Henley I How absurd I 
Of course the writer can’t be — ^you. 

I should of course, you may believe. 

Be very angry and distresised, 

If I should happen to receive — 

From you — o, letter 90' addressed 1 

“ You ’d tell me, might you only write, 
That Iion-don now is no' more gay, 

But dull and empty of dehght, 
SiJioe--~eveiry one has gone away. 

You ’d tell me how you oft recall 
' Your pleasant friends, both old and 
new” — 

Ok Dick I Of oourae, I see it all I 
Of course the* writer must be you I 

If I mi^t send you a reply, 

I’d tell you such a lot of news, 


I ’d tell you of my triumphs — 1 
Have had two curates to refuse I 
I ’d tell you all I ’ve done and seen, 

And all I hope to see and do, 

I ’d tell you where — ^with whom — ^I ’ve been, 
If I could write a line to you. 

I ’d tell you how next week I go 
Up North, according to* my wont; 

I ’d tell you that Pm glad to know 
You don’t forget — or say you don’t 1 
I’d tell you, that they may not cloy, 

To make your pretty speeches few I 
I ’d tell you — ^you ’re a foolish boy. 

If I could write a line to you. 

If I could write a line to you, 

I ’d tell you something rather sweet, 

I’d tell you, Diok I won’t I Adieu I 

Perhaps I ’ll tell you when we meet. 

P.S. — You might have dared to send 
Those flowers — ^just a tiny bunch I — 


The I/flfect of Habit. 

The MacTmish {reading the account of 
th£ dearth of water in the Bast Bnd)- A 
penny for a glass of agua pur a! ’I>eed, 
mon, but they’d do well to add anither 
bawbee and defy these scoundrelly water 
oompanies wi’ a goblet o’ aqua fortis ! 

1 llUustrates hu advice^ 





m THIS <^I>1SAD BBABOBtJ* 
(JXaappcifdmtnt of m Old WMmmU.) 

The Great Bea^Ser^t (pith U^ng eareamt^* 
“ So many eanarde flying about this year, that I— 
the never-Mlmg Iri^ of the Bead Bemn— am 
foigottaa!” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The first and abiding impression my Baronite gains from read- 
ing J'ohn Splendid (Blackwood), is, that Scotland enjoys ex- 
ceedingly bad weather. Never did poor gentlemen gO' to 
wars, Httle or large, in worse weather than Mr. Neil Munro’b 
fancy devises for John Splendid and his comrades. It blew, 
it rained, it hailed, it thundered, and whiles it snowed. In- 
cidentally there are “ town gibbets on which two corpses swung 
in the wind, like net bows on a drying pole, going from side to 
side making the woeful sough and clink of chains.” This is not 
promising m cheerfulness. But so long as these Scottish gentry 
could get at each other’s throats, with occasional bouts with the 
Irishry, they seem to have been cheerfully indifferent to the 
weather. Through the bristling, bustling picture of war and 
rapine runs the silken thread of the old, old story, love. Blrig" 
more, the young soldier of fortune, home from foreign fields to 
find his fill of fighting at home, is speedily enchained by the 
provost’s daughter. Those about to marry will find a study of the 
history of the two interesting, inasmuch as it includes an episode 
of the first kiss between lovers, cunningly devised and daintily 
told. The book abounds in graphic touches descriptive of storm, 
whether of the elements or of man’s devising, 

* A veritable Edition de luxe is Fashion in Faris, sho'mng 
“the various phases of feminine taste” — ^likewise masculine, 
to certain extent — “ and aesthetics, by Octave Uzannb, trans- 
lated from the French by Lady Mary Loyd, with one 
hundred hand-coloured plates, and two hundred and fifty 
text illustrations, by Francois Oourbo-in,”^ and published in Lon- 
don by William Heinemann, of whom it may be said, in the 
language of Charles Dickens, when expressing his opinion of 
the capabilities of the Todgers’ establishment, ‘‘Oh! To^ers’s 
could do it when it chose 1 Mind that,” — and so can W. Hbine- 
MANN. As a book of reference for the illustrator, for the author 
and dramatist, for stage-manager and theatrical costumier, this 
work is a most valuable aumority on feminine costumes in 
France during a century of restlessness, when every change in 


political opinions seems to have also necessitated a rapid act of 
change in dress. A few “Dandies” are shown, and most un- 
comfortable they look whether in or out of uniform. There was 
no attempt at “ ease ” ; but the struggle was to be “ elegant,” and 
very unsuccessful the struggle appears to have been. The 
“little patriots,” boys about twelve or fourteen years of a^, 
seem to have had the best of it as far asi comfort goes. But the 
poor Dandies, in blue or brown high-shouldered, high-collared 
coats, frock or swallow-tailed, with baggy trousers, striped white 
and red, and tucked into high-low boots, reminding the Baron of 
some old pictures of Liston as Faul Fry, with any amount of linen 
cravat twisted round their throats, must have had a very bad time 
of it, if they were only a quarter as uncomfortable as their dress 
makes them appear. The colouring of these pictures is excellent. 
In 1836 the men were just a trifle more ^nsible, except in the 
matter of straps, pantaloons, and the' ti^test possible boots. 
The fashion for a lady endimo/nchie at the TTuileries in 1831 has, 
in a modified form, reappeared at the present day, so also has that 
of 1819 in the Gardens of the Tuileries, with the exception of the 
bonnet as worn at that period. The fashion of 1862 at the Opera 
is not so very far off that of 1898 ; and in 1868 the “ ^ent a-blowin’ 
of his bacca ” in a bright blue frock coat, white waistcoat, black 
cravat, brownish-red 3ieck trousers, blue stockings, pumps, and 
a tall hat, while enjoying himself at the “ Oaf 6 de la Rotonde,” 
is a thing of beauty not to be matched by any Londoner or 
Parisian of the present sober-coloured century. Only in the 
miserable period of the Commune do the ladies’ ■dresses look as 
sad and as sombre as their faces. The book finishes with ies 
BicycUstes ; but of these the artist has not given us outrageous 
specimens. That the fashions of to-day show a great improve- 
ment on those of a hundred y^rs ago, and a still greater on those 
of forty or fifty years since, is the decided opinion of 

The Baron de B.-W. 

Why must an auctioneer necessarily be sour-faced? Because 
he always lool^ for-bid'Jing. 


VOL. oxv. 
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Fdt (who hm "been adtmg as Ouids^ cmd, has been pomting out the Devil's This and the Devil's 
That for the last two hours)* ksi' that ’s the Devil’s Punoh-bowl, yee Anneb.” 

Towrist. “The Devil seems to own a good deal of Property about here Pat ! ” 
Fed. “Ye’re rokjht, yer Anner. But, loikb most av the other Landlords, he 
SPINDS most av his TOIME IN LONDON ! “ 


OUE CHTLDEEN^S COENEE. 

Competition 934. 

“ How should we bear our Trials? ’* 

Dear Mr. Editor, — Courage and a 
studied cheerfulness of demeanour provide 
the best cure for the troubles, of daily life. 
A true lady will never give way to bad 
temper, but will be courteous to- her in- 
feriors, obedient and respectful to her 
superiors, and amiable to her equals. Our 
trials will be greatly mitigated if we cherish 
such qualities as tidiness, cleanliness, and 
punctuality, concerning which last-named 
virtue it has been aptly said that "pro- 
crastination is the thief of time.” A re- 
membrance of these golden truths will add 
to the pleasure and the usefulness of our 
lives. Yours faithfully, 

Dorothea Mary Higgins (aged 9). 

P.S. — ^Miss Wiggins my guveme® tells 
me to ad that I rote orl this quite bi miself 
which is a li beco® she ^de me copi it 
from a peace of pax>er Mi^s Wiggins is my 
trile and I cant bear her she is orfle. — 
D. M. H. 

Dear Mr. Editor, — ^Mother says that I 
am to tell you how I should bear my trials, 
but please I would rather tell you about 
my canary. It is a yellow canary and it 
lives in a cage and it sings. It can’t sing 
real songs with words but only tunes. It 
is such a nice canary and mother says that 
if I am good I may bring it to see you some 
day, and I will let you give it a lump of 
sugar, and then you will know what a nice 
canary it is. My brother Bobbie has a 
kitten, and the kitten loves my canary ; it 
will sit for hours watching it in the most 
affectionate way. The kitten is black and 
white, and has a curly tail, and I have 
written all this myself except the spelling 
and the stops, so please send me the prize. 

Your affectionate friend, 

Clara Dickinson (aged 10). 

Dear Mr, Editor, — ^You ask how we 
^O'uld bear our trials. I, alas, have many 
troubles to bear, and the worst of all is my 
father. I try to be a help to him, and give 
him good advice but»I am afraid he has a 
hard heart. Only yesterday I told him 
how sad it was to see him smoking so much. 
I am certain, as I said, that it is injurious 
to his health; and how much better it 
would be if he would put the money he 
wastes on tobacco into my collecting-box’ 
But, althou^ I talked to him in the kindest 
way, and all for his own good, I am sorry 
to say that he was very rqde indeed, and 
Called me a little prig — an expression which 
no gentleman should use to a lady. Last 
Sunday we had gingerbread for tea. My 
younger sister Edith has, I regret to say. 
g greedy nature. She is particularly fond 
of gingerbread, and has frequently made 
terself ill by eating too much of it. Simply 
to reiRove this danger from her, I ate 
all the gingerbread myself. Instead of 
thanking me for my noble unselfi^ness, 
my father actually called me a little 
pig! When he reads this account of his 
behaviour in print, I hope he will feel 
ashamed of himself. Patience, Mr. Editor, 
unlimited patience alone enables me to 
bear such trials as these. Yours truly, 
Lucy Priglbt (aged 15). 

Dear Mr. Editor, — ^I had a large-sized 
trial to-day — ^the lesson to write out in 
Latin and English — so this afternoon I Ve 
been trying to find out how best to bear it. 


Butterscotch is coinsoling, and nougat 
helps, but I think Turkish delight or choco- 
late creams strengthens one most . I haven’t 
made up piy mind yet between these two. 
Send me half-a-crown’s worth of each, and 
I’ll try again. Yours ever, 

Jones Minor. 


Bowdlerised Abuse. 

Miss Larkspur. I think that Mr. Flib- 
bet is the biggest kangaroo in the world ! 

Miss Honeypot. Biggest kangaroo! My 
dear Laura, what do you mean ? 

Miss Larkspur. I .^ould have said 
" bounder,” only I know you hate slang. 


Some People are Never Satisfi.ed. 

Squire Fop joy (to Farmer Soroggs) . 
Well, Mr. ScROGGS, you can’t complain of 
the harvest weather this' year. 

Farmer Scroggs. No, Squire, the harvest 
were all right, but, dang it all ! the zun 
has dried oop my pond, and the dooks be 
all a-perishin’ for want o’ water. 


From our Supedeustitious Correspon- 
dent. — The appointment of M. Cambon to 
the Court of St. James’s is a distinct 
augury to the effect that Cambridge will, 
win the Boat-Race next year. 
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VIVE LA VEEITE ! 

** I ’m a bit of a story-teller my Ancient Lyre, 

Hotel Ben Trovodo^ Hue Mnpert, Londres, \ 
Chbb M. Robinson db Crtjsemont,-— As another of the Great 
Misunderstood, I greet you with impressment. I haye read your 
excellent bordereau in the Fine and La/rge World Magazine; and 
also many lettera throwing painful doubt on your veracity, and 
deinanding a rivision. How it. is true that fact has often a soupgon 
of I-know-not-what more strange than fiction. Is it not the 
motto, this, of Sir Nbtjnes, himself, limited? 

Oh yes ! I have perused your adventures written in a style 
the most flowing, and I have — ^how do you call it ? — chortled at 
the 'v^r^^lity of him who, elevated to speak the language of my 
ad^ted France, has, in those thirty years of savage life, but 
perfected and polished his acquaintance with the tongue English, ! 
Yes, I have read of your shipwrecks, of your prolonged residence 
m the comparative seclusion of an insulated sand-bank, of your 
one-oared contention with sharks, of your pearls and rum ; and, 

I ’ delightful soiries which you name the corrdborees. 

^1 mon am%^ to confirm your tale— forgive the little ku 
dfispnf— what would you not now give for one of these same 
corroooveesf is it not that such a bird in the hand is worth two 
or more, in the Bush? ^ 

And then I recall me how the spirit-voice came to you under 
the wamwam tree when you were very dry ; and it said Coupe' 
I arbre ; and how, like holy Moise, your unveiled lady ihade toe ! 

to issue from its trunk. 0 yes I there was Truth I 
at the bottom of that well. It leapt to the eyes. And to toe 
also, who spe^ to you, came just such a voice saying “ Cut it 1 ” 
And I Hence am I here, not less than you, in the great 
cxty of refuge where they publish only the vraisemhlahle, and the 
wild-duck never says himself. 

Ex^usted with the recollection of those scientific researches 
reoo^^ anjy op the carnal tablets of your interior, the claims of 

Iht leisure for 

the study »of the AfFair TIureefoot,” in which, without boastful- 


ness, it is permitted to say that I have played a not unworthy 
part. You, my friend, who know the misery to have your most 
sacred all^ations called in question, you at least will believe 
me when I sivy, on my honour as a soldier, a gentleman and 

^ distinguished ofl&ccr, 
tne Colonel du Pate d’Huitres, who would give me his moral 
su^ort in saying that the end justifies the means. 

You have lived in domiciles inaccessibly removed from the 
refinements of civilisation and diplomacy, and will admit that 
even the aborigine, black as he is, has embraced this elementary 
law. He desires, let us say, to lunch. Good. The end is natural 
pressing. ^ He possesses a mother-in-law, let us say, 
w*ho has the air of being succulent. He offers her a rassor, securen 
—who knows? — from the toilette-table of a deceased missionary 
(for there is honour even among untutored thieves) ; but she 
remains blind to his humane suggestion. Impelled therefore to 
an unavoidable violence which ^ars against his better feelings, 
himself 1^ renders her inanimate. Briefly she becomes chops. 
Now, judged by the moralist, his conduct is open to censure, 
^t, to the statesman, to the diplomat, the imperious demand 
of ms purpose, namely to lunch if possible on grilled woman, 
j^tifies the apparent crudity of the means adopted to attain 
end. And how much more so, if she were an Israelite! 
Uonspuez m HibreuxI 

0 yes l the ead justifies the meaas ; and, in turn, it is often the 
r^ans that justify the end. Nay the two are sometimes indls- 
tingu^hable, as with by example, you and me, mon ami, who 
have found each a confiding pubhsher to give us the means, that 
is to sa;^ the vuigw wherewith ; which, always apart from the 
Truths sake, may be considered to be our 
end. J5ut you. you have otherwise achieved une beUe r^me 
not suiroassed by the great travellers and scientiste who have, 
some Cm them for the first time, made themselves remarked by 
contradicting you, over their signatures, in the Press. I have 
seen your stuffy fi^re in the Gallery of Heroes. Eue Marie- 
la-bonne, tbougb I Tike better the ekevdure of M. MoBbth at 
tne ;Lycee, which is of a redness and originality more than 
imaginable. 
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And yoTi are also in train to rive tlie popular demonstration, 
not entree lihre as with the heaSien corroboree^ hut where even 
the unbeliever shall pay heavily for his seat. Me, I have not 
the intention to shew myself upon the public ^ rostrum ; for, 
should the heat-billow return, then^ as one says, it mi^t be too 
warm for me. But, either in spirit, or incognito^ I i^U assist 
at your narration at the Hall of St. James (or is it of St 
Georeie?). Meanwhile, agreez, &c., Bustesrhazt. 

P.S . — Vive la veriU ahsolumervt nue! 


AN INTERESTING PAPYRUS. 

{Being a supposed lost ChapteT of the Gr^Tc historian, Herodotus, to he 
disweered m wn Egyptian tomb A,D» 10,000, wiih arimotodions and 
eTn&ndaiions hy various lewmed Scholars of that date. It is charac- 
teristic of the period thai the notes are considerahly longer than the 
text,) 

“ Moreover the Priests told me that after the Tourkoi (^) the 
Britannoi (-) held rule in Egypt. These men made the iron road (*) 
which crosses the Nubian desert going southward. They said 
that in the four thousand and ninth Olympiad (^) there^ arose a 
great General whom they called 6 :s(pSap, This man, having been 
chief cook (®) to the Queen of that day, who was called nI/ctj («), 
led an expedition against the tribes of the desert, and defeated 
them with great slaughter, cajjturing their csmital, which was 
called Omdurmania (^). Eor this victory this General was pro- 
moted to great honour, and was given the title of KtJpioy or Lord. 
These things then were told me concerning the Britannoi.” 

(^) A tribe mling in South-Eastern Europe, of whom little beyond the 
name is known. Tradition says that at one time they gave employment to 
what was called ** The Concert of Europe,” but the investigation of scholars 
has not revealed hitherto what this “ concert ” was. 

(2) Nothing else is known of these Britannoi, and indeed the reading may 
be corrupt. Professor Bonntb would read Berlinoi, and so connect them with 
a Germanic race in Western Europe, of which some traces are found in early 
records. Others suggest Bel^oi (for these are known to have ruled for awhile 
near the river Congo), or Betersbourgoi (from the city of that name which once 

stood in Northern Europe). ^ , vtjxi-x-x- 

(*) What this “ iron road ” was is much disputed. Some have held that it is 
merely the well-known “metalled” road of antiq.uity invented by MoAdam. 
Others are of opinion that it was reaUy of iron, and was intended to reduce 
friction in mechanical traction. 

(*) The date is almost certainly inexact. Bbrodoixtb can seldom be trusted 
for his figures, and moreover the copyists were notoriously careless in this 

It is suggested by the learned Bonne that o is really a title, and 
that “the chief cook” conceals the General’s true name. It is certainly re- 
markable that any mere ciUinary artist should have been gi"^®^ command 
of an army. Bonne suggests that the name may have been Cook, Kitchen. 
or the like, This is ingenious, but by no means certain. The name “ Cook ’ 
occurs frequently in the Egyptian records of this period. 

(•) Nt/cTi, the Greek form of the Latin Yiotobia. This Queen is mentioned 
more than once in Egyptian inscriptions. 

(^) The modem Kartdm, now a vast city, then a mere village. 


AUGUSIE AND LUDWIG. 

Coffee and Cigars. 

Augmte. Ah, see there the coffee 1 I admire so many of things 
in England, but I admire not the coffee. 

BoUnson, Nor I, by Jove 1 

Ludwig* The beer is too strong and the coffee is too feeble. 
But at the littlest are you free in England. The civil is not 
with the sword of the lieutenant throughsticked. And here, 
while I not in the Fatherland am, dare I free to speak. Gmch- 
liches England! You have no majestysinsultmgpumshi^nt. 

Aug, Oh la, la! Enfin c'est fim, ce moild? And in England, 
above all. you have not of Affair. Ah, mon JDieu! But speak 

we not 01 the Affair. ^ mu x 5 

Bob, But we shall all have the small-pox soon. That’s worse 

than Majestatsbeleidigung 

Lud. J a wohl, gewisz ! 

Bob. Or even V Affaire Dbfotus. 

Aug. Pour sur! , « js. i 

Biob. In your twO' countries there are no grawful (^noesr 
sions,” and you never heard of a “conscientious objector. 

Lud. Ah no 1 What for a tHng is that 9 
Aug. What is this that this is that that ? . j j 

Bob. A conceited ass who prefers his own n^ow-ma^ed 
ignorance to the scientific opinions of a century. There s free- 
dom for you I 

Aug. Ah, la libre Angleterre ! , mi j i* 

Lud. So wish you all the small-pox to have ? The sword of 
the lieutenant is perhaps better. At the littlest is it not so 
painful. You die immediately. 



WHAT INDEED? 

Mistress {waylaymg Maid-of-alhwork, who will he so dressy), 
“Martha, I ’m surprised at you ! Now, what would People 
SAY IF I went out ON A SUNDAY AFTERNOON IN A PiNK BlOUSE 
AND White FEATHBiis?” 


Aug. The Affair herself should make you not as much of bad. 
The razor of Henry is more expeditive. 

Lud, Freedom and small-pox. Thank vei^l The Father- 
land is better. We have military law, but vaccination therewith. 

Aug, Liberti, EgaliU, et faire virir son frere de la peiiite 
virole, Merci bien! I prefer the France. 

Lud, Remain you still longer in England, dear Mister Col- 
league, when it so dangerly is ? 

Aug, Not yet so dangerous. But ]^rhaps more late all the 
world shall avoid the England. We shall gO' to see. But, my 
dear Robinson, why have you changed the law, you other 
English ? 

Bob, Don’t ask me. Ask the strongest Government of modem 


times 

Lud 


The strongest? Wwklich? Ah, you joke 1 

•W, * 1 ... 


Aug, it is a pleasantery of this good Robinson. ^ But say we 
■" “ That should be a “gracious concession,” in the mode 

.J J 1 Xl 


‘Yes.” 

of his countiy 
brave E: 

Lud, 


nouia De a gr^ious concesBion, m X’Uie muue 
They are so amiable, of a so good natural, these 


jo very loveworthy. 

Bob, Shut upl ^ 

Lud, Ach so! That is true. It become late. We must 
)rthgo. 

Aug, Already? Desolated 1 “When shall we meet all the 
bre© ? ” as say the sorcerers of the Eing Lear , 

Lud, Forgive you me. It are the three witches of Hamht, 
Aug* Perhaps. You go> at foot? He makes beautiful? Ab 
es, a magnificent time. ^ > 

Bob, Good night. We Ve had a capital ©vemng, un diner des 

lus agr^ables, ^ j j mi. i 

Lud. Good evenmg. We have very good eated. Thank 
ests, dear Mr. Colleague. Auf wiedsrsehen. 

Aug, Au revoir. 


Nomenclature. — “ Messrs. Steel and Peaobl” of Rotherham, 
is a remarkable combination of names. It could only be equalled 
by some firm entitled “ Messrs. Kiss and Tell.” This may exist 
— Switzerland. 
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Old GentU^ifi^ {*jo^ has received a present of BMer from one of hU Tenants). “ HOW 
BS YOUR MOTjaBR MAKE ALL THESE BEAUTIFUL jeATTERNS ON THE PATK, MY DEAR T* 
Messenger^ ^ ** mv qur Qomb, /ifjR.r’ 

DISTINGUISHED WOMEN’S HUSBANDS. she cut off the dub : who 

(By one of them,) house when she was 

r. tnat article enves so « -rAr,. . in. * auuw uuw to rocs 


DISTINGUISHED WOMEN’S HUSBANDS. 

(By one of them,) 

Dear Mr. Punch, — You have doubtlees 
read an article on the above .subject in a 
oontenjporary organ of our enemy, Woman. 
Sir, that article gives so inadequate a pic- 
ture of the miseries* of our lot that I am 
W|)Ved to speak out of the bitterness of 

a ; own experience. Alas ! I am ‘ a 
ingulfed Wopian’s Husband. Ask me 
n^ hpw it happened, how she lured me 
WTO fpecious ' promises from home, and 
dra^d me, paralysed, hypnotised— what 
® altar. Between courtship 
andwfedldck, what a gulf I When she was 

oo:0fo»— club, golf, cycling, theatre — she 
Wpdd deny me nothing. But when max- 


a cradle, and as for feeding the things — 
horresco referens. Golf went the way of the 
club. My cycle— she changed it for a per- 
ambulator ; and as for theatres, when a 
man is up all night with a bilious baby, 
he has little inclination for the play. 
Hitherto, when very wretched, I had 
sometimes sought consolation in ^ cigar- 
^te ; but my wife now took it into her 
head that tobacco upset the baby, and 
henceforth no one was allowed to smoke 
m the house but herself. 

When our first was being expected, it 


fell to my lot to prepare certain small gar- 
ments, and my wife (who at this time could 
not find a tailor to her liking) seeing that 
I had a neat hand at cutting out,” sug- 
gested (i.e., ordered) that I should make 
her a pair of bloomers. These unfortu- 
nately proved successful, and since then 
I have had to make all her clothes as well 
as my own and the children’s. "V^en in an 
amiable mood, she will sometimes come 
into the nursery, pipe in hand, and watch- 
ing me as I sew a gusset, remark appro v- 
mgly, “I like to see you busy, love. It 
is so much better for a man than smoking.” 

I have said enough, Sir, 

Yours miserably, 

An Undistinguished Man, 

TO CHARWOMEN. 

A MOVEMENT having been started, accord- 
ing to the Westminster Gazette, to provide 
Technical Training for charwomen, it has 
been suggested that the new London Uni- 
versity (when it comes into existence) 
should hold an examination in this subject 
and confer a degree of Char, Bac. The 
papers would run on the following lines : — 
(1.) Show how to test for alcohol in a 
barrel of beer. 

(2.) "What is a “perk”? Mention any ^ 
article that is not a perk. 

(3.) An eminent authority has laid down 
the axiom, “Three drops of brandy on a 
lump of sugar is a certain cure for the 
spasms.” Express the value of “three 
drops ” in imperial pints and quarts. 

(4.) {a) A is a charwoman, B a black 
bottle, and x an unknown quantity. At 
10 a.m. the formula A -f (B + {«) represents 
a vertical line. At 1 p.m. the formula 
A <4- (B - .r) represents a horizontal line. 
Deduce the value of a;, and show that, in 
certain cases, a; •= xx, 

(h) Assume that x ^ xx =s Now, 1 
is the only value of x that satisfies this 
equation: therefore, jr=l. Again, 1 is 
the specific gravity of water: therefore, 

X = water. Examine the validity of this 
argument. 

(5.) What <lo you know of the properties 
of the liquid known as “ cold tea ” ? Wiat 
is the difference, if any, between its effects 
and alcoholic poisoning ? 

{0.) A lady, whom you are obliging at 
groat ])er8onal inconvenience, asks you to 
wash up the dishes bofor() you go home. 
ILw do you proceed under the circum- 
stances ? 

(7.) Explain the process by which you 
convert !)eef-steak into giitta |>ercha. 
Mention any reason for adopting this 
course, 

;8.) A charwoman, with a capacity of x 
gallons, starts scrubbing a floor <jI n square 

feet. WTion slie has scrubbed ^ 

she drinks a pint of beer ; when she has 

Hcmbbod 2 + sq, ft. she drinks 2 pints 


of beer : 


when she has scrubbed + 


71 

~ -j. sq. ft. she drinks 4 pints of beer, 

and so on in Geometrical Progression. 
Deduce from this (a) the capacity of the 
charwoman, (b) the number of days she 
will ^ke..to complete the Job, and (c) her 
condition at the end of it. 
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THE CHINESE TEOIJBLE. 

Colney Hatch, September 30, 
Dear Mr. Punch, — ^In aocordano© with 
your instructions, I have set myself to 
elucidate the mysterious doings of those 
in authority at Pekin, and tO' indite a clear 
summary of the situation. After seventeen 
hours of mental wrestling with the facts, 
my friends removed me to the above ad- 
dress for change of air. That change has 
worked wonders in me, and now I see 
everything quite clearly. The situation, 
putting it briefly, is this : — 

For a long time past, Wun-Lung, a 
Reformer and Progressive member of the 
S. Pekin and Tor-Kin County Council, has 
been plotting to upset the Manchu dy- 
nasty. This he seems to have accom- 
plished and set up a Womanohu dynasty 
instead. KLang-Wang has made himself so 
unpopular that Bjk-Kim has Anally ousted 
him from office. Should Fo-Ment raise a 
rebellion, Sli-Wun would fail in his plot 
to set Fat-XJn the Second on the throne, 
and thereby defeat the Empress Dowager. 
In that event, it is quite clear that Rus- 
sian influence, or Russian influenza — forget 
for the moment which way you spell it: 
head aches, rather — as represented by 
Greneral Bouncimorp, would triumph, and 
the Cantonese would — oh 1 I don’t know — 

do something else, I suppose, and-- 

But why these straws in my luxuriant 
locks P Why these attendants closing me 
in on every side? Will return and finish 
this article presently, but must really go 


out and smash some windows first. I’m 
aU right, but head feels like a balloon. 
Ha, ha I Ta-tal 

A Delicate Distinction. 

Cross-examining Counsel, {to Fair Wit- 
ness) • And is your name really Aurelia 
Jessamine Jones? 

Fair Witness (after a pause) • No, Sir; 
but it ought to have been, omy that my 
god-parents were so ill-chosen. 








ANGELINA TO EDWIN. 

[^*In Mrs. Sarah Grand’s opinion, young 
men’s wives should be chosen for them by the 
voung women who think that they would lie to 
marry them .” — Daily Graphic,'\ 

0 MT Edwin 1 wilt thou love me P 
By the faithful fires that shine 

In til© firmament above me, 

I will be forever thine 1 

1 win joyfully thy bread win, 

I will ton and slave for thee — 

Only whisper, gentle Edwin, 

That thou lovest, lovest me. 

Sweet, no longer in the City 
Thou shalt droop thy little head ; 

Thou shalt tend thy flowers, my Pretty, 
In thy garden here instead ; 

Thou shalt warble like a starling 
’Mid the roses on the wall — 

Thou thyself, my coy, wee darling, 
Fairest bloom among them all. 

I will keep thee in cigars, love — 

Nay, my Edwin, wherefore groan ? 

By these ever constant stars, love. 

Thou dialt always choose thine own. 
Then, my darling, do not tremble, 

Do not shrink from my caress 1 
Ah 1 thou lov’st me 1 Don’t dissemble 1 
0 my Edwin 1 answer “ Yes ” 1 


HOME MARKETS ILLUSTRATED. 
Fair inquiry for maize.*’ 


Note bt our own Irbjxprbssiblb One 
(apparently in difficulties ), — ^The most hor- 
rible form of modem torture : a respectable 
householder nailed with Income Tacks. 
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READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS); OR, GIVING 'EM FITS. 



Louis, 1st Baron Island db Eougbmont. 

Arms : Quarterly; let; a thorouglivbred riding-turtle naiant and ridd^’n on the curb, thfrean a swobs 
gentleman rouge-monte proper in nudity dioigeant with the big toe ; 2nd, a flight of wombats volant, 
soaring in desuetude on the wing across a setting sun; 3rd, Under a chief nunes, adept and ubiquitous 
in reclame, several gulls of science landed and exploited proper ad nauseam; 4th, looking up a genea- 
logical tree shady or insufficiently endorsed, an enquiring editor spectacled or (massingham) chronically 
reguai’dant in scepticism a series of travellers* tails artistically garnished and flaunted in the press. 
Crest : Emergent from a southern hemisphere, a lion of adventure jaded and fretty, charged in the 
mane with a hatchet of romance slung proper. Supporters : Dexter, a private of the Royal Marines, 
traditionally facDe in credulity, gently closmg the idtemate eye proper; sinister, an australasian 
blackamoor rampant iu«cannibalism bearing a long bow drawn and flexed to the full. 


GEMS AX DRIJET LANE. 

Many Happy Returns ” to Messrs. 
Raleigh and HEamilton, authors of The 
Great Buhy , and to- M!r. Arthur Collins, 
managing director' of Drury Lane, ' where 
this ‘*new and original drama of modem 
life ” is now running its sueoessful course. 
The authors are excellent cooks, who- know 
the public . taste. Mr. Collins woithily 
upholds the great' Druriolanian tradition 
o-f the AuguStah-Harrisian Age, and ad- 
mirably is he aided by Mr. Glover, who, 
w^en flourishing his bdfon, as he sits in 
the orchestial odnductor^s seat, is the evi- 
dent “ living picture ” of 'fhe Arms and 
the Man,’^-~=legs being invisible,-^and by 
the three clever scenic artists, Messrs. 
Perkins, Oan^^y, and Bruob Smith. Last, 
but no| by^ any means -least among the 
“tainted assfetunta,’’ comes the stage 
manager) M)). .Frai^k Damer, for whom 
there will be, precious little rest, day or 
night, difring the run of this piece and the 
preparatioxw^to^P the pantomime. 

The scenic effects successfully rival any- 
thing hitherto attempted bn the old Drury 
st^e, “A Village Street” and* “Lord's 
Cricket Ground*” - being respectively tri- 
umphs of stage illusion. How we itremblbd 
for the passengers crowded on to the coach 


and four, “tooled” on to the stage from 
“ Right Fourth ” entrance down almost to 
the “flote,” on prompt side I How we 
didn't envy any one of them 1 And really, 
when one co-meis to think of it, this is the 
most sensational moment in the entire 
drama 1 'Will that coach-load come safely 
across? Who is driving? However, 
neither the indefatigable Mrs. John Wood, 
the real heroine of the piece, nor 
Mr. Robert Patbman, as the thorough- 
paced villain, is among the passengers on 
the Drury Lane-stage coach : they aie too 
old stagers for that. Truth to tell, Mrs. 
John Wood is the piece; and next to her 
comes Mr. Robert Patbman, with such 
a curiously fascinating “ Johnnie-Tooley” 
look about him, that the strongest melo- 
dramatic situations in which he appears 
are ro-bbed of more than half their signi- 
ficance by the ever-recurring thou^bt, 
“Now, what would Toolb have done in 
this situation ? ” 

Mr. J. B. Gordon, as Sir John Garnett ^ 
and Mrs. Wood as his gad-about, flighty, 
good-hearted, sleep-walfing wife, have a 
capital little domestic drama all to them- 
selves, and quite apart from the piece, in 
the second scene of the third act, vhich 
would p&tfm in^eYeit^ detail if Mrs. 
W''ooD would '*foe oontenb to shnply play 


Sweet Home” on the piano, and 
not attempt to sing it. The old familiar 
melody, brought to pi abrupt conclusion 
by the player's emotion, would touch the 
audience electrically; but the singing is 
very dangerous. 

Mrs. John Wood walks in her sleep, like 
Lady Mcbcbeth; she plays the part of an 
elderly Lady Teazle to a very commonplace 
Sir Feter; she has moments of pathos and 
of broad farce ; she is so intimately and 
essentially mixed up with the melo-dramati- 
cally tragic interests of the piece., that it is 
a wonder how the authors, having dared so 
much, did not go- just one step further, or 
higher, and .send her up in the balloon with 
Johnnie-Toole-like Patbman hanging on by 
his eye-lids to the car, from inside of which 
Mrs. Wood could safely have exclaimed, 
“ Only room for one inside ! Where would 
you like me to drop you? ” And then, as 
she loosened his hold on the car and 
chucked him over, she could have ex- 
claimed in her grandest manner, “Down, 
down to Hampstead Heath, and say I sent 
you thither!” Tableau! Up goes Mrs. 
Wood in the balloon. Up goes the cur- 
tain several times, and Drury Lane vi- 
brares for minutes with enthusiasm. 

The balloon business is not precisely a 
novelty, either on the stage or in fiction, 
but never can the situation have been 
more effectively represented than in this 
Ralei^istic-Hamilton drama. 

The seventy persons engaged in this 
play, of which number twenty-six have 
sneaking parts, do their lively level best. 
Mrs. Raleigh is capitally stilted with a 
character speaking broken English ; and 
Miss Bella Patbman makes the most of an 
elegant, hard-up “ Society mother.” 

As a kind of “ Ran ji-fSin ji ” cricketing 
Indian Prince, with a lot of “local colour” 
on his face, and much uninteresting stuff to 
utter, hut with plenty to do, Mr. Louatnb 
is very good; and Mr. Lownb contributes 
his best to the comedy^ portion of the 
entertainment. Tlie political opinions and 
social allusions in the dialogue appear to go 
for nothing, and, indeed, are quite out of 
place in a drama where all serious “talkee- 
talkee,” “with a purpose,” on extraneous 
matters, is rightly resented by the audience. 
By the way. the arrangement of the pro- 
gramme is irritating- the “characters in 
the drama ” are in small type on the right 
hand side, where the names of the imper- 
sonators ought to be, and the names of the 
actors and actresfies in large type on the 
left. Perhaps Dniriolanus Imperator be- 
gan it, and the present management nnav 
be nervous about departing even m much 
as by one bair's-bre^th from the Drurio- 
lanian tradition. 

Anyway, as a “good wine needs no 
bu^ih,” so “a good melodrama needs no 
push.” Old Port-wine drinkers used to 
say, “Pass the ruby.” Good: The Great 
Buhy is passed, stamped, and unanimously 
approved! But where would 'the ruby 
have been had not Mr. ARtmiR Oollinb 
secured that pearl of great price, that gem 
of a comedienne, and set their Garnett in 
Wood? 


Ie to the benefit conferred (at last) ^on 
the public by the electric lighting of Hyde 
Park there should he added a constable or 
two, then “Londoners over the border” 
^ayswater or South Kensington border) 
might, in comparative safety, use the Park 
as a dbort cut' It is well to remember that 
there is “ safety in numbms.” 
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A BACHELOR UNCLE’S DIARY. 


Friday,-- Ap-palimg prospect! A wet 
day! what am i to do with the boysr' 
They soive ditaculty tor thenL^elvea by 
bringing ciicket ball and bat into sitting- 
room directiy after breaJd:ai3t.,‘ Max goes 
to the wickets ^consisting of my two* um- 
brellas and waliang-stick;, whilst .Tommx 
bowls (last words renunisoent, somehow, 
of well-known Tory ivHax insists 

on my standmg “pomt.^^ Off very first 
ball receive severe blow on waistcoat. 
Whilst gasping for breath, Tommy says in 
disappointed tone, ‘‘Oh I 1 say, Uncle 
Charley, fancy missing a catch hke that 1 
Wish l had missed it. 

Retire to bedroom to read morning paper 
in peace. Hardly through money article, 
when crash of glass in sitdng-room warns 
me to prepare for the worst. Rush in and 
hnd wmdow suffering from brilliant hit to 
“square leg.'" Thinir dithculty will be to 
“ square ” landlord, myself. Forbid further 
cricket, and mournfully examine large pane 
of broken glass. 

Waiter enters. ** Beg paFn, Sir, the old 
gent on floor below, Sir, very touchy, Sir. 
nis oompliments, and would you be kind 
enough to* leave orf chuckin^ the furniture 
about and smashin’ the winders?” Feel 
very depressed, and tell waiter to put 
broken window into the bill. “Yessir.” 

As waiter goes out, large-sized constable 
puts helmeted head into room. “S^cuse 
me, Sir, are you the gent as is in charge 
of the loonatticks ’ere, Sir? ’cos on^ of 
’em ’s bin a shyin’ of cricket balls through 
the winder an’ ’it a passin’ fishmonger 
on the ’ead. ’E’s down in the ’otel ’all, 
Sir, and wants me to* take your name 
and address, or” (dropping voice to mys- 
terious whisper) “p’raps, Sir, you’d like 
to make it all right with ’im, ’stead 
of being summonsed.” Give constable 
half-crown, and brace up nerves to en- 
counter irate fishmonger below. Find idm 
uttering awful threats to manager, with 
at least a dozen of the people staying 
at hotel looking on amused. Am not feel- 
ing amused myself ; rather faint. Feel like 
criminal as I descend stairs. Illusion the 
more realistic from constable following 
close behind. Overhear subdued murmur 
of ‘‘He’s got him!” Manager advances 
I to explain. Wave him away feebly. Fish 
I merchant bellicose and loud. Why loud? 
Threatens to “have the law’.’ of me. 
Why me ? Express sorrow at unfortunate 
occurrence. “ Unfortnit ocurrants be 
busted 1 ” So rude I “ I shall ’ave to go* to 
the ’orspital to ’ave my bloomin’ ’ead 
bandaged, and sha’n’t be able to* do my 
bloomin’ raound, and ^ all the bloomin’ 
fish ’ll be spiled \ ” Brilliant idea ; will buy 
up all his fish. I begin, “ My good man, it 

strikes me ” when bloatered wretch. — 

bloated wretch, I should say-— interrupts, 
“Garni it strikes me, you mean. ’Ooi’s 

a-goin’ to pay for ” Deprecate further 

show of wrath with wave of hand. “ I will 
buy your stock. How much?’’ Seems 
mollified. “ Hoh ! well, guvner,^ if you ’re 

on the straight racket ” Intimate that 

I am on straight racket, ^whatever that may 
mean. ‘^Well, say a couj^le o’ quid — and 
a drink.” Produce two sovereigns, which 
I give to waiter to hapd to purveyor of 
fish. Dislike close contact with fishy 
people. Purveyor so pleased, insists , on 
shaking hands — ugh I — ^twice over, and says 
it ma^is him feel “ quite^ friendly like ” to 



deal with real gent. Shall smell of haddock 
all day after this terrible experience. 
Drop another shilling in his hand for the 
stipulated drink, and make hurriedly for 
stairs. “No, no, guvner! You must jine 
me in this ’ere drink, or it ain’t a proper 
bargin.” Protest I never drink before lun- 
cheon. No use, and am carried off to bar, 
where fish person orders “ a rum shrub ’ot,”, 
and I toy with bottle lemonade. “Yer' 
’ealth, guvner I ” and at that fearful mo- 
ment, Divinity, dressed so daintily, white’ 
skirt, picture-hat, and carrying smart red 
parasol, passes throng hall on way out.. 
Shall never forget the raising of those* 
daintily pencilled eyebrows as she sees, me, 
being pledged by beery fish disseminator. 
Agony too great to be borne. 

Rush upstairs and into sitting-room, 
slamming door behind me. ^ The last few 
days have brought me* nothing hut sorrow 
and ' humiliation, and all through these 
dreadful children. Address them in sev^e 
tones. “Boys, you have disgraced me for 
ever! We must leave here at once, if not 
before then: You have thrown plums at 
porters” — (“Only onei,” murmurs Max, 
stolidly) ; “ you have humiliated me in the 
sight of the^ manager, the waiters, and the 
guests of this hotel ; you have damaged an 
old lady with your unutterably nasty dog ; 
you have thrown things at the passers-by ; 
you hav^* turned your bedroom into a cross 


between an aquarium and a menagerie; 
you have fought with donkey-drivers” — 
(“Only one,” again from Max, with exas- 
perating accuracy) ; “ you have played 

cricket in this room; smashed the, window ; 
struck me in the stom — ^waistcoat ; and hit 
an exceptionally unpleasant -smelling fish- 
monger on the head with a cricket ball, 
and I have had to pay, the; damages. We 
must leave here this very hour!” Swept 
majestically out of room, tripping over con- 
founded door-majt as I went. Rose from 
floor again, just as Max muttered to 
Tommy, “Well, I don’t much care; and 
we can make things hum for ’em at TTnole 
Charley’s own place now. * But I don’t 
see why he should' have made such a beastly 
fuss about it all. He was playing cricket 
with us himself ; and as to the old fish 
Johnny ” (and this was the unkindest cut 
of all), “why, they got quite pals together. 
They musi have, ’cos after the row, I saw 
’em with my own eyes hoozihg together at 
the harT^ 

* * * ^ * 

Never again with you, my boys. Never ! 

Wew Refrain for the ‘^Marseillaise.” 

(A V usage des Ang^iMb'es.) 

Marohand! MarohanP! 

Ooeur noble et pur 1 

A has perfide Albion ! 
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DARBY JONES ON TURF TOPICS. 

^ I CAN claim, I think, Honoured Sir, Con- 
siderable Kudos (I don’t know who Kudos 
was, but believe him to be an Ancient 
Realisation of the good genius of Lord 
Kitchener) for having picked two out of 
the three Leading Champions in the Jockey 
Club Stakes. With many others I had a 
weatoese for the clmms of Diendonni, but 
I did not forget either Cyllene or Velas^ 
quez. It is somewhat strange that Mr. 
C. D. Rose, who, if I am not misinformed, 
in business turns his face to the West, 
should in matters of Yachting and Horse- 
racing exhibit his countenance (I speak 
from the New World point of view) to the 
(to him) more Encouraging East. And 
jfit that terrible Man from over the Her- 
ring Pond, Tod Sloan, is with us again, 
makmg Bookmakers and Backers alike 
tremble at his Science. Watching his 
Lightning-like Progress, the Casual Spec- 
tator is never certain whether he be pick- 
j ing a Stone out of his “ Gee-gee’s ” Hind 
Leg or whispering Words of Encourage- 


cleanse a few Augean Chimneys of Unne- 
cessary Soot. The only thing is that it 
takes a Year or so of Sundays to compre- 
hend perfectly the Exact Meaning of the 
following Precept : — 

“ At every meeting oee-half of Ihe total amount 
of added money adven^ed to be given shall be 
apportioned to races of a mile or over for three 
years or upwards only; and of this half, not less 
than a moiety shall be for races of a mile and a 
half or upwards.” 

I opine, as one feeling in the dark, that 
I ^ow what this means, but does the 
British Public? The Fronundamento of 
the Turf Parliament seems on all fours 
with the E(hct of St. Stephen’s Assembly 
on the subject of Vaccination. The B. P. 
is very foolish. It will ask, “ Why is the 
Advertised Money to be appropriated for 
three years or upwards only ? ” (I am quot- 
ing my revered D. T.). Why not for a 
Century, or even until the Millennium ? 

Let me now turn from the Parliamentary 
Ditch to the more open Mead of Kempton 
Course. I venture to breathe the follow- 
ing Monody on the Duke of York Contest : 

I Ve no taste for the Earbour or Creek, 

The Bomb-and-Corn doesn't please me ; 

While the Mixture will sureTy be weak 
If the Troubadour*^ jaroing tie free. 

The Spome of the fair Jers<‘y flow(*r 
Has a chance that is first in the field ; 

B .t beware of the Godgift, his p wer 
To the foreign ruled Emyxre mjiy yield ! 

“ I wish to Prosper ; I wish Every one to 
Prosper ; only let Me Prosperous be first.” 
Not my sentiment, but Capbiin Krite- 
rion’s. I am, as ever, honoured Sir, your 
stricken but Sphinx-like helper, 

Darby Jones. 




ment intO' his Ear. In my opinion, this 
Transatlantic Equestrian is not only a Cen- 
I^ounder (you will twig my 
indifferent International Jest, gentle Sir), 
for when beaten on Lord Dunraven’s 
Kirschwasser by Sam Loates on Man- 
doria, he nevertheless managed to upset 
the verdict by an Objection. His magna- 
nimity in riding for the Noble Owner of 
the ill-fated yacht Valkyrie was only 
equalled by the fact that his Objection was 
held to be perfectly just by the Stewards. 
Sloan does not take any mean advantage, 
in fact, he is Sloan Square. 

Whenever I hear the cry of Sweep ! ” 
I take off my Head-covering, sometimes in 
the fom of the Gibus of uncertain method, 
sometimes in that of the Mountain Ram- 
bler, such as you, Sir, when wandering 
through the Netherlands with an Alpen- 
stock, affect with such becoming grace, 
but I must record the Circumstance that 
I raised my Glengarry high when I learnt 
that t:^ Jockey Club had carried two 
sweeping” Resolutions, which, according 
to those learned in Turf Lore, ^ouldi 



MON8. ROBINSON LK CRUSOE 
SEOUNDUS (LIMITED). 

HiS MOST Thi ILLIKO AdVEKTUEB. 

Afier his eicape from appalliiig d«ager», Moa«. 
Crueoe is attacked by same queer fish 

of the ** Critic ” s^ies ; who, finding him Ixnmo 
(in magarine form), squirt ink at him and tryio 
destroy his tale. 
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HE DIDN’T MEAN TO LOSE THAT. 


“MifEINP, the BOOK-KEEPER TELLS ME THAT YOU HAVE LOST THF 

Key of the Safe, and he cannot get at the Books. 

‘‘Yes, Sir, one of them. You gave me two, you remember.’ 
“Yes; I had duplicates made in case of accident. And 
the other?** 

“Oh, Sir, I took care of that, I was afraid I might lost 

ONE OF THEM, YOU KNOW.” 

“And is the other all right?” 

“Yes, Sir. I put it where there was no danger of it 

BEING LOST. It IS IN THE SAFE, SlR ! ” 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The current month^s volume of the Biographical Edition of 
Thackeray’s works (Smith, Elder), being the sixth, is compact 
of the novelist’s contributions to Bwnch. “ Much of my father’s 
best work,” Mrs. Ritchie writes, in the always interesting in- 
troduotion, “ will be associated with the name of the friendly and 
supernatural being, Mr. Punch.” Thackeray’s first contribu- 
tion, “ Mrs. Tickletoiby’s Lectures on English History,” was 
avowedly not a success, a conclusion that does not surprise, in 
consideration of its somewhat elaborate and heavy fun. It did 
not prevent his being invited to join the staff of Punchy a step 
accomplished at Christmas time, 1843. Mrs. Ritchie writes, he 
“took his seat at the Punch table as a successor to Albert 
Smith.” That is a mistake. Albert Smith never advanced 
beyond the position of an outside contributor, and never dined 
at the table. In the next year Thackeray made a distinct 
hit with “ The Fat Contributor’s Notes of Travel.” Then came 
the immortal Jeames writing from- “Buckley Square.” The 
Bock of Sno-bs, and a series of imitations of novels by eminent 
hands followed in due course. By a letter written half a century 
ago to Mrs. Procter, my Baromte observes that in these early 
days Mr. Punch and his Young Men used to dine on a Monday* 
“ at five o^clock sharp.” Thackeray not only wrote but drew 
for Punch, his sketches being estimated to reach close won four 
hundred. Through ten years he sat weekly at the Old Mahogany 
Tree, where his initials, engraved in firm hand, are to this day 
seen among the signatures of others who have gone, and some 
who have come. 

Life is but short. I Let them sing on 

When we are gone, I Round the old Tree. 

Meanwhile, it is pleasant and entertaining to have in the com- 
pendious form or this volume contributions of one eminent 
among the old boys. 

If you want to ^o to Cuba, you had better “take your Davey,” 
which is not a brief fortai of legal oath, but is meant as a piece 
of sound advice to those who are interested, as so many of us 

* “ * I doubt it,* said the' Carpenter.” By the way, although Thackeray 
ceased his regular weekly contrioutLons to Pmch, he retained his seat as one 
of the Staff at “ the Table,” and occasionally took part in the discussion on 
topics of the day. —E d. 


just now, in The Story of Cuha (Chapman and Hall), as it 
is told by the descriptive writer whose surname is given above, 
and whose Christian name is Richard. What deli^tful travel- 
ling! Jungles and virgin forests, through which you must cut 
a passage with a hatchet (does the artful explorer merely imply 
that you must “axe your way ? ”), or set fire ‘■o the impenetrable 
tangle and issue forth in a blaze of triumph. Then when our 
daring “MasV Davey Bo” (“for which overhaul David Copper- 
field, and when found, make a note of”), hot and weary, was 
longing for a bath in cool, pellucid lakes, he was inforUaed by 
his ^ide that to* take such a plunge would be fatal, as the bed 
(of the river, not the traveller’s) was alive with snakes big enough 
to take down Mr. Davey, as a succulent morsel, at one gulp. So, 
as the sun declined, Mr. Davey followed this brilliant luminary’s 
example, and also dedined — ^to bathe. His account of the secret 
societies that brought about the rebellion is most interesting. 
Astonishing, too, is the impotence of President Cleveland to 
stop the filibusters who were doing such serious injury not only 
to Spanish interests, but to aU chance of peaceable government. 
To all we recommend Mr. Richard Davey’s recently-published 
work. 

Frank Lockwood was happy in his life. After his death, he 
has been fortunate in that Mr. AugUstinb Birrell undertoot to 
write a record of his too brief career. A Biographical Sketch 
Mr. Birrell modestly, and in the main accurately, calls the 
work which Smith, Elder publish. It is slightly built, but per- 
fectly proportioned, based on intimate personal knowledge of 
the subject, with keen appreciation of his ever bubbling, some- 
times boyish, humour. Those who did not know Frank Lock- 
wood in the flesh will here get bright glimpses of his character, 
and will, at least in part, understand what a delight was his com- 
pamonship, how precious his friendship. Lord Rosebery con- 
tributes to the book a simple yet glowing tribute to the memory 
of a lost friend. Not the least charming, because the most 
characteristic, touches in the book are the brief letters written 
by Lockwood to his young daughters, with sketches illustrating 
passages in the quaintly -fabled fives of the wicked Moses and the 
guileless Aunt Maria. 

Mrs. Brodrick’s Ananias (Methuen & Co.) is in no way related 
to the “ stock of Barabbas,” in which Miss Marie Corelli some 
time ago invested. Which of the two liars in this story the 
authoress intends for Ananias, the Baron is at a loss to deter- 
mine. The essential plot of the tale is neither particularly 
pleasant nor startlingly new, “ yet ’twill serve ” any novel-de- 
vourer whose taste is as yet unjaded. The loveless man and plain 
woman agreeing to marry only for mutual pecuniary advantage 
under a will, and the man subsequently falling in love with a 
talented and pretty girl, are not materials so- entirely fresh as 
they might have been. The finish is probable, but too common- 
place for any reader in search of a sensation. The style of the 
writer pleasantly imposes on the reader “old lamps for new,” 
and it is not until he has gone too far not to advance to the end 
that the experienced peruser, being ag^eved, says to himself, 
“ I rather think I ’ve heard somethmg like this before.” 

To find an amusing story, a story that, by its whimsicality, 
really makes you laugh, is so rare, nowadays,^ that the Baron is 
delisted at having the chance of recommending such an one to 
his mends in The Duke and the Damsel, written by Richard 
Marsh, and published by C. Arthur Pearson, Ltd. Any one 
reading this book on the Baron’s recommendation, will agree 
with him in wishing that the wicked, vulgar old mother had been 
ultimately shown to- be in no way related to the two charming 
girls, of whom one is the heroine of the story. It may be, on 
the whole, a trifle too exaggerated, and the conversations unduly 
spun out : but here comes in the fine art of the practised novel- 
reader who knows how to skip, and the judicious skipper will 
be rewarded. Tiro Baron de B.-W. 

THE PALL MALL PUZZLE. 

Straight may be right : Wright may be straight : 
Conversely, crooked ways are wrong. 

Truth will prevail, for truth is great, 

Let ’s hope “ we sha’n’t be long.” 

Wright seems in straits if Straight is right : 

The straighter writer, who* shall say ? 

If Straight ’» astray, ’tis Wright who might 
Be righted straightaway. 


Tin Mot, S.V.P. ! 

Cher M. Ponchb, — ^Permettez! Comment voulez-vous qu’un 
Marchand, tout seul, s’ oppose k une “ Nation de Marchaiids ! ” 
Allez ! To-ut a vou®. Pied de Nez. 


VOL, cxv, 
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COOK’S CRUSADER. 

Impe va Eniyhi.TeniplM- {the Q&^ Bmpe/rw-to Salads). “ Wba.t1I Th* Christian Powsss pwino hipo.n Por, 

^ MY DEAR Friend I ! Hork[ble ! I oan*t think how People can do euch thinob ? ** 
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Lady of the House {to Bore, who generally calls just as she^is about to go shopping), “ Won’t 
YOU LET ME RINO FOR A LITTLE REFRESHMENT FOR YOU ? ” 

Bore, “I THINK I ’ll take a little SOMETHING JUST BEFORE I GO.** 

Lady of the House, “ Oh, then^ jdo have it now ! ” 


PHILOSEMEIOTISISCOMISTOGRAPHiSTS- 

[*‘A French, stamp-collector is dissatisfied at 
being called a philatelist. Stamp-collectors, he 
considers, have a right to be called philosemeio- 
tisiscomistographists.’ ’ — The Qlohe,'] 

Descend, ye Nine I Descend and sing I 
Without your best assistance 
I can’t SO much as name this thing 
That’s come into existence. 

Descend, Drania! Descend, 

Melpomene and Clio I 
Pronounce this word-without-an-end, 
Pronounce Philo semeio 

In vain! Not all your arts, ye Nine, 
Can work throng half the letters, 
And I must even seek the shrine 
Of them that are your betters. 

Ye Godis 1 to you my prayer I raise ! 

Put forth your best devices, 

And help me when I try to praise 
Philosemeiotisis 

What! Have not even ye availed ' 
Then is our case distressful, 

For when the very Gods have failed 
Who else may be successful? 

Ah ! there is yet one hope — yes, thee, 

I call on thee, Mephisto, 

Come ! help me sing of Phuose- 
■meiotisiscomisto 

Ah ! cruel, cruel ! Foiled again, 

When I ’d all but succeeded ! 

Can any mortal lungs contain 
One half the breath that ’s needed ? 

If Muses, Gods, and D too. 

Can get it no correcter, 

I think ’twould be as well, don’t you. 
To stick to Stamp-collector.” 


DARBY JONES ON RACING CONTRASTS 
AND THE CESAREWITCH. 

Honoured Sir, 

From Leicester to Kempton is quite a 
Shock to the Racing System. I should 
imagine that no greater Contrast could 
exist than that between the Battlefields 
of Leicester and Kempton, unless it 
be that separating Waterloo from Om- 
durman. In • the. Midlands it is all 
Business without much Pleasure ; in the 
South it is Pleasure with Business tacked 
on like an Extra Lace FlO'Unoe to a 
Duchess’s Court Gown. Kempton is the 
most enjoyable of meetings, because, as 
my patron the Hon. Fliflatt (about to 
leave Oxford College) observed on Friday, 
after securing a handsome Souvenir, 
thanks to the prescience of a Fortune- 
teller, who shall be as Incognito as the Heir 
Apparent when he travels abroad, ^‘At 
Kempton,” he said, ‘there’s no beastly 
crushing. It’s like racing in your own 
back gs^den.” And so it is. Note the 
Programme: Going — Cab to Waterloo; 
Train to Kempton ; tinder Cover to Stand. 
Returning — ^Under Cover from Stand; 
Train to Waterloo ; Cab Home.” What 
could be more perfect ? 

Far different is the state of things at 
Newmarket. Monsieur Louis db Rougb- 
mont might pitch his tent in a secluded 
corner of the blasted Heath ” for several 
weeks without being disturbed ; but when 
the rush did come, he would probably be 
ridden over and pulverized by the tread of 
Cobs, Ponies, and other small Equine 
Deer; for whereas at Kempton Locomo- 
tion by Rail is the Great Incentive to 
Racing, at Newmarket it is perambulation 
on I^our-legs which makes Everybody move. 
But the Jockey Club Metropolis is over- 


built. Bricks and Mortar do not create 
Inhabitants, and one of these days that 
Sprightly Sportsman, Sir Edward Lawson, 
may, like Monsieur Louis de Rougbmont, 
or Bohinson Crusoe, or Sir Edward Sea- 
ward, find himself Monarch of all he 
surveys. 

Meantime, let me turn on the Pierto 
tap, which is cheaper to you, honoured Sir, 
than Water in the East-End, and far more 
refreshing, I humbly trust, to your readers. 
Plunging my spurs into Pegasus, ^ I finish 
for the Anglo-Muscovite Contest with these 
lines, which have no reference to difficulties 
in the Far East. Remembering the great 
struggle last year between Merman and 
Bush, I chortle with all confidence : 

Let her go and the Tarty who hot 
With the Aster Cirl may show the way, 

And the Beaver be nigh on \he spot 
When the Ermine the course cannot stsy. 

LuMs Order I ’ll take for a shop, 

And also the Man of the Sea; 

While I cannot see what is to stop 
Booh Monarch as first out of three I 


Trusting that some Winter Provender 
may be supplied for my numerous Patrons, 
I remain, honoured Sir, with a particularly 
slender purse, your pheasantless (despite 
the season) but faithful follower. 

Darby Jones. 


“Bust up!” — Mr. Dan Lbno’s, at 
“ Rule’s,” Maiden Lane, unveiled by Mr. 
BjEffiBERT Campbell, Wednesday, October 
5. A great day for England ! Just the 
place for it, ^Rule’s well-known Oyster-shop, 
where a living presentment of the side- 
splitting and original comedian will “ as- 
tonish the natives.” 


XJgh.1 — ^It was generally reported in the 
daily papers that the Khedive of Egypt, 
on arriving at Constantinople, was received 
at the station, on behalf of H.M. the 
Sultan, by “ Bbhbddin Bey.” Ahsit 
omen! Of course, “What’s in a name? 
■—but, for all that, not exactly pleasant 
for th,e EIhedive, 
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EsaM Scotchman (who hosjua hoohed aph). “I ’u dashed ebaeed I ’ll loose mt 

Half-crown Flee ! ” 


GULLIYER THE SECOND. 

Pl!BS0NAiiLE',_ I have nevfir doubted the 
fact of my existence. Many persons a<re 
sceptical because I cannot quote exact 
time and place of my birfcli, but I would 
remind tnese that it is not to 

forget the precise circumstances of one^s 
amval in the world. Passionately fond of 
adventure, I was a mere boy when I sailed 

m the schooner of (no good 

hilling m the blanks, because people only 
ti^ up registers and pretend that such 
ships don^ exist), in search of Treasure 
Island. Having found this (I am no 
scientist, and cannot fix lat. and long.), 
we took on board a cargo of Bank of 
England notes, rejecting the gold on 


account of it® weight and bulk, and set 
out homeward bound. Had we oeen con- 
tent with less, we should have secured 
more, for we had so laden the schooner 
with notes, that at the very first breeze 
we met she shipped a sea and gapV like 
a stone. All han-^ perished except myself. 
I luckily caught hold of a fri^tened dol- 
phin, and although a little upset at the 
loss of our treasure, determined to continue 
my course for London, where I knew I 
should have no difficulty in starting a 
syndicate to recover it. 

progi^ was dow, and 
^h&htiy jjerky, but having caught a passing 
shark, I dismissed the dolphin, and har- 
ne^d my new acquisition to a spar— 2>um 
sptro sparo/— guiding it by means of a bit 


which providentially I happened to have 
in my pocket. This greatly increased my 
speed, and I now made, as I reckoned, 
twenty-five to thirty knots an hour. I 
sighted a white line which I took to be the 
cliffs of Dover. I soon discovered my 
mistake, for on goiM up to what I fancied 
was the Customs BLouse, in place of the 
customary savage offidal, I was greeted 
by a courtly cannibal, who expressed in 
the most gentlemanly manner his desire to 
kill and eat me. But no one need come bo 
harm if he knows how to make a certain 
sign which is understood by savages the 
wide world over. Placing my right thumb 
to the point of my nose, I extended the 
fingers straight out towards the cannibal. 
The effect was instantaneous. 

As soon as he had mastered his feelings, 
he hurried me off to be introduced to bis 
relatives, who, on learning that I had 
made the sign of their tribe j tbe Guttar- 
bhoys, greeted me with effusive affection. 
They asked a thousand questions in their 
guttural tongue, for which I had ready 
answers. The Guttarbhoys listened with 
wonder and awed delight. (Savages are 
so much more reasonable than civilised 
men ; they do* not expect you to prove the 
truth of every word you utter, nor do they 
set able Editors upon you to try and catch 
you tripping.) I was their hero, and they 
could not do enough for me. The Elders 
of the tribe brouglit such of their wives as 
they most honoured, and insisted on my 
accepting the female crowd as a present. 
Now the wives they most honour are those 
who will never see fifty again. There were 
more than a hundred of them. If I did 
not accept, it would have been considered 
an insult, and I should have been roasted 
whole. So I accepted, escaped roasting, 

I and in the dark mght, I fled, swimming 
in the direction of Greenwich/ * * Safe!’! 

[The distinguished traveller who has written the 
above most interesting article, wishes it to be dis- 
tinctly understood that, as far as his memory serves 
him, he has never once during his wanderings had 
the good luck to meet M, i>e Kouoemont. No 
doubt it is a pleasure to come. Why, one of 
these days,*' adds our esteemed correspondent, **he 
md I might be in the very same jungle without 
knowing it ! 



** Lay thy sweet hand in mine, and trust in me.*' 
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ECHOES FROM PARIS. 

The same (more or less) trusted oorrespoujdent who wrote in 
our columns last week upon the Chinese situation — dating his 
communication from Colney Hatch — has sent us the following. 
We endeavoured to read it in the ordinary maimer, first ; then 
sideways, and finally, upside down. All, however, in vain, and 
we submit it (with great misgivings) to the public, in the fervent 
hope that what appears dark to us, may — or may not — seem sense 
to them. He writes thus : — 

“From diligent enquiries made on the spot,^ it seems that in 
regard to the present great mysteries of Paris (no connection 
with Eugene Sue), M. Drumont, after calling for a petit hleu 
and a small soda, commenced his attack on Dreyeus in the lAhre 
Farole. The attack was hazy — almost EfeTBRHi^ — ^but still, 
clear enough to denote that the Jews were the objects aimed at. 
Being re- jews — ^beg pardon, reduced to this expedient, the Minis- 
ter of War consulted with the Bordereau (don^t quite know what 
a Bordereau is, but should fancy it is a sort of law officer of the 
Eepublic), and came to the conclusion that a revision was in- 
evitable. Public opinion, in the name of France, demanded it— ^ 
“ ask for it and see you get it,” as the posters say — Colonel Pate 
de Foies-Gras will now be tried by the Court of Cassation for 

complicity in Oh, very well, then, ITl come quietly, if it’s 

exercise time in the back-yard. Sorry, dear Editor, to break off 
so abruptly, but these big, rough attendants worry one so, and 
they will not be denied. Only yesterday I heard one of th^ 
saying to another that “ He ” (meaning me) “ is not likely to be 
violent, but is certainly a bit balmy about the crumpet.” Now, 
Sir, I ask you, what did those mystic words mean ? 

Tout dj vous sous la Lune, 

p,j§. — ^I^Iost curious thing.^ Have forgotten my own name 
Must ask my keeper what it is before I can sign this. 


WAITING. 

Waiter, who serenely waitest 
With a napkin in thy hand, 

While my ’bus (and ’tis the latest) 
Rumbles nearer down the Strand ; 

Tell me, waiter, does it never 
Strike thy transcendental brow, 

’Buses will not wait forever 
Quite as patiently as thou ? 

Dost thou think thine^ Art the greatest 
That thou’dst teach it tO' a few ? 

I wait, waiter, whilst thou waitest. 

And my chop is waiting, too*. 

All things wait except my Putney ” — 
There' 1 it ’s past — ^I saw it then ! 

And as yet I ’ve nau^t but Chutney, 

And a little red Cayenne. 

I ’ve a picture, wrought in copper. 

Of “ViotobiaD. G.,” 

And, when thou shouldst bring my topper, 
I had destined it for thee. 

But — ^my wrath grows great and greater. 
Thinking of the walk from town — 

Now thou ’It wait till Doomsday, waiter. 
Ere thou get my dusty brown. 



“But me no Butts.” — ^Weidnesday, October 5. Leeds. Sir 
Arthur lifts his bdton* Strike up ! Elijah is about te' begin. 
The first violinist looks up beseediingjy. Sir Arthur pauses, 
baton raised, “ But,” whispers to- him the violinist in a tremolo 
voice. Sir Arthur outs him short. “ There is no Butt,” says 
he, sternly, and whack goes the stick. Then, subsequently. 
Miss Clara Butt wrote tO' the Daily Telegraphy and explained 
how it was that, though always perfectly in tune, on this occa- 
sion only she, quite unconsciously, 'did not keep time. 

The City of Rome. — ^In the Times report of the doings of th 
Court of Common Council, we read: — “Replying to Mr. Rome, 
who asked what steps were to be taken to abate the smok 
nuisance in the City, Mr. Deputy White said.” &o. Wellj 
doesn’t matter what Deputy White said ; that ’s^ not the ;^int 
But how comes it that there can be any discussion after Rome 
has spoken? “Eoma locuta: causa finita^\‘ Mr. Rome has 
spoken, and there ’s an end. In future, let us hope that Rome 
will simply deliver himself oracularly, and so act up to his ancient 
and glorious name. 


“ OH ! WOULD I WERE A BIRD I OJd Song, 

Some most interesting information by Mr. Walter Roth- 
SOHILU, well known as a skilled naturalist and collector of rarest 
specimens, written, in a delightfully natural style, is mven in 
the Nineteenth Century for this month. He entitles it, “ Rough 
Notes on the Birds of the Bass Rock and Neighbouring Shores.” 
The notes, however, are not at all rough on the birds, for he 
handles his feathered friends as Izaak Walton recommends his 
pupils toi handle the gentle®, “ as tho’ he loved them ’’ ; and he 
does. The name of “ Bass Rock ” sounds most refreshing. From 
its position, it would of course be a Draughty Bass Rock, not 
Bottled. What a chance for the sea birds! Here the Solan 
Goose plays his Bass solo ; and a wise or Solon Goose he is, mak- 
ing the Bass Rock his Philosopher’s Stone. Here the Gannets lay 
a solitary egg: sporting birds they are, evidently, laying one to 
two on The Rock. But, d propos of “ The Rock,” perhaps at 
some future time Mr. Walter Rothschild will tell us something 
about that Gigantic Rock that flew away with Sinbad the Sailor 
and kindly dropped him en route. A delightful place of resort is 
this Bass Rock I Here there are pretty little Ducks-^bless ’em 
— and, of course, plenty of geese. In the evening, without any 
dancing or spirit license, they enjoy the music of the Sand-piper 
and the dainty entertainment provided (very occasionally) by the 
Humming-bird, while the red-throated Diver, coming up as 
fresh as a Lark, sings, “How happy could I be with eider!” 
Verily ’tis a Birds’ P aradise. 

Advice. — ^M. Unlimited Lou-is db Rotjgemont, after reading 
his Daily Chronicle of Friday, October 7, wiU apply to himself the 
somewhat cold comfort suggested by his own name, i.e., “ ‘ Grin^ 
and bear it.” He could bring out his lectures under the title 
of “ Grin’s Goblins, and other Fairy Tales.” 

“A Hand to Mouth Existence.” — The dentist’s. Only it’s 
his own hand and somebody else’s mouth. 
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Mother . “BoBBr, it *s very jtaxtghtt of yott to go off Birds’-nestino without 

TELLING MB. I *M QUITE SURPRISED AT YOU ! ” 

BoUy { mgermmsly ). **Yes, Mother, I’m really quite surprised at Myself!” 


THE SON OF HEAVEN DISCUSSES 
HIS AUNT. 

P^The Emperor of China’s proposed reforms 
included the introduction of Christianity and the 
abolition of pig-tails.” 

Peking is in a state of riot.” 

Later. 

^ Sixty foreign devils, consisting of thirty Bri- 
tish Marines and thirty Bussian Cossacks, have 
arrived at Peking.” 

“ A.beolute peace reigns in the capital.” 

“ The Emperor's death would not in any way 
aTect the pohtlcal situation.”— JPre8sf[ 

Who took me from my little throne, 

Trotting me off to gaol alone 

With language very rude in tone ? 

My Aunt! 


Who ran to smack me when I fell. 

And wished the Son of Heaven in H-II, 
Till I was really quite unwell ? 

My Aunt! 

Who was it, when I urged reform, 
Came at me like a thunderstorm, 

And made the place extremely warm ? 
My Aunt! 

Who, when I ventured to embrace 
The principles of Christian grace, 

Just flung Confucius in my face? 

My Aunt! 

And when I feebly dared to state 
That piggy-tails were out of date, 

Who nearly scalped her nephew’s pate ? 
My Aunt! 


And who* revives the ancient gang 
Headed by hoary Li Hung Chang, 
While my reformers go and hang ? 

My Aunt I 

Who talks of stepping in to use 
My rather dainty pair of shoes, 

And never once consults my views 
My Aunt ! 

Who' tells the journals every day 
That I shall shortly pass away, 
Having the seeds of sure decay ? 

My Aunt! 

Who says that if I die or not 
It won’t affect the case a jot, 

Since anyhow she ’s on the spot ? 

My Aunt ! 

Who sends to summon ventre, <i terra 
Each native doctor from his lair, 

A class of men I cannot bear ? 

My Aunt I 

Who hints that in my shocking pride 
I will not let them touch my hide, 
But mean to do a suicide ? 

My Aunt ! 

Whom is it needless to remind 
That I am not that way inclined, 
And shall do nothing of the kind ? 

My Aunt I 

Ah 1 gallant Colonel Picquakt, you 
Are in a tightish corner too ! 

But mine is worse: you never knew 
J/y Aunt! 


There is much Virchow in ‘if.’*’ 

Dear Professor Punch,— Do you happen 
to know whether your confrtire Professor 
Virchow is a pessimist ? Why do I ask r 
Because I am informjcd that in his recent 
Huxleian lecture he told his audience that 
“Life is a sell.” Sad, very! 

Yours, Nilxje D’Esrbrandum. 

P.S. — No matter. Virchow is his own 
reward. 


TO A SCION OF THE “SWISS FAIVIILY 
R”-OUGEM()NT. 

From month to month the tale unfurled 
Of marvels in the wide, wide world 
Your mysteriee unravels : 

Of cniises in the Southern .Sea.s, 

Grim feasts in the Antipodes, 

Strange sojournings and travels. 

We trace the boomerang’s slant flight 
(At least you guide your boom aright) 
After the quarry hurtle ; 

We see your dusky southern bride, 

We watch you as .you sit astride 
The fiery untamed turtle. 

Across the setting sun in herds 
The wombats flit — unlikely birds! — 
Before the “ Second Crusoe ” ; 

Y€*t who will venture to deny 
That haply humble wombats fly, 

When pigs, you know, might do so ? 

With wondrous tales already known 
The sceptic then compares your own, 

As out he seeks to bowl them ; 

He sneers at each discrepancy, 

While if the incidents agree 
He holds that proves you stole them- 

Careless if aimed with truth or guile. 

At shift and sljaft alike we smile — 

(Sure never long-bow shot so)— 

While we at least this moral glean. 
Though possibly your name is *”Green,” 
Yet you yourself am not so. 
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PUT TO THE TEST. 

In co'iiseqtieiice of the many cycle acci- 
dents that have occnrred of late in Lon- 
don, it has been suggested that the autho- 
rities shoiuld adopt the German system of 
permitting those cyclists only to ride who 
can pass a satisfactory examination. 
Although the decision has not yet been 
made public, it has been already settled 
that such an examination i^all be insti- 
tuted. Part of it will be practical, and 
every rider, to gain his certificate of pro- 
ficiency, will have to give an exhibition of 
his skill in Battersea Park. In addition to 
this, he will have to satisfy the examiners 
by written answers to a paper of questions. 
Mr, Punch has managed to secure an ad- 
vance-copy of the first examination-paper, 
with which every cyclist will shortly be 
confronted. It reads as follows : — 

1. Conjugate the verb to sideslip.” If 
a rider A, on a bicycle B, meets two paral- 
lel tram-lines CD on a muddy day, prove 
that the meeting of AB and CD will pro- 

o» "R 

bably result in the equation ; AB » A - 


(e)^ “ Who ’re yer talkin’ to young man 
if I likes to stand in the middle of 
the road what business is it of youm 
which if I did my do-oty I’d sum- 
mons yer that I would dratted 
imperencei! ” 

When all the above sentences are being 
addressed simultaneously to- a cyolkt, what 
should he reply ? 

5. Give the derivation of the verb "to 
scorch.” What pace per hour, in your 
opinion, constitutes " scorching ’’ .P Prove 
by example that the mean^ velocity of any 
given cyclist varies directly with the im- 
agination of the nearest policeman. 

6. Comment on this recent ly^discovered 
fragment from the works, of Socbates : — 

. . . . " Wherefore of all accusations, oh 
judges, this is isureiy the most unreason- 
able. For my progress indeed was not due 
to any strength of horse®, but to- severe 
labour with my feet, the pedals also revolv- 
ing by^ the same means. Therefore- I, 
journeying by means of my feet, am wholly 
guiltless of wrongdoing in that I rode along 
the footpath, the name itself showing that 
it was designed for this very end. Yet, 
by Zeus, these my accusers would exact 
from me forty drachmai and costs, alleging 
some byelaw a® their plea. But they who 
disobey byelaws, it seemsi, co-ntribute to 
the public revenue, than which no act 
more clearly marks the good citizen. 
Hence it is evident that he who breaks 
most byelaws is the best citizen, and yet 
is he dragged before you, ye judges, as a 
wrongdoer, rather than, as is fitting, ac- 
corded public honour. Next, as touching 
the watercart” 

Not exactly a Theatrical Manager’s 
Guiding Motto. — "Piece at any price.” 

History Bepeats Itself. — " The Guards 
at Waterloo” (Station). 


2. "Force is indestructible” (Joule’s 
law). Does this hold good in the case of 
the PoHce Force? If a cycle A coincide 
with a policeman PC at any given point, 
calculate the amount of heat generated by 
the violent impact of A on PC, According 
to your experience, does PC 4- LSD = PC* ? 

3. Solve the following problem. In a 
narrow street, a large waggon is travelling 
at the rate of 1 mile an hour. Behind the 
waggon, a cyclist is travelling at the rate 
of 5 miles an hour. Behind the cyclist, a 
butcher’s cart is travelling at the rate of 
12 miles an hour. All are moving in the 
same direction^ and there is> not room for 
the cyclist to pass the waggon. What 
should the cyclist do? Show that if he is 
killed his death is entirely due to- his 
" furious riding.” 

4. Translate into English, where possible, 
and give suitable answers to the following 
remarks : — 

(a) " Take yer bloomin’ pram, out of 
my ’osses’ way, can’t yer?” 

(b) " Why donjer ring yer beU ? ” 

(c) " Stop that blessed alarum 1 ” 

(d) " ’Igher up there, stoopid ! ” 



NOTHING LIKE LEATHEB. 

If the Battle of Waterloo was won at Eton, the 
Battle of Omdunnan was won at the bootmakers^ I 
Many of the Grenadiers spoke in the heartiest 
terms of the way in which their boots had worn. 
If one asked them what was the distinguishing 
feature of the campaign, the answer was ‘ Boots.’ ” 
--Pall Mall Gazette^ Octobtr 6.] 
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First Bluejacket, “Well, Matpy, wot 'applnbd?” 

Beccmd Bluejacket. “ Lb tenant, 'e kbports as 'ow I were dirty, an’ my ’ammiok weren’t clean, an* CaPtin, 'x ses, 
‘ Wash ’is bloomin’ Neck, scrub ’is bloomin' Face, an* out ’is bloomin’ ’air, every Ten Minnits I ’ ” 


BLOSSOMS AT THE ST. JAMESES. | 

"Why aren’t Mr. and Mrs. Kendal “always with us” when 
they have such a piece as Tlie Elder Miss Blossom, by Messrs. | 
Hendrie and Wood, to fill the St. James’s, nightly, and to make 
their audiences smile, laugh heartily, struggle hysterically 
with tears, and, in a general way, thoro-ughly enjoy them- 
selves? Granting the play’s rather improbable premises, the 
plot is cleverly managed, and the embroglio is that of genuine 
comedy. The only fault in the writing is that the “ asides ” 
are toO' pronounced in the stagey old-fashioned way, and 
are inartistically introduced. They might have been entirely 
avoided, and the piece would have been dramatically improved. 
Occasionally the diction in Mr. Kendal’s pa,rt is too high faintin’ 
and not at all the sort of thing that Mr, Andrew Quick, F.^^.A., 
the rough-and-ready traveller, modest and eccentric, would have 
said. Such defects as these above-mentioned are but slight, and 
do not in the least afiect the acting, which is admirable throughout. 

It is a real tr^at to see Mrs. &ndal as Dorothy Blossom, and 
not only a treat, but a study to all who love the histrionic art at 
its very best in comedy. It is thoroughly natural, never in any 
one instance overdone. Her reading of the somewhat questionable 
paragraph in the newspaper is a triumph, as also is her breaking 
down utterly as the curtain falls on the sorrow of poor Mi^s 
Dorothy at the end of the second act. 

Mr. Kendal is the character to the life : wide-awake to the 
humour of the situations, and thoroughly in earnest. Mr. Charles 
Groves, too, is admirable; with him, ars est celare artem, and 
for the moment you cannot conceive of him as being at any time 
anybody else than “ Christopher Blossom, a country gentleman,” 
in whose individuality, that of Mr, Charles Groves, the come- 
dian, is completely merged.) Mr, Percy Ames, as the stuttering 
valet, has a most difficult part, and acquits him^lf to perfection. 
In a melodrama, any one would have suspected him of murder, and 
so no wonder tlxe servants sre ’ all afmid of him, and that the 
cook imprisons him in an outhouse. Miss Nellie Campbell entem 
thoroughly into' the pathos and humour of Sophia Blossoms and 
Mr. Budge Harding is a typical young golf-playing rector or 
curate, with no very strong views as to the celibacy of the clergy. 
Altogether a success well-merited alike by authors and actors. 


MR. PUNCH S DREYPUS DICTIONARY. 

Drbeuse, to (verb active), i.e., the verb to refuse, with the in- 
tensive prefix I) — , equivalent to refusing strenuously, more 
particularly of refusing justice to any one or refusing to re- 
open a Case. Sometimes spelt dreyfuse. 

Du-paty-db-clamber, to (verb neuter), an intensive fo-rm of the 
verb to clamber, usually, in a contemptuous i^nse, equivalent 
to clambering into any office or position by objectionable prac- 
tices. Hence a du-paty-de-climber is equivalent to one who 
climbs in this manner. The verb du-paty-de-climb is also 
found. ^ 

Esterhazy (adjective), a superlative of ha^y, -i.e., dark, dubious, 
and disreputable. The degrees of comparison are hazy, more 
hazy, esterhazy. This superlative prefix will be ^found very 
useful when joined tO' other adjectives. Thus an “ esterhorsey ” 
man is equivalent to a man very much devoted to horses or, 
in a bad sense, a shady frequenter of race-courses, a welsh er. 
It is sometimes prefixed to substantives. Thus an estei'sleeper 
is a very sound sleeper, a sluggard. 

JuGER (from the French), to juggle. Hence chose jugie, equiva- 
lent to an affair in which some juggling has taken place. 

PiOQUART (adjective), a stronger form of ^ older word piquant. 
Thus, when an incident, for example, in a court of justice, is 
more than usually startling or sensatio'ual it is said to be 
picquart. 

PiOQUART, TO (verb active), to imprison without form of trial. 
To pique a man is to cause him annoyance. To picquart him 
is to continue to annoy him loiig after he has been proved to 
be in the right. ^ , 

ScHWARTZKOPPEN, an irregular past participle passive in -^n (cf. 
broken, taken), from the obsolete verb schwartzkop. To cop 
(or kop; is to catch, and a copper (or kopper) vulgarly, means 
a policeman. Hence, toi schwartzkop is to detect or expose, 
and when a story is shown to be falfee and ridiculous, it is said 
to be schwartzkoppen. The word is of German origin. 

1 What game is the Due d’OBLEANS playing? Is he going Nap ? 
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up to him, wagging tail hard. N. O. G. terrified. Try to re- 
assure him • jump up and put paws on his shoulders, N, 0. G. 
collapses. Must be ill, or is it the rum ? Lick his face. He 
shrieks ''HelpI Murder I” and continues kicking till K.-B. 
comes up and hauls me off. 



Tremendous applause. Am led back in triumph, yeritably, 
the cynosure of every eye.” Judges award me first prize for 
something or ether. Wonder why ? 




It is Podoson’s opinion that, if tott want to be fit by 
November, there nothing like doing a bit of October Cub- 
hunting ON FOOT. You CAN TAKE THE YOUNGSTERS WITH YOU TOO. 


TEIALS OF A BLOODHOUND. 

Wakenbo) unconscionably early and dragged out of warm bed 
into raw, foggy morning. Kennel-Boy unusually energetic j 
brushes me till the sparks fly. Growl remonstrance, whereupon 
he cracks me on the nose. Painful, very. Wonder how he’d 
like it. 

Off to station. Kennel-Boy goes into refreshment-room. Don’t 
offer me anything though. Lots of sporting gents at bar, and 
general odour of whisky. Notice Nervous Old Gentleman drink- 
ing rum and milk. ** Nothing like it for keemng the cold out.” 
He takes a purely scientific interest in the development of the 

olfactory powers of the Suddenly catches sight of me, turns 

pale and drops tumbler. Am hurried off by K.-B, and shoved | 
into dog-hox — dark, dirty hole, not fit to put K.-B. in, let alone | 
a dog. 

Yorkshire mopr. Great crowd of sportsmen, and smell of! 
whisky stronger than ever. Evidently something up. Wonder j 
what ? Other dogs about ; decent chaps, seemingly, but oppor- 
tunities of smelling very limited. Just getting into conversation 
with a fellow when I am led out before crowd. Crowd stare and 
look at me through field-glasses. Embarrassing, very. Don’t 
know what to do, so wag tail amiably and try not to look foolish. 
K.-B. holds out something. Hope it’s eatable, hut no, disap- 
pointed; only an old rag. Smell it. Crowd watch intently. 
Seems the right thing to da so smell it again. Don’t smell very 
nice, but try to look as if i appreciate it. Among other odours, 
seem to detect faint smell of rum. Crowd growing impatient 
Tired of watching me smell rag ; must think of something else to 
amuse them. Sniff about for rummy smells, hut among so much 
whisky can’t find it. Get on trail, at last. Crowd cheer — evi- 
dently pleased. Bark, to encourage them ; crowd cheer again 
and back me freely. Scent grows stronger. Kush 
on, barking and smelling. Exhausting, very — ^have you ever 
tried it ? — ^but clearly correct thing to do. Suddenly hear shouts 
of laughter from crowd. Look up and find Nervous Old Gentle- 
man just ahead of me, running for all he iS' worth. 

Delighted to see hdmi; looks nice, harmless old chap, so run 


TO BEIGHTON IN AN HOUE. 

Sir, — ^It is prodigious! In my time, Mr. Punch, four hours 
even for the fastest chaise would have been monstrous quick. 
My barouche never did it in less. And now these railways of 
yours carry down the Londoners in a quarter of the time. Gad, 
Sir, it would have taken my breath away I 

I up to Brighton sometimes from here (I date from 
the JElysian Fields), and float about for a time over the 
Steine and the King’s Road. There are some mon- 
strous fine women there still, take my word for it, but 
none of them like Fitzherbert. You never saw her, more ’a the 
pity. TVhat d’ye think they’ve done with her house and the 
next one ? They ’ve turned one into a “ Young Men’s Christian 
Association,” and the other intO' a School Board Office. Gad, 
Sir, what d’ye think of that ? And they ’ve made my Pavilion a 
place for concerts, and there ’s never a prize-fight in, the town. 
But the whole country’s going to the dogs. I used to think 
a man who drank claret was a poor, effeminate creature, but he 
was a downright, good, three-bottle man compared to* your tee- 
totalers, your three-teapot men, or whatever you call ’em. 

But Brighton is not what ft was. It has grown monstrous 
large. In my time the sky was always clear, and now there ’s 
a devilish quantity of smoke. But the people seem to like that, 
for the worst smoke of all — ^with the most devilish fumes and 
smeUis^ — comes day and night from some chimneys belonging to 
the Town Council. One of them is where they make that new- 
fangled electric light. Light, by George! Why^, the smoke 
makes the town as murky and gloomy as Hades. Fact, Sir 1 

However, you all like coal-smoke now, even in London, for 
you do nothing to diminish it. When you go travelling you 
have a puj95ng, smoking machine in front of you, and you seem 
to prefer it to four good horses in a barouche, which was vastly 
agreeable, I assure you. 

This brings me back to what I started with. I went to 
Brighton by the first railway train which travelled there in an 
hour. Gad, Sir, we went like the deuce ! I paid nothing, for of 
course no one saw me. Even your Psychical Society would not 
have noticed me, but then they are the last people in the 
world to see any of u$, when we come back again. So I tried 
those coaches called Pullman, which come from the old American 
Colonies. Gad, Sir, it ’s a pity my father was so injudicious with 
the colonists! He absolutely would not make those what d’ye 
call ’em concessions — those graceful concessions ” — even to our 
own people. Damme, Sir, now you do nothing but make “ grace- 
ful concessions ” to foreigners, and to anti-vaccination fools and 
other fools at home ! You ’ll all be sony for it some day. Gad, 
Sir, it will cost you more than I did, and my debts were certainly 
large, devilish large ! 

But you don’t make other things grac<fful now. With all your 
cleverness you have noade no new street as good as my Begent 
Street. As for Brighton, they have put up some statues near 
my Pavilion, which, if you should see them, would make you 
hurry to the railway station and come home in an hour, or faster 
if it were possible. Damme, Sir, with their statues and their 
smoke, they will be the ruin of Brighton! George, E. 

P.S . — I still use my old signature, though it is now inaccurate. 

A Musical Note. — ^We regret to hear that Mr. Edward 
Lloyd, the distinguished tenor, is about to retire. Why? 
“ Lloyd ’s weakly ’’cannot be the reason, as he is a imore rdbus' 
tissimo, and going strong on his farewell tour <k force. Per- 
haps he will take another tour, and ** turn again,” like Whitting- 
ton, in order to give that tone to musical society which will he 
lost when he no longer adorns it. We may yet hope to hear 
that when our excellent tenor talked about permanently retiring 
he was not sticking to the exact truth, but that ** he Lloyd fco 
us.” Edward Lloyd has always been a retiring tenor, never 
over-puffed and over-advertised. So why not remain with us and 
be, as heretofore, invariably ‘‘retiring”? 

Moral Teaching of the Dinner given to Professor 
ViEOHOW. — “ Be Tirchowoos and you ’E be happy.” 
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We have no doubt the underpaid Clerk, Author, Artist, and Barrister will respond to the Invitation, and a Class fob 

TEACHING BrIOZLAYING IN A FORTNIGHT, UNDER DISTINGUISHED PROFESSORS, OUGHT TO BE A GREAT SUCCESS. 

[“ The invitation to learn bricklaying might be extended to aiw able-bodied man who is underpaid. Any ordinary man could learn bricklaying in 

a fortnight.*' — ^urt>&yor^s letter in Daily Telegraph,\ 


MISEEICOEBE ! 

{A Monsieur Punch.) 

Monsieur, — J’^touffe! C’est trop fortl 
On nous nianide du Cairo quo mes illusfcres 
compat notes a Fashoda, ces hommes si 
dignes, si nohlesi — ^aih, je pleure enco-rol 
Mais soyons calmesl On nous mande. je 
repute, quTls sont nourris — juste ciell — 







par les Anglais. Une nourriture anglaisel 
Sacre nom de nom de Du Paty de Clam I 
Mieux vaut les fusilier, que de les faire 
mourir lentement a la suite des conges- 
tions, des dyspepsies — enfin des plats de 
votre pays! Soyez genereuxl N'imitez 
pas les .supplices du nxoyen agel Mon 
Dieu 1 Mais soyons oalmeis I Fi^rez-vous 
le martyr© d’un Frangais nourri de oette 
fagon 1 

Carte du Jour, 

Biftea. Porrige. 

Bcild Places. Perriwinckles. Cockles. 

Rosbif, avec Yorckpouding. 

Bifsteck. 

Porckchops. 

Little Peas, at tne english. 

Cabbige, at the water. 

Lettice. Waterscres. 

Plompouding. 

Ricepouding. Domidingspoudings. 

Minced Pies. 

Mufins. Teacacks, Bunns. 

Kew Cumber. 

Chester Chese. 

Tested Chese, avec Crumpetts. 

Apples. 

Gin. Rhum. Thee. 

Figurez-vous 1 Maie les larmes me 

serrent la gorge 1 Je ne peux plus ! 
Veuillez agreer, &c., 

Isidore de Milletonnbrres. 


carpenter, has better claim to the edifice 
in question ? I cannot possibly escape from 
where I am, and so must protest by the 
new Styx-Thames telephone. 

Y onxs indignantly, J acz Shefpard . 

At the Book-stall. 

Blase Traveller. Have you a paper which 
doesn’t mention Dreyfus, the East End 
Water Supply, Fashoda, or Crete P If so, 
I shall be glad to give any price for it. 

Book-Ml Clerk, Noi, Sir, I’m afraid not, 
but I can sell you a pack of playing-cards 
or a railway rug. 

B, T, No, thanks. Give, me a pencil and 
a note-book, and I ’U write a letter to the 
Times on Vaooination. 











NXTISANCES IN LONDON. 

No peison shall in any street, or on any land 
adjoining or near thereto, use or play, or cause to 
be played, any steam organ .” — Ifew Z, 0, 0, 


Mr, Bilks {Proprietor of Bilks* Boundahout), 
Wot, no Steam (JrgansI Well, they always said 
England wasn’t a musical nation, and now I believe 
it!” 


A Cluestion for Diplomacy. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^It seems to be for- 
gotten that the Emperor of Austria is 
titular King of Jerusalem. Does not the 
fact of the invasion of his dominions in 
Palestine by the German Emperor with 
an escort of armed retainers constitute a 
case of Preferential War? I pause for a 
reply, even if the Northern Kaiser will 
not, and remain 

lours obediently, Paul Protocol. 


A Disputed Domicile. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^The St, Jameses 
Budget discusses and gives an illustration 
of Dick Turpin’s house in Wych Street, 
now being restored. I appeal to the shade 
of Harrison Ainsworth to determine 
whether the North Road Cavalier, or my- 
self, or the late lamented" Mr. Wood, 







PROMENADE CONCERTS AT 
QUEEN’S HALL. 

Portraits of the Conductor pd Principal YocaUst. 
N.B. — Smoking is permitted. 
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DARBY JONES ON RACING CONTRASTS. 

Honoubed Sib, —At thie Back-end of the 
Season it seems, tO' paraphrase a well- 
known Gallic Aphorism*, toujours New- 
market. There is no getting away from 
the Headquarters of the Jockey Club. We 
may make excursions to Nottingham, 
Leicester, or Kempton Park, but back we 
come again to the Ditch, like' the Epi- 
curean House-fly to the Domestic Sugar- 
basin. The changes from the above-men- 
tioned Annexes of Spoirt to the Centre ot 
the Racing World are those which only 
the Beau Brummells of the Turf can appre- 
ciate. At Nottingham, for example, the 
first Autumn Meeting coincides with the 
Annual Goose-fair, and the- Bipeds who 
saved Rome are equal favourites with the 
modern representatives of Bucephalus. 

If it be any Augury of the Advent of the 
Millennium, I may remark that the Not- 
tingham Lambs lie down with the Geese 
of the Nei^bourhood in most amicable 
style- Indeed, the whole town reeks with 
the fragrance of Sage and Onions. From 
the Lace-making Locality we probably 
derive the famous but ill-rhymed Ballad 
commencing, 

“ Goosey, Goosey Gander, whither do you wander } 
TJpstairs and downstairs, and in my lady’s 
chamber! 

The poet who* put “wander” and “cham- 
ber” in apposition may rank high as a 
Bard, but his remarks about the Gander 
are^ certainly applicable to Nottingham 
during the Fair. The Gander wanders 
everywhere. In fact, I marvel that he has 


not entered for some of the Turf Contests 
for he would have many Friends among the 
Backers. 

As to Leicester, I have never been abk 
to determine whether its celebrity rests on 
Hosiery, Stilton Cheeses, Melton Mowbraj 
Pies, or the death of Cardinal Wolsey. 
Personally I am in favour of the Cheese. 

A Ripe and Properly Trained Stilton 
can give weight for age to* the Luscious 
Camemhert, the Suspicious Gorgonzola, 
the Bomb-like Dutch, the Difficult Roque- 
fort, and the Oleaginous Gruyere. 

But alas I honoured Sir, I am in no mood 
for Frivolity after the Disasters of the 
Cesare witch. I only trust that you and 
my other Patrons saved themselves, as 
recommended', by a Place Investment on 
Merman^ You will not see me at San- 
down. I must lie “ doggo ” till the Cam- 
bridgesliire, the more so as a Fair Corres- 
pondent signing herself Neubasthenia (I 
don’t know what this means), who by her 
Large Fist evidently takesi “ Ei^ts ” in 
gloves, advisee my Incarceration in Colney 
Hatch. Possibly she can recommend the 
Refuge from- Personal Experience. If so, 
a word from her to the Chief Warder would 
be highly appreciated by your devoted, 
despondent dependent. Dabby Jones. 

P.S. — ^My Muse will chortle, so here she 
goes in brief : — 

At Sandown TTe Nine don’t forget. 

Sell Any by bi-m being upset. 

No matter who the Gee-gee guides. 

Back all the nags the Yankee rides. 

Fare Well.^D. J. 


RESOLDTIONS. 

The Long — alas I the Long is done, 

So' are my shillings — every one ! 

But not my books — ah me! no, none, 

Nor any other duty, 

Smalls loom ahead gigantic — ^but 
Old Euclid keeps his pages shut, 

Plato is still unread, uncut, 

And so ’s De S&riectute, 

When last I left my father’s halls, 

He vowed, if I were ploughed in Smalls, 
That there would follow what he calls 
In his coarse way, a “ beano ” : 

Since, therefore, I am back at John’s, 

I ’ll seek to* satiny the dons 
About the asinorum pons, 

Apology and Meno. 

Dons are so dense — yet I ’ll essay 
To prove my props, in such a way 
That, spit© their dulness, even they 
Will have to understand ’em ; 

I ’ll draw the pictures too*, I ’ll spare 
No pains, and I will take good care 
To pepper letters everywhere— 

YiTiole' alphabets at random. 

All sports, all pleasures I ’ll forego : 

I ’ll be teetotal till I know 
The parts of J will go, 

And Ohablib 1 you, old chappie ? 

Yes, I was feeling bluish — what ? 

Engaged to‘-night? Well, no, I’m not. 
Come out and dine? Yes, like a shot, 
And once again b© happy. 

StTitABLE Place of Residenob fob a 
POPULAB Jockey. — Sloan Square. 
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THE INDIAN RISING IN THE IJ. S. A. 

Our roving contributor, frci^ly released from Colney Hatcli, 
■wbo, according to his o^pva account, has been everywhere, and 
done everything (and apparently everybody) , sends us, d propos 
of the present Pawnee Indian rising, the following highly- 
coloured sketch of his own experiences with the same tribe. 
Mr, Funch ventures to think that hk correspondent to say the 
least of it, handles the truth somewhat carelessly. However, in 
these days of tales by a Db Rougebinson Crusoe, what does it 
matter? Here is the account. 

“Some time ago — ^I cannot pledge myself* to the exact date — 
my wild, adventurous spirit induced me to turn my back upon 
civilization and all its hollow falseness — ^I hate any thing hollow 
or false : even my hollow or false teeth I am never on good terms 
I with—and go forth (I could not go third, as all the trains of 
prairie travellers were first-class ones) with a caravan of settlers. 
And they were ‘settlers,’ too, these fellows 1 I soon tired of 
them. May be, too, they tired of me, for, one morning, I saw 
several of them eyeing first me and then a tall tree, around an 
overhanging branch of which they had slung a rope noose. Of 
course it would not have been noose — ^news, I mean — ^to me to 
find that I was ‘ up a tree ’ ; but, nevertheless, I left — and in a 
hurry. To do' this I had to borrow a pony (the four-legged 
vari^y, not £25), and I borrowed it when the owner was not 
looking. Then I rode — ah, how I rode 1 For four days and 


beg^ to get hungry, so I rested him for ten minutes j then on 
again nntal, without any warning, I suddenly dashed, onto the 
war-path of a band of Pawnee Indians. Wishing to impress them 
at first sight, I allowed my pony to knock over a tepee and two old 
squaws ; then I jerked the bit out of his mouth and fell over his 
tail on to the ©round behind. The chief advanced to meet me. 
I put out my hand ; he placed his to his nose and extended his 
it was the cabalistic sign ! we were to be brothers. I 
s^ddres^d them in their own figurative language thus : — 

Listen to^ the li— - — words of the paleface, and though his 
race is pale, ms heart is red (ditto* his nose) . Sinoe two moons 

* ^ yoli vo^ld have done^so at the nearest 

pawnbroker’s, long smoe.— ?E d. 


have sought the wigwams of the Pawnees. ^ They are the bravest 
of all warriors — (“ Waugh 1 it is well said 1 ”) — and I would 
dwell amongst them for ever. (Murmurs of mild disapproval,) 
Speak, Big Bear I speak, Spotted Sapolio ! speak, Cold-in-the- 
Head I Is it peace or war between us ? If the latter, I will leave 
without any unnecessary delay.’ 

“My simple eloquence touched them. For a year I dwelt in 
their tepees and rode in their ‘ happy hunting grounds.’ I shot 
their bison, their buffalo^ end finally, their chief, for a trifling 
loan. This last transaction, unfortunately, caused a coolness 
between Potted-Meat and myself. I determined to escape — but 
he and I had a split wigwam between us, and it was difficult. 
Waiting until the chief had indulged largely in the fire-water of 
the paleface (‘ V.S.O.’ warranted to kill at forty paces), I leaped 
upon a tame bison, shook my rifle defiantly at the redskins, 
dodged a brick, and went straight out into the wide world again.” 

[We talce this opportunity of saying that we have mi made inquiries and 
satisfied ourselves of the truth of this exciting narrative. On the contrary, 
we should describe it, from end to end, as a stately lie.— E d.] 


! A GRIEVANCE TAKING RANK. 

Mr. Punch, — Sir, — ^I see that complaint has been made that 
Major Marchand, of the French Army, has been referred to in 
official dispatches as “ Monsieur,” and consequently deprived of 
his military title. I regret^ to see that Lord ' Sauisburt, an 
officer himself (for he is entitled to wear a sword, and a naval 
uniform, as Warden of the Cinque Ports), is responsible for this 
breach of politeness. 

Mr. Funch, Sir. When I say breach of politeness — hang me — 
J mildly. But what is done over here ? I am an old 
Militiaman of some twenty or thirty years’ standing, and yet 
my taost intimate friends and the public generally ignore my 
rank I It is disgraceful in both cases \ Yours indignantly, 

One or the Oni> CoKsrrnmoNAt. Force; 

^ P.S.— My only consolation is that I am still called “Major,” 
m addition to my ticket number at the Stores. 

Latest Emtxon.— “‘Who’s Who’ in 1898,” by Louis de 
Roucehont. 
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THE TTMBREILA.MAKER AND; THE BAROMETER. 

A Fable, 

There was once an mabrellar-maker,^ wbo' kept and ill-treated 
a harmless barometer. On one ocoasiom when not a drop of 
rain had fallen for many weeks, and the English people, beneath 
a cloudless sky, had almost forgotten how tO' use Ms wares, ruin 
stared him in the face and prompted him to still greater violence. 
Every morning he looked out upon the parched earth and the 
rainless heavens, and then, and at intervals during the day, he 
cursed, and struck, and shook the innocent instrument, as though 
its indications were the cause of the depression in Ms trade. 
But the gentle barometer bore it all without complaint, and 
steadfastly pointed tO' the truth. 

“Miserable thing I” shouted the frenzied manufacturer, “you 
are worse even than the barometer of the Swiss hotels, which 
likewise always points to Set-Fair, for nobody ever troubles to 
look at it, as every one knows that it never points to anything 
else. You, however j with your priggish virtue, force even the 
inconstant English chmate to support your ridiculous assertions.^’ 
The wretched man became indJEerent to everytMng ; he cared 
not for the latest news from Africa ; he only remarked that even 
in the Soudan it rained sometimes. His friends, in a vain effort 
to cheer Mm, had taken Mm to see pictures of grey skies and wet 
days in various exhibitions, but he had become only more de- 
pressed when he saw nothing but walking-sticks left in the 
entrance-halls. He mentioned mournfully that it had been 
cloudless at Henley, ^ and that the Botanic Gardens had been 
watered on the occasion of a fete. 

At last, howeverj the sunshine recorder at Westminster rested 
after the long period of overwork, the soft south wind sighed 
once more, and the umbrella-maker left off sighing altogether. 

“ Ha, ha 1 ” he cried to the barometer, which moved slowly to 
Fair, to Change, “ deceptive instrument, made to mislead man- 
kind, confess that I have conquered I Your lies are at an end, 
your shameful pride will have a fall, you are going down. I 
told you so.” And he swore yet again, 

“ Yes,” answered the barometer — at least, so says the umbrella- 
maker, “ I am going down. A barometer jlike a camera or like 
George Washington, cannot tell a lie. What a fool you were 
not to turn your attention to parasols ! ” . 

In AEsop’s time, when men, of more heroic mould, displayed a 
calm indifference to phenomenal remarks from dumb beasts and 
even from inanimate objects, these words would have caused no 
surprise. But at the end of the nineteenth century, such ob- 
servations are obsolete and absurd. The plain wits of the 
umbrella-maker, already enfeebled by anxiety, gave way beneath 
the shock, and, when at last the gentle rain came down and um- 
brellas went up, he was trying to- persuade the other inmates of 
the lunatic asylum that barometers can speak. 

Moral , — ^Never swear, even at the weather or at scientific 
instruments, and never pursue any avocation that depends upon 
the English climate, whether it be cricket or the manufacture of 
umbrellas, unless you can hedge by combining the two. 


CRIMINAL JURISPRUDENCE 1 LA. MODE. 

[Social Scientists of the advanced school teach ns that Society and not the 
criminal is respontible for crime. In justice, therefore, it is Society and not 
the criminal who should suffer the punishment.] 

Scene — The WestmiTister Police-Court Time — Any time in the 
distant future,' 

Magistrate, Well, my good woman, what have you to com- 
plain of ? 

Good Woman (who is adorned with a UacTc eye). Please, your 
Worship, my husband came home late last night intoxicated, and 
because I called Mm a drunken swine he gave me this. 

IFoints to damaged eye. 

Mag, Disgraceful, perfectly disgraceful. Where do you live ? 

G. W, George Street, your Worship. 

Mag (to Police Superintendent). Who was the constable on 
that heat last night ? 

Superintendent.^ A 121. He is in Court, your Worship. 

Mag, Put him in the dock. (Police-constable A 121 %s put in 
the dock.) What have you to say in answer to tMs ? 

A 121 (in a frightened voice). Nothing, your Worship. I know 
nothing about it. 

Mag, (with virtuous indignation). But you ought to know 
about it. Society is responsible for the misdeeds of the criminal 
classes. Society is bound to reform those classes, or it is not 
doing its duty. You represent Society on his beat; you are 
responsible for tMs woman’s black eye. You must be punished 
for it. 



Sh 


THE CASE FOR THE DEFENCE. 

Mother, *‘Oh, Dioky, what TERRiBtE Things toit do keep in 
YOUR Pockets ! Fancy, a Dead Crab 1 
Dicky. Well, Mother, it wasn’t Dead when I put it there!” 


A 121. I hope you will deal leniently with me, your WorsMp. 
I have a wife and children to support. (Tearfully.) 

Mag, (severely). You will be bound over to keep the peace 
for six months. Call the next case. 

Next Case. 

BespectaUe Old Lady. 1 have to complain of the constant bad 
language wMch I hear in my street. I live in Great College 
Street. 

Mag, (indignantly). Where’s the Police-Court hlissionary ? 
Superintendent. Here, your WorsMp. 

[The Police-Court Missionary enters the dock, trembling, 
Mag, Vo you hear this ladjr^s complaint ? 

F.-C, M. Yes, your Worship. 

Mag. Society is responsible for the blasphemous language 
wMch is used in this district. You represent Society on the reli- 

S 'ous and moral side : you are, therefore, responsible for tMs 
nguage. You have committed an indictable offence. You will 
be fined twenty sMllings or a month. Next case. 

7 he next Case is a Slightly Battered Gentleman of forty. 

S, B, G. I was crossing Smith’s Square, yesterday morning, 
when a band of young roughs set upon me, your Worship. They 
knocked me down, stole my watch and chain, kicked me in the 
ribs, and knocked out four of my teeth. 

Maa. An aggravated assault. Robbery with violence. This 
must he put a stop to. I shall not deal with tMs case here. I 

shall send it for trial to the Central Criminal Court». 

****** 

Scene — The Central Criminal Court. Two months later. The Chiej 
of Police in the Dock, 

The Judge (summing up). TMs is a most painful case. A 
serious assault, accompanied by murderous violence in broad day- 
light, takes place in Westminster. What is Society about.? 
Such a state of things is dangerous and intolerable. If Society 
did its duty, there would he no criminal class to coimmit these 
crimes. The Chief of Police represents Society in serious 
offences of this kind. (The Chief of Police quails beneath the 
glance of the learned judge as he glares at the occupant of the 
dock.) I am not sure whether, in so disgraceful a case, it is 
not my duty to order a flogging. (The CMef of Police trembles.) 
NotMng else seems effectual tO' put a stop to these homicidal 
assaults. I will, however, give you one more chance. You will 
go to prison for twelve months. 

[The Chief of Police is removed to the cells weeping. 

A Bbdeordshirb Budl. — “Temporarily insane all Ms life.” 
Such was the verdict of a coxoner^s jury, not an Irish one this 
time. I know those men, they come from BedfordsMre.” 
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MADAME CHRYSANTHEME. 

( With Apologies to “ Ficrre ZotV^) 


THE MAICHAOT EEPOET. 

{La D6to7iation de M, Marchmd . ) 

[Since the following verses were written, cer- 
tain evidence has coxne to light which causes us to 
publicly state that we do not- vouch for the truth 
of this story, although portions of it are admittedly 
based upon real experiences.*’ Still, as it has been 
written for the Organ of Truth, and paid for, we 
may as well let the public have it. — Sir Geouge 
Newnbs* little printed slip {adapted),] 

Bear Foreign Minister, — am 
Enchanted by yoiir telegram ; 

A fellah, on a noble prancer, 

Is kindly waiting for the answer. 

You will, no- doubt, have' roughly heard 
That things have recently occurred; 

To put it tersely into rhyme, 

I Ve had a doosid awkward time. 


First, in my efforts to arrive, 

I only just remained alive ; 

The walking here is- very warm. 
Especially in uniform. 

By day the Dervish on our rear 
Would prod us with his beastly spear : 
By night I lay awake in bed 
With lizards humming round my head. 

Enormous gnats, by way of chaff 
Kept browsing on my turgid calf ; 

And alligators used to bite 
Great chunks of our theodolite. 

Twice I remarked a panther’s cub 
Wading aoro^ my morning tub ; 

And once a lion combed hjs mane 
Just underneath my counterpane. 

. y^en these disputed my advance, 

I floored them with the flag of Franoe ; 
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Or captured here and there a few 
To figure in my tropic Zoo. 

After miraculous escapes 

From death in most unlikely shapes, 

I entered, feeling very dry, 

This putrid caravanserai. 

Forth from my damaged dressing-bag 
I fetched the lately-mentiooed flag, 
Unfurled it with a silent wink. 

And called for something cool to drink, 

JEelas! the Dervishes had come 
And lifted all the local rum. 

And would be -soon returning, drunk, 

To mutilate my headless trunk ! 

A trifle parched about the throat, 

I now observed a foreign boat ; 

And though I hit it in the side 
Unfortunately no-one died. 

Just then the Sirdar’s little plan 
Came nicely off at Omdurman ; 

And if the Sirdar hadn’t won 
I don’t know what I should have done. 

The barge in which I made a dent 
Told him of my predicament, 

And, fearing I should com© a mucker, 
He flew to my immediate succour. 

He burst upon my horrid gloom 
With Major Marchand, I presume ! ” 

“ Sir Kitchener 1 ” I cried, and leapt 
Into his arms and fairly wept ! 

Briefly, he asked me in to mess, 

And you will very rightly guess 
That, being hollow as a bell, 

This suited me extremely well. 

He talked, without the least defiance, 
About the pioneers of Science, 

And asked if I had ever seen 
A party known as Truthful Green. 

Egypt of old had known a lot, 

And there on that Egyptian spot 
He welcomed in the Khedive’s name 
A man of scientific aim. 

If ever — ^this was by the way — 

I cared to take a holiday, 

Either in Franc© or anywhere, 

He ’d very gladly see me there. 

Our conversation, for the rest, 

Kevolved around my medicine-chest : 
And hoping I should find it handy 
He sent me round a case of brandy. 

And now Sir Kitchener has gone! 
I^wish he could have lingered on ; 

He smiled in such a charming manner 
On noticing my little banner! 

We have, of course, the brandy neat, 
But then there ’s n^hing here to eat ; 
And though, just now, we ’re going 
strong, 

The brandy cannot last for long. 

Finding, in fact, my present sit© 
Somewhat objectionably tight, 

With your permission— a dire, 
hrench leave — I think I’d better clear. 

So, by the time this reaches you, 

I and ray doughty little crew 
Fropoee to scuttle, if we may, 

With British guides to show the way. 

Picture us therefore in the act 
Of bounding down a cataract, 

Or all aboard the Cairo mail 
Careering on the homeward trail. 


Egyptian Deink for Tommy Atkins 
returned prom the Soudan. — Sirdar- 
and-B.” 
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THE COMPLETE STOET WEITEE. 

V, 

With the help of the valuable advice we 
have given him, the young author should 
now find no difficulty in writing stories 
which will be joyfully accepted by the 
leading magazines. Only one matter re- 
mains to be dealt with, namely, how to 
give these stories satisfactory oondusions. 
This is most important, because the effect 
of a tale depends so much upon its ending ; 
indeed, the young author may be advised 
to write the last sentence first, and then 
to wfork backwards from it. Thiei following 
examples are good, trustworthy conclusions 
of the most popular Mnd, which may be 
safely recommended for imitation. 

1. The Flacid Finding , — This iai suitable 
for an old-fashioned love-story, and is much 
liked. It is usually preceded by a row of 
asteorisks, and is written in the historic 
present : — 

Two years have passed since that me- 
morable day. They have left Mabian 
unchanged, save for a grey hair shewing 
here and there amid her golden tresses. 


But to Jasper her beauty seems to in- 
crease as each month goes by, nor does 
his own handsome face bear any traces of 
that terrible ni^t when, after three hun- 
dred pages of weary waiting, he met and 
finally overthrew the wicked villain. The 
past is dead, the' present smiles upon them, 
and they await the future bravely, for they 
face it hand-in-hand. 

2. The Melodramatic Finding . — Quite a 
contrast to the first example, but' decidedly 
effectives and, if the story is to be il- 
lustrated, it gives the artist a better 
chance : — 

“Your decision is fixed?” asked Mar- 
garet, quietly. 

“Absolutely,” said the other*, a cruel 
smile playing about his lips. “ Sir Richard 
is a base and unprincipled profligate. 
Therefore*, as your wicked stepfather, tra- 
dition compels me to resolve that you shall 
marry him. Nothing that you can say will 
move me now.”' 

“I have still one argument left,” said 
the girl. 

“You had better produce it quickly, 
then. We ’re on the last page, and there ’s 


only room for a few words more. What is 
your argument?” 

This ! ” cried Margarih:, and snatching 
a richly- jewelled dagger from the* table, ^ 
plunged it intO' her heart 1 

3. The Historical Finding. — ^This is the 
only way of finishing off a “ romance.” Its 
special merit, it will be perceived, is that 
it leaves an opening for a sequel, if youi 
editor and the public will stand it : — 

Thug, on the 13th day of May, in the 
year 1751, did I, John Gudgeon, bring my 
wanderings to a close. Of what befell 
Reuben and his wife beyond the seas, I 
must not here speak, having a isbrewd eye 
for businessi, and the contract number of 
thousand words being fulfilled. But this 
rnuch have I set down plainly, being a 
simple yeo*man, with but little skill in pen- 
manship. So, then, I Mndlei my pipe, with 
a flask of right Rhienish at my elbow for 
promoting greater thanklfulne^, and bid 
my reader farewell. 

4. The Indefinite Finding. — ^Yery popular 
at present, and perhaps the easiest of all 
to construct. Moreover, it will serve just 
^ well for the beginmng of a story as for 
its close. To' the Philistine reader it may 
seem a trifle unsatisfactory, but he must 
console himself by remembering that it is 
truly “ artistic ” : — 

“You think he will consent?” the girl 
asked. 

He sighed wearily. “I cannot tell. 
How strange it stee-ms that we should sit 
here so calmly, when within a few minutes 
the words will be spoken that will ^cidie 
the f a-^ of our lives ! ” 

“ It is indeed strange ! ” she said, simply. 

The moments passed in silence. The girl 
looked out of window, watching without 
interest the , stream of traffic in the street 
below. The man nervously smoothed his 
hat. Then the clock on the mantelpiece 
struck twelve, and he started to his feet, 

“The hour has come,” he murmured, and 
walking across the passage, tapped gently 
at the study-door. 

“ Come in I ” said a voice. 


THE CANNIBAL CHIEF TO HIS LOVE. 

Come and meet me in the gloaming 
On the Strand, my darling — ^Nay, 
Not where Editors are roaming 
On their hungry search for prey ; 

Not where Chronicles are calling 
For my blood, my darling — ^No, 

But where silver waves are falling 
On the shores of Weissnichtv)o. 

Come and meet me*, 0 my dusky. 

When the wombats homeward fly. 
And the kangaroo* grows husky 
As he carols in the sky ; 

When the playful ostrich mocks u® 

In the twilight, and the or- 
-uithorhyncoparado'xus 
Li^tly flits alo'Ug the shore. 

There, beneath the palm-tree’s curtain. 
On our island-home — I own 
That the latitude ’s uncertain 
And the longitude unknowii — 

Shall our love disport at random 
As we swim, sweet, I and you, 

Through the wavelets, riding tandem 
On a turtle built for two*. 


Suggested Wood eor sttpplting Biting 
Critics with Congenial Holders.— ITie 
asp-pen. 
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AN EXPERT. 

'Ar/'y {kamng (accomplished {S) the trot). “Talk about ridin* on ’orsbback takin* a lot o’ learnin’— ridiclus. Why, I did 

IT IN LESS NOR A WEEK WHEN I WERE ’AVJN’ MT ’OLYUAY AT'SCARB )ROUaH 


THE EETURN. 

{Arranged far the Stage hy a Distinguished 
Foreign Dramatist.) 

Scene— house in disorder. The fjmjily sadly 

enter an I sit upon their boxes in the hall^ „ 

Father. We expected to be< welcomed on 
our arrival. Did not the telegram reach? 

Scullery Maid. No, it did not oome. 

Mother. Where are the servants? 

S. M. They are away for the day. They 
are enjoying themselves. Yes, the servants 
are away. 

F. They often enjoy themselves. It is 
very inconvenient. Still, they do so. 

M. Is there nothing in the house? 

S. M. Yes] the cat is in the house. 

Daughter. Is O'Ur room ready ? 

S.M. It is not quite ready. It will he 
readier when the bed is made, and the 
carpet is “ spread.” 

D. But the curtains are in their places ? 

8. M. No; and the chairs are on the 
wash-hand stand and the toilette-table. 

I M. And the great front bedroom, is that 
I ready? 

S.M. No ; it is not quite ready. You 
ordered that it should be whitewashed. 

F. Yes ; I ordered it should be wliite- 
washed, and that workmen, should cWe 
het'e a month ago. Did th^y not come here 
a month ago ? ' , 

S.M. ISo; they did ngt. The workmen 
came yesterday. “ * 

F. This is very inconvenient. 

S.M. Yes; I said it was inconvenient. 
They came yesterday. To-day they have 
not come. They wiU come to-morrow. 
They have promised to cOme to-morrow. 

M. But what is there in the larder ? 


S.M. There is nothing in the larder. 
There is really nothing in the larder. 

M. Not even cold mutton. 

S. M. No, nothing. Not even cold 
mutton. No, nothing at all. 

D. This is very sad. We are hungry. 
We are very hun^. It is very sa.d. 

S. M. Yes ; it is very sad if you ,are. .so 
hungry. I am not hungry because I had 
some meat yesterday. We all had' some 
meat yesterday. But then we are satisfied. 
It is on account of our board wages. We 
save our board wages, ' ' 

F. Something had better be sent for. 
Here is money. 

S. M. This is very sad. I can buy noth- 
ing with this money. It is foreign money. 
This is very sad. 

. 1\„I am sorry for you all. I am very 
sorry for you all. I think I shall go to the 
club. Yes, I am sure I shall go to the club. 

^Curtain. 

THE LAST SHIFT. 

[“An American doctor has raised a cry of warn- 
ing against common idea that it is only by 
internal application that the malevolent microbe 
propagates disease. Merely to touch it with the 
hand .... is, it seems, to risk the direst conse- 
quences. ” — TForlf^."] 

Microbe whom I long 
Study to avoid, 

By your power for wrong 
Constantly annoyed; 

Everywhere about 
Your dimd form I trace, . . 

But to find you breaking out 
In another place. 

Food and drink you make 
One and all taboo. 


Dainties for your sake 
Sighing 1 eschew ; 

Long I starved and pined, 

Growing gaunt and pale, 

Only now,, alas I to find 
All of no avail. 

For by simple touch 

If I chance to meet you, 

You can hurt as much 
As if one sho-uld eat you ; 

When we pull a bell. 

When we Jmock a door, 

Microbe, you are there as well, 
Thirsting for pur.gpre. 

Ah! then, microbe, since 
All you permeate, 

Why repme or wince 
■ ' ' At" unerring fate? ' 

Since ’tis usdeas pain 
' For mercy- to implore you, 

Only one device remains, 

Microbei, I ignore ^ou. - 

Sportiana. — A young jmortswoman in 
the Highlands is , reportea to have shot 
“ six fine stags throu^ .thg heart.” Must 
have been young bucks Of course, she 
used Oupid^s bufleits - on her ^murderous 
career amid the harts.;* 

The Land of Nod.— :An auction-room 
which must be. a rather savage kind of 
place, as so many persons present “have 
^noddings^ oni’ 

Li Hung Chang’s Aversion. — ^John 
Bull in the China shop. 
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Diehards,” or 
biggest noise. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“Oan^t do it,” said the Buck. “Do try I” said the Ape. 
“IVe done it,” said Mugger. “By ‘mugging’ over it,” the 
Buck said, viciously. “Kipling mocks his readers with new 
riddles.” “Nay, but they are m his old form,” said the Ape, 
laughing. The YahoO' Sahib, in a cheque-bank-of-the-Ganges 
suit, and an EarPs Court Exhibition turban, waved a book at 
him, and cried, “They are dam bore these Indian Kipling 
stories” .... Then the Baron awoke. He had dropped off 
to sleep during a gallantly-sustained effort at reading Rudyard 
Kipling’s The Day's Work (Macmillan & Co.), and most natu- 
rally, after getting through as much of The Day's Work as 
possible, the Baron haid yielded himself a captive to Sleep, Gentle 
Sleep I Quoth the Baron to himself, “I’ve tried five stories 
out of thirteen. The remainder will perhaps be the better for 
keeping until I have much leisure and am in a Kiplmgish humour. 
Till then — jtc your place on my book-shel^ 0 Kipling, blithe and 
merry 1 JSt bon soir la compagn/ief The Baron de B.-W. 


THE 37th field BATTERY R. A. AT OMDURMAN. 

{By a Friendly ,) 

All honour to the Lancers, I mean the Twenty-oneth, 

"Who slipped intO' the Dervishes and kiboshed them last month 1 
All honour to the Infantry who' held the foe at bay I 
But don’t forget the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A. 1 

The Gunners ain’t the sort of coves to bluster or to brag 
Of doing of their duty beneath the Red Cross rag. 

But when they are andomg it they stick to work and stay. 

So don’t forget the Thirty-SeveniJi Battery B. A. 1 

! I saw the Woolwich Infants serve out their fearful hail 
When the great white sea of horsemen swept like waves before 
a gale ; 

And t£e Infants didn’t quiver — ^why, they might have been at | 

At (SnJurman, the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A. 1 

It ’s perhaps the fancy titles such as “ Death or Glory Boys,” 

Or “ Diehards,” or “ Come, cut, cut agains ” that make the 


But a simple-numbered Battery may win a stubborn fr^, 

^d that what they did, the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A, I 

A CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR. 

Magistrate (to Casual). I understand that you distinctly re- 
fused to do the work given you by the Master of the WorMiouse. 

Casual. Quite true, yer Worship. 

Magistrate. What was your reason ? 

Casual. Well, yer Worship, it wasi for conscience sake. In 
the fust place. I ’ve got a conscientious hobjectLon to work ; in 
the j^ond, I ’ye got a conscientious hobjection to the Master, 
and m the third, I’ve got a conscientious hobjection to you. 
And if my conscientious hobjeotions ain’t better than those of 
a bl-oomin’ hanti-waccinator, why, s’welp me! never me to 
take my dyin’ hoath agin. [The magistrate did not. 

Ctoious Conteadiotion.— a loafer is generally in want of bread. 


TO THE SEA-SERPENT. 

[« The Great Sea-Serpent has been seen off the Scottish Coast.*’ 

Daily Telegraph^ 

At last, my dear old friend, at last, 

The silly season ’a nearly past. 

When correspondents air their views 
In columns which were meant for news, 

We heard about a whale or two, 

But not a single word of you. 

The gooseberry of monstroois size, 

Which somehow fails to* win a prize. 

Because it chooses to appear 
At the wrong season cif the year, 

Came not this Autumn, we could do 
Without it, but we longed for you. 

Each day the papers we would scan 
In vain, until a Fisherman, 

Awakened from his ni^tiy nap, 

Was having just “ a puir wee drap," 

When lo 1 a monster came in view, 

Which, needless to resnaxk, was you. 

The joyful news then quickly spread, 

And in the papers soon we read 
Descriptions cff your shape and length, 

With suppositions on your strength — 

The boat you might have bitten thro’, 

But did not — that was so like you. 


SEASONS 1 LA MODE DB EEANCE. 

Because the army. is the pride of the nation, and revision a 
word unknown to soldiers. 

Because innocence is imx>ossible when guilt has not been proved. 

Because forgery is a proof of patriotism, and the centre of 
civilisation must not be disturbed. 

Because he is there, and those who rest must, according to 
the national programme, ever remain. 

Because it is pardonable for Justice to make mistakes, and 
mistakes are not crimes, but merely oversights. 

Because there can be one cry which must overwhelm all other 
shouts, “ Long live France 1 ” 

Because, for the sake cf the national defence, black may be 
justly assumed to be white, and white for the same cause black. 

Because all colours and all reasons axe the same when the 
trioodour is unfurled, and t‘he luminous city is flooded with light. 

More Correct. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^The members of the Municipality of Paris 
Imve unanimously resolved to bestow the name of Fashoda on a 
street. Surely, in all common sense, the title should have been 
given to an impasse ! Suggesting that Major Mabohanb would 
be an enormous attraction at the Exhibition df 1900, I aim 
Yours faithfully, Cornelius P. Liqginxo^ (U. S-). 

JE[6tel Bdle AlUame) Fans- 


At the ISevr Thames Tacht Club. 

Anthony. Wonderful thing that cruise of Noah’s. 

Jack. Can’t make out how the provimons lasted. 

Anihon/y. Why, of course, there was always a Ham on board. 
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A SUGGESTION FOR THE SAFETY TRANSIT OF JEWELS BETWEEN. THE CONTINENT AND ENGLAND. 

[A Little Expensive, perhaps — but Cheaper in the Long Eun. 


HOW TO EGYPT. 

Proposal for a syndicate to pnroliase the 
whole country and transfer it to 
A Public Company. 

An adventurous commercial correspon- 
dent sends us tne following ideas on now 
to “run'" tne land of the Pnaraohs on 
paying terms. Even tne JDeserb is to be 
exploited. He says there is lots of grit 
in It — and we agree with him in tnis. 
JUack ot enterprise can certainly not be 
attributed to this gentleman. In fact, 
with luck, we confidently look forward to 
his taking a front place (in the dock), and 
ultimately ohtaming a Uovermnent ap- 
pointment for at least seven years. 
iSO'Oner or later we feel sure he will accom- 
plish this feat. These are the leading fea- 
tures in his scheme : — 

1. That a company be forthwith formed 
of which Mr, launch shall be Chairman.* 

J2. That a large and commodious hotel, 
a music-hall, a railway station, and an 
I open Stock Exchange be at once esta- 
blished at Omduxman. 

b. That a co-operative store be started 
on the banks of the JSile and close to 
Umdurman. 

4. A small piece of the Mahdi’s tomb 
will be given away with every pound of the 
company's one-and-tenpenny tea. A large 
prophet — profit, I mean — will probably be 
realised from this source. 

6. Permission tO' fish for crocodiles will 
be granted on strictly moderate terms, and 
Dervish hve-badt provided free of charge, 

6. Wednesday in each week will be fixed 
as the Early Cioising Day. On these occa- 
sions cheap trips up the Nile will be run, 
all boats calling at Eashoda. 

7. Special advantages wiU be offered to 
shareholders' on these occasions, such as 
permission to lunch in the Khalifa’s li- 
brary, and to use the late potentate’s brush 
and comb. 

8. The Alligator-riding department will 
be under the experienced personal direc- 
tion of Monsieur Louis db Widewobld, 
who will be prep^ed to give lessons in the 
noble art at three -and-sixpence an hour, 
including use of quiet alligator. 

9. Subscribers for shares to the amount 
of £10 and upwards will be allowed the 

^ Mr, Tunch promptly declines, and warns the 
writer that he is now treading on Hooley gronnd. 


privilege of poking the tame Dervishes up 
with a stick, between the hours of 10 and 4 
each day (Saturdays 10 till 2) . 

10. A French has already been esta- 
blished at Fashoda : this the English com- 
pany will take oiver without delay. The 
present manager. Monsieur Marohand, is 
leaving. 

11. The Khalifa may jom the Board 
after allotment. It is impossible to speak 
with any certainty of this, however, as he 
is at present on a flying expedition, and 
left Omdurman in too great a hurry to do 
anything but kindle the fire in a Kitchener. 


A GOOD MANY YEARS AFTERWARDS. 

{An Mid-of-the-Omiv/ry Sequel to the Three 
Musketeers,*' hy th^ shade of Alexandre 
Dumas, F ^ re ,) 

“But there are eight of us,” said one 
of the D’Artagnans, putting his hand to 
his brow and looking perplexed. “Four 
too many.” 

“And yet I am also Buckingham,” 
replied his double. 

“You say ‘Buckingham’?” 

“ Yes ” 

“Wh4 re?” 

“When I am playing at Her Majesty’s.” 
HOME MAEKETS ILLUSTRATED. 



“ Cane sugar and beet firm.” 


Then the two Porthos (in the plural), 
and the twio Arames ^in tne plural), ana 
tne two Athos (,m the plural) regarded 
one another. 

“We nxirive at the Haymarket.” 

“And we at the Ulobe." 

And tnen they embraced. 

“ My friends, my dear friends,” said the 
first JL>'Artagnan, *' tnia is not n^t. ^ou 
snould not fraternise. 1 must get an in- 
3unotion.” 

“ Wny an injunction?” 

“ Because it is necessary.” 

“ > 168 .” 

“ISO.” 

Then “Miladi” interposed, and said 
that she was nO'O bound tO' either band. 
8he would do what sue pleased in tne 
future. 

“jt5at are we not musketeers? Are we 
not tnree musketeers doubled ? ” 

Tney ail cried ** together. 

“ Well, tnen, to remain brothers we 
must separate. There is not room tor all 
of us in London. It is a sad thing for 
London,” 

“ Xes,” they cried again, altogether 5 “a 
very sad thing.” 

“ But it must be done to preserve the 
peace.” 

“ iou mean the piece.” 

“ Tes, the piece.’' 

Then they embraced once more, and, 
leaving the Metropolis behind them, they 
sought adventure (in different directions) 
in the Provinces. 


Swimming Champions at Westminster. 
— The Diva of the Divers seeons, judging 
by a picture in the Daily Graphic, to have 
been “Miss Finney” — clearly a most ap- 
propriate name for a swimming and diving 
mermaiden. 

Mrs, Tripper {exarmning official notice 
on the walls of Boulogne), Wilt’s that 
mean, Tripper, “ Pas de Calais ” ? I 

Tripper {who is proud of his superior 
acquamtance with a foreign language). 
It means — “Nothing to do with Calais,” 
my dear. These rival ports are dreadfully 
jealous of one another \ 


Epitaph on a Champion Billiard 
Player. — “ Taken his long rest.” 


VOL. oxv. 
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MR. PUNCH THE PROPHET. 

' Ca/rtoon and the Lines following appeared in the Nnmber dated Avril 13, 1895. 



Mr. Bull. Bogey ! 

Young Grey should reassure you, my old 
teey. 

His words don't speak scuttle or shilly- 
shally, 

“ My * sphere of influence ’ covers the Nile 
Valley.” 

Isn't that plain enough P God Ammon's 
nod 

Was hardly more decisive. It is odd 

How very like the Oracle's straight tip 

Was to> Sir Edward's. A stiff upper hp 

Saves lo-ts of talk. “ Explorers ” will prove 
skittish, 

But the whole Nile 's Egyptian (and thus 
British). 

Just as Herodotus tells us Ammon said. 

Sir Edward, my dear Nile, has an old head 


What he, perchance, has overheard. No 
mystery 1 

I simply xioaa with the great Sire of History. 
Tne 1 '-imes and old Herodotus quite agree. 
And Dotn speaR tor the Oracle^ — J. B., 

Or Jupiter Ammon. Xne uebats may differ 
l^At tne JbrencH Jt'ress, at Dest, i am no 
snifter). 

But don't you be alarmed by spleenful 
splutter, 

Or what mere bouncing boulevardiers utter. 
Jf'rom all intruders you 11 be sate, if you 
But trust to tne ula Oracle — and tfte iNew ! 
far cry, old boy, rrom Bharaoh lo the 

UUELPH. 

Funny now History does repeat itself 1 


HISTOEY EEPEATS ITSELF; OR.CTHE MODERHr ORACLE OF AMMON. 

“The people (the libyans) deeming themselves not Egyptians, and being discontented with the 
institations, sent to the Oracle of Ammon, saying that they nad no relation to the Egyptians. The 
god, however, said, * that all the country which the Nile irrigated was Egypt.^ ” 

T j. . ^ j.-,. j. • « , M&i'odotm^ IL, 15. r.c, 4,52. 

“I stated that, in consequence of these claims of ours and the claims of Egypt in the Nile Valley, 
the British sphere of influence covered the whole of the Nile waterway.*' — A’. Orev in Ilonst of 
Commons^ A.D. 1896. 9 j 

John Bull. “You see, Nilus, the Father op History and I are op the same way 

OP THINKING!. So YOU ’RB ALL RIGHT, MY BOY, WHILE I ’M HERE I” 

« * * « * Upon young shoulders; courteous as a 

Granville, 

mlus. But these Exploring Expeditions ? He comes down like a hammer on an anvil— 


Or Ammon on the Libyans — when 'tis 
needful. 

Of rumoured expeditions he is heedful 

But not afraid. Effective occupation? 

Why, that's a ticklish point — ^for many a 
nation. 

But why define it ? Edward has a shorter 
way ; 

He claims for me the who-le of your long 
waterway, 

And plainly says intrusion would be viewed 

As — well, “unfriendly.” Should the 
Frank intrude 

Nilus. Ah I by the way, friend John, 
whose heau is yonder 

Protruding through the reeds? 

Mr. Bull (loudly). Humph! let him 
ponder j 


READING FOR THE RED. 

Mr. Punch, Sir, — No doubt you have 
noticed a complaint made in the columns 
ot one of your contemporaries that Mr. 
liUDYARD Kipling puts mto the mo-uth ot 
tne British soiaier language to whicn he is 
entirely unaccustomed. The writer of the 
letter declares mat all oim red-coats are 
men ot taste and culture. And, Sir, he is 
light. We are. it Sir Arthur Sulli- 
van's clever opera H.M.8. Jfinafore (i 
purposely ignore the name ot the librettist) 
were revived, I believe it would attract 
but few members of the Dmted Service. 
We warriors could not bear to hear the 
slightest reference to the “ big, big D,” 
even when the “ D ” is spoken of in terms 
of distinct disapproval. 

However, as there is certainly a good 
deal of talent in some of Mr. Kudyard 
iviPLiNo’s compositions, 1 venture upon a 
suggestion which i feel sure he will be quite 
ready to adopt. J^et there be an edition 
intended for our defenders only. In this 
volume, “When the band begin.s to play” 
might be rendered as “ At the moment of 
the orchestra commencing the oveiture,” 
and any colloquial reference to Our Gra- 
cious Sovereign might be altered to “ Her 
Majesty the Queen-Emprksh r**si(lent in her 
Berkshire Castle.” If this were done, I am 
sure there would be no more complaints. 

Believe me, your^^ very faithfully, 
Thomas d' Atkins 

(Private in Mufti). 
Hwcigger Square^ Luavc’on- Furlough. 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 
f“It iB as great spite to be p-ai-ied in the wrong 
j)bL*e, ima by a wrong |>er8on, as can done.’* — 

Ben Jonsoif a ** 

Daphne, when, ah ! many a time 
With my Muee I fondly cope, 

Welding into painful rhyme 
Metaphor and flowery trope, 

Though tile critic scowl and slate me, 
You at least appreciate me. 

Slight when some my numbers dub 
(Others vote them harsh and crabbed), 
I can bear with sneer and snub. 

Feeble praise and censure rabid, 
Honey from the bramble gleaning, 

You find everywhere a meaning. 

Yes, though when your artless skill 
Fathoms thus my verse I wonder, 
Read it. Daphne, a.H you will. 

Fain 1 '11 leave you to your blunder, 
Since the truth you migtit resent — 
'Twas for Chloe it was meant, 


The Barred of Avon.— T hose without 
permission to fish in the most charming of 
Hampshire streams. 
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DARBY ^JONESriRESENTS &AN TASPERSiOH 
OH HEWMARKET AND SPEAKS OF THE 
CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 

Honoured Sir, — Yesterday I visited the 
Princely Mansion of one whom I may call 
an Aristocrat of the Ring, a Turf Titan, 
who, by an Astute System of Wagering 
such as might excite the envy of Mr. 
Terah Hooley and other sipeculators in 
India-rubber Fixings and Medical Nick- 
nacks, has acquired a Fortune which would 
make many a Teutonic Potentate an Afflu- 
ent Ruler in the Fatherland. In his re- 
cently-erected Suburban Palace' my Es- 
teemed Friend has naturally established 
that First Requisite of an Eimlish Gentle- 
man, to- wit, a well-stocked Library, ren- 
dering any visit tO' the neighbouring Free 
Establi.shment wholly superfluous. Among 
O'ther many hundreds of Richly-bound 
Thesauri, there are of course to be found 
those Magnificent and Weighty Tomes 
known as the Bncyclopcodia Britannicaj 
without which no Domestic Circle can be 
educationally happy, and which, thanks to 
the lo-rdly enterprise of Printing House 
Square, is now placed ’ within reach of 
both Patrician and Plebeian. My Friend, 
who has but little leisure for studying 
Prose or Poetrv. his spare moments being 
generally devoted to the refreshing relaxa- 
tion of Pooil, Skittles, Poker and Solo 
Whist, and being moreover not what is 
called a Man of Letters, requested me to 
consult the Magnum opus in question with 
regard to its opinion of Newmarket. I 


could scarce believe my eyes, nor he his 
ears, when I read : — 

Newmarket has a somewhat peculiar reputation^ 
and is called the metiopobs of the Turf. The ra e- 
course is four miles in length of elastic turf ; some 
hundred hor-es may be seen exercising on the 
Dowds. There are teven race-m^ttmjrs in the year. 
This and the neighbouring town of Koysfcon, on th‘> 
borders of Hertfordshire, have otten been frequented 
by rojaUv. Many houses are inhabited by patrons 
of the Turf. Our literature abounds with re'er- 
enoos to Newmarket, which^ truth to say^ are of an 
unflattering description^ 

The italics are mine own. “A some- 
what peculiar reputation”! ** References 
of an unflattering description ” ! What does 
this Britannic Encyclopsediast mean ? Ac- 
cording to his own showing. Royalty and 
Patrons of the Turf visit and reside in this 
Strictly-correct Town, which I have never 
seen alluded to by Literati save in the 
terms of the Highest Eulogy, the charges 
made by the Jockey Club always excited. 
Why, then, this thusness? a.s the Come- 
dian says in the Play. Captain Kritbrion 
suggests that the B. E. had had a differ- 
ence with the Stewards of the Turf Parlia- 
ment, but you will notice, honoured Sir, 
that the Mysterious and Damnatory Lines 
aforesaid are not in any way directly con- 
nected with Equine Contests. The Riddle 
seemed as Dark as the Prehistoric Ages, 
when happily I came into contact, at San- 
down Park, where I went after all, with 
your Amiable and Talented Friend Sir 
Fraxser Punnbtt, and to him I explained 
the Dilemma of my Understanding. He 
laughed heartily, and then said: 


These Great Books of Reference are 
compiled by Scholars of the most profound 
Learning, who live in a World all their 
own. No doubt the Writer of the Article 
I in question turned up ' Newmarket ’ at 
the British Museum. What did he find? 
Something of this kind : ^ Newmarket 

Heath notorious for the exploits of High- 
waymen, especially of Claude Duval,^ and 
so on. That would be quite enough for 
him. Hence the ‘ peculiar reputation,* and 
the ‘unflattering description.* He still be- 
lieves that Claude Duval <fe Co. ride about 
saying, ‘ Stand and deliver,* Perhaps they 
do, but we don*t call them Highwaymen i 
n<wadays, eh, Mr. Jones?** 

And with this he disappeared into the 
Members* Enclosure. Greatly relieved, I 
venture to string together some apprecia- 
tions of the Cambridgeshire : — 

Bold Ardent I will not advi«e, 

Nor fleotia*s Ohemlier elann, 

Bat the Pretty Peclme I fhall prizo 
When flniahing Penedicfs game. 
Shell-not-xvet the Look out Id not fear, 

But beware of the Man of the Hea ; 

When Please to Eenmnher'is t ear. 

L( ok out for the F^wl gohig free. 

Bnt TT»v cboicefl are first the fik'y Saints 
With The Place in which beasts are corflned^ 
While Artisan ’e fresh as new point, 

Then Vnr^mlkd is not far bthind. 

With all diffidence, I am, honoured Sir, 
your devoted Henchman and Heeler, 
Darby Jones. 

Prickly Fruit for American Consump- 
tion. — ^The Philip-pines. 







THE EMPEROR S JOURNAL. 


[“ One curious episode in connection with, the Empei 
ittempt to establish in Shanghai a journal which shoulc 
bis policy .” — The Timer^l 


Emperor’s reforms was hh 
should explain and support 


Shanghai^ Monday. — ^Reform is the order of the day. Candi- 
dates for the Premiership are no longer examined in penmanship. 
Yes, I have d,one much, but much remains to do. We must be 

thoroughly western, and up-to-date. We must What next P 

Happy thought! I'll gove-m by journalism. I'll buy a news- 
paper and “ in^ire " the articles. 

Tuesday.— Ilsi.rQ bought The Shanghai Chopsiiclcs. Proprietor 
at £rst refused to sell, but when I ordered the boiling oil he be- 
c^e more reasonable. Editor reports that circulation is not 
wjmt it ought to he. Must see to' this. Happy thought 1 Will 
proclamation, “Any person found not in possession of 
Tn^hangha'i Chomiicks (current number) will be suicided.” 

Wedi^^ay . — Editor reports extraordinary increase in circula- 
tion. Office was besieged for several hours this morning, demand 
being greatly m excess of supply. Now for business. Don't half 
nke the way Russia is going on at Port Arthur. Must take her 
down a peg or two. Shall make speech to-night and have it 
reported. 

ThuTsday^ ^Russian Ambassador round in a fury. Wants to 
Jmow what I mean by speech. Endeavour to nacify him, but be 
^orms madly, ^d threatens to make me “a sphere of influence.” 

exactly what I am trying to make 
nayseJi, but Russians have nO' sense of humo'ur, and my remark 
intonded to be facetious, only riles him. Set to work to con- 
ciliate him. After he has blown off steam a little, he talks more 
sensibly, and explains that Britain has become so cock-a-hoop 
over my spee^ there is no standing it. I sympathise : I sav 
I know what Britain can be. “Then” says up^n 

snubhuiK her.” I reflect. I don’t quite see how— 
T course, I was mis-reported. “All 

right; ” I eac^im. “ I ’ll snub Britain. I ’ll kill sorter.” 

^omms The Shanghai Chopsticks contained the 
following paragraph: “The Emperor regrets that the report of 


his speech contained in our issue of yesterday's date is entirely 
erroneous. The reporter has been beheaded.” There I I 
thought, that will set everything right. But I was mistaken. 
Just as I was lunching (capital puppy-pie), who should appear 
but the British Ambassiidor. If Russia was angry yesterday, 
what was Britain to-day? What did I mean by Killing the re- 
porter ? Did I take the British Lion for a Tame Tom Cat, that 
would meekly put this insult in its pipe and smoke it ? I assured 
the British Ambassador that T was under no such delusion ; that 

so far from wishing to offend Great Britain For a long time 

he refused tO' listen, hut when his wrath had somewhat subsided, 
he explained that Russia had become intolerably conceited after 
the snub I had given to Britain. I sympathised; I said I knew 
what Russia could be ; in fact we quite warmed to each other 
discussing the foibles of our common foe. “ Of course,” he said, i 
^he rose to go, “you will give a countervailing snub to Russia.” 

Of course,” I answered, “I’ll kill another reporter.” “Re- 
porter be - — he exclaimed; “you must make it an editor.” 

I hesitated. ‘^What! You wont?” he cried. “I'll bring the 

British fleet to Shanghai, and Lord CHAEnES , he 's at Pekin 

already.” I hesitated no longer. “Very well,” I cried. “I'll 
cnish Russia. I 'll kill the editor.” 

Saturday — Have walls ears? How else was my project 
known ? That editor, who owed me everything — why, his 
circulation l^d gone up by leaps and bounds beyond all preoe- 
dent-ywhat did he do ? Oh I base ingratitude 1 Instead of cheer- 
A boiling oil, he sent a wire to Auntie, and 

Auntie came in a towering rage, and declared she had had 
®Jo^gh of my reforms and newspapers and western nonsense : and 
she pulled me off the throne, shut me up in a dark cupboard, and 
threatons me with suicide. Alas for the fate of those that are 
bom before their timet China ;s not yet ripe for that great 
institution, government by journalism. I fear she is fitter for 
Auntie. 


Qtjbet POE Postal Attthoimtibs.— Are dead letters at the Dead 
Letter Office sub*ieot to^ a Post-mortem examination ? If this 
rule ever existed, has it itself become a Dead Letter ? 
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DIABY or A WOTTID-BE MEMBEE OF PABIIAMEET. 

[A propos of the withdrawal of Mr. Gwllym Evans, formerly Liberal 
candidate for the Carmarthen and Llanelly Boroughs, a daily paper remark'* 
that in a large number of constituencies the essential qomties of a goofi 
Party candidate are neither eloquence nor knowledge, but an imperturbablt‘ 
good temper, a thick skin, and a long purse.] 

October 1. — Have decided to contest the borough of Little 
Pedlington. I am the reverse of eloquent, and have no know- 
ledge whatever, but my temper is good, my skin thick, and my 
purse long.^ The present Member, on the contra^, though a 
sound politician, is poor, and lacks imperturbability. Agent 
says I have a good chance of election, and wants to know in whose 
interest I am going to stand. “ My own,” I reply. He is suit- 
ably impressed by my candour. 

October 5. — Have been round constituency, kissed all the babies, 
and shaken hands with all the chimney-sweepers. Unpleasant, 
but must keep up my^ character for good temper. 

October 10. — Opposition paper says I ’m a carpet bagger, a cur. 
and a fool. Remember my thick skin and smile genially. Sub- 
scribe to Football Club, Hockey Club, Working Men’s Providen+ 
Club, Dispensary, Hospital, Soup-kitchen, Blanket and Beef-te^' 
Fund. My wife opens four bazaars, and buvs largely at each. 
T lay a foundation stone, and answer (favourably) twenty begging 
letters. — ^Lay in a stock of cheque-books. 

October 30. — Made my first speech in constituency. No orator 
and nothing to say, but remembered that that is of no importance 
Several eggs thrown at me. About to protest, but agent’s eve 
upon me. Assumed imperturbability ; thanked my audience for 
this token of their friendship, and hoped the next eggs would b<^ 
fresher. This suggestion received with cheers. Aeent says 1 
made a favourable impression. Subscribed to local Children’f? 
Holiday Fund, local Orphan Asylum, local brass band. Answered 
forty begginir letters. Favourably, of course. 

December 16. — Made my second speech. Much disturbance a+ 
back of Hall. Several of my constituents hurled uncomplimen- 
tary epithets at me, and two invited me to fight. Smiled blandlv 
remembering the necessity of a thick skin. Thick skull als*" 
essential, apparently, for brick-bat caught me on the head as 1 
emerged from the building. No matter. Agent savs things ar'* 
going splendidly. Opened another bazaar, and laid another 
foundation stone ; be^eme pi'esideut of three footbnll clubs, on<" 
hockey club, and the Blanket and Beef-tea Fund, with enhanced 
subscriptions in, each case. Liberal donations to “waits,” ca.ro’ 
singers, bell-rinvers, children’s Christmas tree dd men’s Christ- 
mas dinner, oil women’s Christma« Goose Club. Mem ,, — 
plenish purse. Winter always an expensive time, my ag<>nt tell® 
me. Shall be grateful for Spring. Received sixty begging 
letters. 

March 26. — Again visit Little Pedlington. Opposition pape>’ 
has been nryinv into mv family affairs. Says mv father was ir 
receipt of out-door relief, and hints that my wife is no be+ter 
than she should he. Inclined to resent this, hut agent says that 
would he thin-skinned. Write a humoroxis letter to the uaper 
instead deprecating these aspersions, i^^'cented the presidenc'*' 
of three onoket clubs, a tennis club, a golf club, a skittle club. 
boating club, a croquet club, and a club for plaving bowls. Sub 
scribed suitablv to eaeh. Summer no better than Winter, aft*^’* 
all, as far as subscriptions are concerned. Shook bands with ah 
the chimney-sweepers again, and re-kissed the babies after m'^ 
long absence. Agent assures me my popularity is somdhinr- 
wonderful. Haye promised my support to Women’s Suffrage 
Old Age Pensions, One Man One Vote, Anti-Va,ccinatiou. 
Closing, Local Option, Home Rule for Wales, Scotland, Ireland 
the Isle of Wight, and the Isle of Dogs. Received, and answered 
one hundred begging letters, enclosing something in reply to 
each. Purse getting verv lean indeed. 

Jidy 10. — At Little Pedlington to open Flower Show (to 
which I am a handsome subscriber) , Next week. Fruit a-nd 
Garden Stow, to be followed bv Cat Show, Doer Show, Cattle 
Show (and Doggie Show, for ought I know). Shall open eaeb in 
turn, and meantime subscribe to all of them. Almost afraid to 
go to bank, where my account is seriouslv overdrawn. If this 
sort of thing continues, I shall have to retire from the cont^t. 
Opposition newspaper more and more venomous. Agent says it ’s 
a tribute' to my success. If mv election prospects were not so 
good, it would not be worth their while to attack me. News- 
paper talka about my bribing the electors. Absurd. > gent, as- 
sure® me I have done nothin <3^ forbidden by the Corrupt Practices 
Act. Am glad to bear it. Don’t want to spend five t^iousand a 
vear on “ nursing ” a constituency only to be unseated on peti- 
tion. 

Ser>tember 15. — General election. Intense excitement. Insults 
of the opposition redoubled. I remain imperturbable. Am get- 
ting used to it now. I allow any one to kick me so long as he 



THE FORCE OF CIRCUMSTANCES, 

JSmym. ‘'Now, Miss Margery, leave off Crying, and be 

GOOD.” 

Margery. “How oa-can I BE g-good vtithout a Pocket-hand- 
kerchief ? ” 


has a vote. My agent says I am quite right, and, after all, my 
skin, though phjjrsically somewhat tender, is, metaphorically, as 
thick as ever, thicker even. 

September 16. — ^Am elected by triumphant majority. Agent 
congratulates me. My wife delighted. Shall go abroad to 
economise till Parliament meets. 


ALL WRITE ! 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Did you see this notice among the “ Situa- 
tions Vacant,” in the Times? 

“ SALARY to young UNIVERSITY MAN.— Well-rfad man, literary 
taste, not afraid of hard work, to assist in preparing advertisements. £2 
weekly, rapid increase if able to write.” 

“If able to write,” indeed! Educational reformers demand too 
much of the Universities, but surely, I thought, surely they go 
in thoroughly for the three R’s, at any rate. Judge of my 
astonishment when I turned a page and read in the same issue, 
in a scholarship announcement : 

“Candidates should communicate their wish to stand to the Master of Pem- 
broke on or before November 26. Those who have been unable to communU 
cate by letter should call on the Master.” 

The italics, Sir, are mine. What a shocking state of affairs ! 
W^hat is the use of our discussing schemes for teaching our future 
housemaids to- play the piano, our future ploughmen the elements 
of electro-biology, if our University candidates cannot write ? I 
expect dailj^ to see other advertisements, such as this : 

“University jgraduate wanted. One who can write a little 
preferred,” or “ M.A. required for City office* Only those who 
can add up figures need apply.” 

Yours truly, D. Underhbad. 
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THE HEEO'S PEOGEESS ; 

Or, Out op the Fire into the Frying-pan. 

[“On Thursday, October 27, the Sirdar is to 
arrive at Dover, where he will he entertained by 
the Mayor. On Ifovember 4 he will be pre- 
sented mth the Freedom of the City and a banquet 
at the Mansion House. It is oalculated that the 
gallant officer will be invited to complimentary 
dinners every night till at least the end of the 
year .*’ — Daily Daper.’\ 

Welcome from war^s alarums, 

From sultry regions where 
The howls of scattered harems 
Infest the fetid airl 
Welcome, our honour’s Warden 1 
Who surely shall not fail 
To cross your final Jordan 
To-morrow, with the mail. 


The heat was more than pleasant 
Where you hare lately stayed ; 

With us it’s not at present 
Excessive in the shade ; 

So please to fasten flannel 
Next to' your skin, and O ! 

If wind disturbs the Channel 
Be wise and keep below! 

she (the boat),'0 Kitchener, 
That bears you homeward bound 

Have less of roll and pitch in her 
Than commonly is found ! 

Fair breezes waft you over 
In Fortune’s steady clutch, 

And may the Mayor of Dover 
Not bore you very much ! 

Their gift of local ransom 
Our City Fathers bring ; 


The casket ’s rather handsome — 

You know the kind of thing ; 

Brace up your nerves — you ’ll need ’em 
Far more than down the Nile 
To swallow, with your Freedom, 

The Aldermanio smile I 

Then at the banquet, later, 

Both Peers and common men 
Will say the sword is greater 
Than any writing-pen ; 

Your chiefs will own you ’ve shaken 
The Soudan into shape 
As well as if you ’d taken 
Their tips — on office tape. 

For months you’ll sit inflated 
Above the festal board, 

Intolerably sated, 

Consumedly adored; 

Thus will be supplemented 
That promise of the East 
Which says a mind contented 
Is one continuous feast. 

Not for the modest bearina: 

That marks your youthful years, — 
Not for the fearless daring 
That faced the Dervish spears, — 
For these no apprehension 
Compels my heart to shake. 

But for your waistcoat’s tension, 

But for your inside’s sake 1 

0 by the somewhat gory 
Fights for the Khedive’s flag, — 

0 by the hallowed story 
Of Marchand’s travelling rag, — 

0, after bravely meeting 
The brunt of Egypt’s clime, 

Don’t go, through over-eating, 

And perish in your prime ! 


SAFE CARDS. 


Queen Wilhblmina and the Queen- 
Mother went to Amsterdam the other day 
from “the Castle of Loo.” What a de- 
lightful name! Are there also in the 
neighbourhood the Palace of Poker, the 
Villa of Whist, Baccarat Barracks, Crib- 
bage Cottage, and so forth? Is “the 
Castle of Loo ” a great hunting lodge where 
several packs are kept? At present, who- 
ever may be the Court Cards visiting the 
Castle of Loo, its chief royal occupants are 
<-he “Queen (-Mother) of Diamonds,” and 
WiLHELMiNA, “ Queen of Hearts,” always 
welcomed with a flourish of trumps. 


The Perils of a Conversazione. 

Mm Fi7/ip (f<> iy>YiUfynan whose name 
she did not catch wtwn introduced) • Have 
you read A Modern Heliogabolus ? 

He. Yes, I have. 

Miss F. All through ? 

He. Yes, from beginning to end. 

Miss F. Dear me! I wonder you’re 
'dive I How did you manage to get 
through it? 

He (diMdenUy). Unfortunately, I wrote 
it . [Miss F. catches a d idan t f rknd\s eye. 

Over the Stubble - 

Mr. Winchester Toppit (at the luncheon 
by the I must say that I like to 

see partnoges driven. 

Captain Treadfoot Trotter (who believes 
in shooting over dogs)- No doubt, Mr. 
PoppiT ; you ’d like to see the poor birds 
driven in a coadb, or a tanaem, or a 
curricle ; or, if I may judge by the way you 
sent my pointer round Ime I^t field, ye M ; 
wish to put ’em in a circus I I 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Clark Russell has been writing for so long, and so 
brilliantly, that an insatiate i)ublic would not have just cause to 
complain if, like other rich mines, he gave signs of panning out. 
TJie Bornance of a Midshipman (Fisher Unwin) » his latest pro- 
duotiom will, my Baronite confidently affirms, rank among his 
best. It is full of those inimitable touches of description which 
bring the sight of the sea to the eyes, its scent to tne nostrils, 
its multitudinous murmuring to the ear. Clark Russell, alack ! 
has not looked upon the ocean for many years. To' read his last 
book, one would think he had just come off a voyage, with memory 
saturated with the sea in its infinitude of moo^ds and aspects. 
Every page pulsates with adventure. Db Rougemont (writing 
the name makes my Baronite Grin), in the highest flight of his 
imagination, has nothing to equal the incident of meeting the 
abandoned ship, with only a lion for captain, a snake and a 
monkey for crew. Or, even more fantastic, the' floating island 
with the sea-worthy schooner, providentially for the castaways, 
docked in its midst. In the opening chapters Mr. Russell 
breaks fresh ground with an account, evidently reminiscent of 
personal experience, of a French school for English boys. This 
is as good as chapters in Daudbt's Jack, or Du Mauribr's Peter 
Ihbetson. 

Messrs. Chatto and Winuus have brought out a rev'sed and 
enlarged edition of The Beader^s Handbook, with its lucid 
explanations and allusions, references, dramatic plots and 
classical stories. The familiar and indispensable work has a 
pathetic interest in its new dress, since the preface is written 
by Dr. Brbwer^s daughter. He, “the onlie begetter’^ of the 
book, died in March last year, before he had finished correcting 
the proofs of the revised edition. He has left behind him a 
mo-nument of intelligent, well-directed assiduity that will be as 
enduring and far more useful than anything, how costly soever, 
that might be turned out in marble. Our old friend needs no 
introduction. But it may be said that in his new dress he is 
portlier than ever, the revised edition numbering 1,501 pages 
as against 1,399 of its predecessor. As each page is a mine of j 
information, my Baronite thinks this will be welcome news. 

The Baron de B.-W. I 


YELLOW JACK. 

[“The ‘immune^ {i.e., one who has had yellow fever) is free from every 
defect of blood and bone. His flesh becomes as pmk ana his body as pure as 
that of a healthy new-born babe. Wuh tJie renewal of h)s strength begins a 
new life. He is contented, sunny in disposition, industrious, unaffected by 
changfs of fortune, and certainly happy.”— U*JS»A, Army Department Bepoit 
on Cuha^ 

Aw^ay with all your physics and your tonics and your pills ! 

Away with “ treatments,” massage and unnecessary ills I 
Have done with all your hospitals, and bid the doctors pack ! 

We V© got a cure for everything. Hurrah for Yellow Jack ! 

We ’ll set you right where’er you ’re wrong, in heart or lung or 
brain ; 

And if your trouble is old age, we ’ll make you young again. 

Walk up, walk up, please, gentlemen, and we will send you back 
Sound as a bell when you have had a dose of Yellow Jack, 

Your sorrows all will disappear when once you are “immune,” 
And life be like a garden in the rosy dawn of June ; 

You ’ll never know an ache or pain, you ’ll never more feel slack, 
The blues will vanish when you ’ve had a dose of Yellow Jack. 

And you that love the public-house, where angry passions rise, 
You will no longer want to fight and black each other’s eyes, 

You ’ll stay and nurse the baby, and you ’ll never, never whack 
Your wife and children when you ’v© tried a dose of Yellow Jack. 

In short, you ’ll be a model of the virtues and of health ; 

We ’ll set you on the surest road to happiness and wealth ; 

There ’_s only one proviso, and we will not keep it back — 

It ’s this — you must recover from your dose of Yellow Jack. 

At Newmarket. | 

Lady Blonglre (to Sir Ch.arles Hamidoot). Oh! Sir Charles, 
please put me a tenner each way on the favourite. ^ 

Sir Charles^ But will you repay me the money laid out ? 

Lady P. (sweetly). Of course I will, if I win. 

fSir C. forgets to execute the commission. 
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THE TAX-COLLECTOR. 

[“ The tax-collector has been bewailing his lot in 
the Daily Chronicle. It seems that he is the 
hardest wrought of mortals. Eight hours day? 
Wouldn’t he like to see it ! 9 a.m. till midnight is 
nearer the mark, and brain-work all the time.”— 
Daily Doper ^ 

Oh 1 ye who fear and tremble, ye 
Who curse' in fury when ye see, 

Standing upon your threshold, me, 
Unwelcome spectre, 

Yes, at the moment when ye fly 
My presence, I would fain draw nigh 
And claim your pity, even I, 

The tax-collector. 

Ah ! do not fancy, when I call 
And linger long about the hall. 

That I am one whose life is all 
Honey and nectar. 

Oh ! pity him whom all do ban. 

Both those that can^t pay and that can, 

As the great enemy of man, 

The tax-collector. 

Natural foes, for once at one, 

Agree to hate me — father, son : 

Creditor, debtor ; dunned and dun ; 

Curate and rector ; 

Critic and author: High Church, Low; 
Oruh Street and Paternoster Row. 

Find common ground in common foe, 

The tax-collector. 

Yet underneath my baleful form 
Have I a heart would fain beat warm, 

And if at times I rave and stonu, 

Bully and hecter. 

Have T not can«?e ? When miclni<dit \ nigh, 
Snug in your blankets you may lie, 

And sweetly dream ; but not so I, 

The tax-collector. 

Then must I toil, with eyes grown dim, 
And swirling brain and aching limb, 

To make m.v books all taut and trim 
For the in.snector. 

Friend, as you turn in cosv cot 
Ob 1 snare a thought for my hard lot. 

And thank your stars that you are not 
The tax-collector. 


Swell, '^Mind my Horse, Boy, and I ’ll give you Twopence.* 
Boy, I WILL, ip you ’ll mind the Baby ! ” 


Where the Church and the Bar are 
j UNITED.— St, Paul’s Churchyard. 


M NOW WORN ; OR, THE CENT’S ARBITER OF FASHI0N.-1. 

Dsab Basil,-— A8 you are still ruralising in the Far West of 
England, you will doubtless like me to keep you informed of the 
latest sartorial news from Tooley Street and other head-quarters 
of masculine fashion. 

In the first place, I see in this morning’s paper that the new 
dress-coiat, which is ready to be launched for the forthcoming 
winter, will have the lappel decorated with raised floral designs 
instead of the usual plain silk facings. This is not quite correct. 
I have private information from a very high authority that the 
imlly dressy fracs will have bppels or art-canvas picked out in 
zigzag tapestry pattern with lemon-yellow and pea-green 
eighteenth-century cross-stitch. The body of the coat, it is 
whispered, will show a welcome change in colour from the cus- 
tomary black to the charming tint known as vieux vert de houteille, 
and should be quite shiny. ’ Let me give you a hint, if you want 
to obtain the dernier cri in this style. You cannot do better 
than go to Messrs. Moysbs & Co., the celebrated outfitters of 
Petticoat Lane, and get them to supply you with a well-matured 
habit d^occasion. Your nearest female relative should then hem 
on to the lappela two carefully-shaped gores, cut from one of her 
grandmother’s samplers, if she is sO' fortunate to possess such a 
treasure. (If not, it may, no doubt, be picked up in Wardour 
Street.) Another useful wrinkle is to have one of the new com- 
bination “ dickey ”-and-waistcoats, brought out by an. inventive 
peer of my acquaintance. They have no back, and hang on one 
button at the neck. On account of the sootmess of the London 
climate, they are made tO' turn. A great saving in your washing 
bill can thus be effected. Lord X.’s invention is really one of 


j the most ripping ideas T have heard of for a long time. With a 
I few touches to the p<intidon, the eofitume is equally suitable for 
a fancy-dress kill or one of those delightful (Jinq-Nuvrmhre parties 
now being .made up in town and country. Any iiow, thus ar- 
rayed, you will no longer be mistaken for a waiter. As to your 
neck-wear, see my next. Zedwhyeks. 


READY FOR THE EXHIBITION OF 19CK). 

Unintelligible telogmra restored from a tearing in pieces, and 
used by an official subsequently charged with double dealing. 

Report of confidential proa^edings compiled for the use of no- 
body in particular by an anonymous writer. 

Rough draft of a manifesto relative to a plot that existed only 
in the imagination . 

Small flag for plantation anywhere when no one was looking. 
Portable, and intended for the tropics. 

A scheme for a Russian loan to strengthen the beautiful alliance, 

A hundred ministerial resignations extending over a period of 
five years. 

Collar of honour presented by the Army to the State. 

Tail of the charger of Boulanger. 

Eagle of Napoleon the Third in a glass case. 

Buttons cut off the uniform of ex-Captain Dreyfus. 

Knife of the guillotine, representing the only lasting govern- 
ment of France, 


“Who” wilpuIaLY “Breaks” Windows, “Pats.”— T his is a 
clear illustration of the law of “ panes and penult iesD 
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THE ANTI-ANARCHIST BOMB-PROOF CLOCK-WORK SUBSTITUTE RULER. 

{Patented in America.) 

There is nothing; surprising in the device adopted by the Chicago police of sending out a dummy President to bow to the populace and clear the air, as 
it were, by receiving any bombs or bullets thit migut be going.” — 2'ke Glohf October 20.] 


TEE DISPUTE. 

{Arranged for the stage by a distinguished foreign dramatist. ) 

Scene — The exterior of a residence. A hansom cab stops before the donr^ 
arid a fare descends with some difficulty. He slowly gives the driver 
some silver. 

The Driver. What ia this? What do you call this? 

The Fare. It is one shilling and sixpence. It is certainly one- 
, and'Six. 

The Driver. You had better retain it for your quarterns wash- 
ing. Y'es, it would be better were you to retain it for your 
quarter’s washing. 

The Fare. No, 1 will not retain it for my quarter’s washing. I 
will give it to you for your fare. I give it to you as your fare. 
I give it tO‘ you because it is your fare. 

The Driver. It is not my fare. It is certainly not my fare. 

A Bystander. Why do you not pay the man his money? It 
would be better were you to pay the man. his money. Yes, it 
would be better. 

The Driver. 1 suppose you call yourself a gentleman? I am 
sure you think yourself a gentleman. 

The Fare. I would like to have your number. I certainly re- 
quire your number. 

The Driver. My number is on my badge. My badge is covered 
by a cloth. You will find my number on my badge. Y’ou will 
see my number on my badge. 

The Fare. I do not see the number on your badge. I do not 
see your badge. I see the cloth hut not your badge. I do not 
see it at all. 

The Driver. You have not eyes. You certainly have not eyes. 
I cannot lend you eyes. I cannot give you eyes. 

A Bystander. Why do you not pay the man his money? It 
would be better were you to pay the man his money. Yes, it 
would be better. 

The Fare. You came to W’arwick Square from the Stores of the 


Army and the Navy. It is less than three miles. It is certainly 
less than three miles. I am quite sure it is less than thr<?e miles. 

The Driver. It is more than three miles. It is very much 
more than three miles. You had better pay your quarter’s 
washing. Why do you not pay your quarter’s washing ? I 

Crowd. It is certainly more than three miles. ! 

A Bystander. Why do you not pay the man his money ? It 
would be better were you to pay the man his money. ] 

Crowd. Yes, it would be better. Why do you no»t pay the man 
his money? | 

The Driver. I cannot waste my time. I wasted time while he 
posted a letter. I wasted a great deal of time while he posted a 
letter. I wasted quite an hour, I cannot waste hours while he 
posts letters. I cannot waste time at all. 

The Fare. I posted my letter before I hailed you. I posted it 
in the pillar-box before you drove up. I certainly posted it 
before you drove up. 

Crowd. Why do you not pay the man his money? 

The Driver. It is wrong to rob a poor man of his money. It 
is very wrong to rob a poor man. It is not like a gentleman. 
It is not at all like a gentleman. 

Crowd. Yes, it is very wrong. We are sorry for the driver. 
We ar.=% very sorry for the driver. Why do you not pay the poor 
man his money ? 

The Fare. I have paid him his money. I certainly have paid 
him one-and-six. I am quite sure I have pa'd him his money. 

A Bystander. I think a constable is coming. I am certain a 
constable is coming. I can see him coming. I see him coming 
close to us. I see him coming quite close to us. 

Constable. You had better move on. All of you had better 
move on. ^ Indeed, you had better move on. 

The Driver {heard in the distance). Why did he not pay his 
quarter’s washing? I think the one-and-six would have paid 
his quarter’s washing. ^ I am sure the one-and-six would have 
paid his quarter’s washing. WTiy did he not pay his washing ? 

(Curtain.) 
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LITERATURE— THE OLD AND THE NEW. 

UneUJBen^'whoenUrtai'iis a profound it* Shakspbare, Macaulay, Popej ’ 

- ^r;,JArJ^.=r‘ - Hus rakcctbeHokeymoo kM- _ 

shop of mouton. A Icetel c6Mdfe,_ pairraps. But 

THE DOCTOR’S VISIT. iw/of Anglish plates. ISey are vairy onailzy, oh yassl Yo 

(From Our mra Special Correspondmt at Pa:in.) X ®au0 as^'.**Me no foleizn 

By 'private wire. Uopyright, ^ Aunt, Shutee up I You topside, number one, lol g 

T HAVE had the unusual good fortune tO’ obtain an exolus^ely foolee, you hully up, ami ,nnrfir? Eh veil zis dear ill. 

.Ir^^ndlnMeutial rf rt CketufMlrfn^'r^ I a SJi FaiWe. a leetel 

hklie?Solghl1tpe?i^ aud J^iXch y^s. Joulre a Wtel faille'^ 


THE DOCTOR’S VISIT. i 

(From Our Ezlra Special Correspondent at Pekin.) 

By private wire, Copyright, 

T HAVE had the unusual good fortune to obtain an exolusijely f 
nrivate and confidential report of the recent medical inspection 
trom a Deputy-Assistant Grand High Tea-kettle Holder m the ] 
Imnerial Palaw, who put his finger through a paper window, ^d , 
the^ put his eye where his finger had l^n. It is in 
tLt ^formation is usually obtained here. 
lyor't.iaTnan has siuce been beheaded. However, before tois un , 
pCTt incident in the affair, I had heard from him that the 

conversation was as follows : vh 

Doctor. Bonjour, Madmie, Ah, vo%la le cher malade. M 

hien. comrnent allons-nous f 

:^wanQ Esu. Me no speakee Elench, me &pe^e«~ — 

Ris Iwit. Shutee upl We no speakee blench, we speakee 

^“^octor. Farblml Que faire? M Men, essayons! I spik 
somm words of Anglish, oh yasa ! ’Ow go ve ( 

Kviang Esu. Me no speakee Flench, me — ;• 

Ris Aunt. Shutee up 1 He all light. Topside galore. 

Doctor. Qu’est-oe qu’elle dit? ’E mak vmry beootifool vezzair 
to-day, oh yast ! But ze dear ill, zat go veil r 
Kwana Esu. Me no speakee Flench — ~ 

HtaXnf. Shutee up! You foleign barbalian, you speakee! 

Je comprends d peirie. Ze Anglish are a 
vairy bad, veekeed peuple, oh yassl Zey vould vill to tak 
Fashoda, oh yass ! But *ow go ve ? 

H^^Xt^^'^Shutee up^ You foleign devil, say he is all light, 

°^i?orton Ak (a, non! MiUe fois non! ’E must not to eat ze 


chop chop, riemy, giean, mg, i.vw.v.=, j 

Chinee dwtors come here givee him^lenty, “Jf®}?®? 'tee 

givee him plenty, muchee physio. Then he all light. Dontee 

^nTJorbiSu! "jf n’en compntnds pas un mot. M to, ce 
n’c.4 S loT^/ Zen I go to write a ^ 

I dear hi* I shall *er send more late. Pairmeet zat 1 a 
konmur you to say goodevening. 

SKOLASTiKOS.-Master Lower Poxteth, writes _ 
taking, as he is compelled to do, a g^t ?«t««st in the c^neis 
and customs of the ancients, he wiAes to ascertain whetbOT a 
work called Baechylides, published by Macmillan, is all abo"" 

S or asISmf (Sis them ‘Lidite,’ smoking cigarettes, ai^d 

hTnce th4 titk ’feccy-Lidies?” Perhaps hislbeadmaster will 
reply. — 

Before the Rise.-" Zounds, Sirl”teid the tote 1 

How could I have seen the younger Kean f Why, in his toy, 

£ wS^a C in an office.” “ Quite so,” returned his frmnd, in a 
conciliatory tone, “ and while you were there they tell me th 
» floor was swept most beautifully. 
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THE GLADSTONE BIOGRAPHY CO. (LTD.). 

'‘The stupendous undeutaking op Honest John/' 

[*‘Lor(l Roseheiiy once said, that to adequately write Gladstone’s life, 
not one man, but a company would he needed. Mr. Moiiley has undertaken 
the tusk, and hia complete absorption in it will probably mean his withdrawal 
from public life.”] 


DE ^‘VOCE^^ POPTJLARI, 

The Oamhridge Express, in giving a biographical sketch of Sir 
John Voce Mooee, the Lord Mayor Elect, says, that it was in 
the roonns over Mr. Voce Mooeb’s shop at Cambridge that “t7ie 
A. I). C. gave their first performance.^^ Not exactly. There 
was an entertainment given, in the rooms of 24, Trinity Street, 
by the three undergraduates who then “ kept ’’ thei'e, which con- 
sisted of a play written for the occasion by one of the Founders 
of the Feast, which feast, in the shape of a prodigious supper, 
immediately followed upon the fall of the curtain. Further this 
deponent will not say, but he has a fixed idea that the worthy 
landlord of these Three Jovial XTndorgradxiates, not entirely 
approving of the “subsequent proceedings,” did enter a personal 
])roteHt against the lateness or the hour, and also against the 
demonstrative and somewhat noisy joviality then at its height. 
This protest Wiis, of course, enthusiastically received by the 
hilarious guests, mostly “Freshmen,” getting fresher-men evex’y 
minute, with cheers and bumpers to the health of the justifiably, 
irate landlord, who, it may be, had it not been for this acclaim 
awakening in him all his latent ambition, would never have sat 
in the chair of Whittington as Sir Riohaed Voce Mooee, Lord 
Mayor of London I 


THE EQUALITY OF THE SEXES. 

{Fragment from a Matter -of fact Romance,) 

She had been working through the livelong night. Her hus- 
band had been asleep while she was sweeping the floor, washing 
up, and mending the clothes. Every now and again be would 
awake, and with the reverse of a blessing, command her to labour 
with greater vigour. But these interruptions were few and far 
between. Beer had closed his eyelids, and tobacco had made 
him drowsy. Now and again she would look at the clock 
anxiously. 

^ “Just five,” she murmured, “and the Act fixes the hour for 
six.” And once more she would plod on, knowing that it would 
be death, or, to speak by the card, a thrashing, if her lord and 
master found her loitering. 

At length the hour of deliverance struck, and she knew herself 
to be freel 

“My breakfast,” grumbled the man, 

“ You will find it on the table. And now the law lets me rest.” 

“ Lets you rest ? What do you mean? ” 

“ Why, lets me work I ” 

And she disappeared, to enjoy in the factory employment in- 
finitely less arduous than the squalid duties of a drunkard^s home. 


REGULATIONS FOR ANARCHISTS. 

{Fossible outcome of the Q inference,) 

That English specimens he arrested and confined for a month 
in the Diploma Gallery of the Royal Academy. This treatment 
will either cure them or render them hopelessly insane. 

That the French specimens be added, ex officio, to the Cabinet, 
with an instruction to inaugurate reforms. 

Tliat the German specimens be allowed to revise their Emperor’s 
speeches, a labour which will give them sufficient employment 
for a lifetime. 

That Russian specimens remain at Siberia, where most of 
them are. 

That American specimens he converted into a company, and 
allowed to see if they can run their notions on business 
lines. 

Finally, that all and every of them are invited to practise 
annihilation, by commencing the process by the abolition ot 
themselves. 


GUYS! 

Those flighty dames who cycles ride 
In baggy garments that divide. 

In maimer most undignified, 

Look like a pack of Guys. 

And ladies of another sort, 

Who wear their hair cropped very short. 
And at the male sex sniff and snort, 

Are for the most part Guys. 

The dowager met in Mayfair, 

With kohl black eyes and golden hair, 
And arms and neck extremely bare, 

Is just a perfect Guy. 

The gentleman who on the course 
Lays you long odds against a horse, 
Will sometimes, as a last resource, 
Discreetly “ do a guy.”* 

* Anglioe, disappear. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Feom one of the Baron’s assistants comes this note : — Mr, F. 
Anstet had a ideally happy thought when he decided to collect 
in one volume some of the delightful stories he has written about 
and for diildren. They are published under the title, Fakface 
and Bedsldn (Grant Riohaeds), and are made additionally 
charming by some dainty illustrations by Gordon Browne. Few 
writers understand rheir little readers so well as Mr, Anstey 
does. He never writes down to their supposed level, hut scat- 
ters his largesse of skill, humour and unaffected pathos all over 
his pages just as- though he were writing for fathers and mothers 
or uncles and aunts. All the stories are admirable, but “A Fare- 
well Appearance” is a perfect little gem. More, please, Mr. 
Anstey 1 


OUR ADVERTISEMENT COLUMN. 

FOR SALE, with immediate possession, Pedigree, tracing descent 
through line of respectable sires, complete with ancestral 
tombs, signet ring with crest, two Crusaders’ swords, an in- 
scription in a belfry (dated two- hundred years ago), and forged 
entries in Parish Register. Original purcha.ser has no- further 
use for same. Cost seven hundred pounds. W'hat offers? — 
Address, Lieutenant-Colonel (Volunteers), Chiswick. 

VT ANTED, for popular magaiane, Travellers’ Tales of every do- 
scription. Must be well authenticated, as Edito-r has been 
already taken in once, and does not desire to repeat the ex- 
perience. W'riter must forward his certificate of birth with 
the MS. No Swiss need apply. 

FOR SALE. — Completely-equipped Modem ixmy, with arras, 
accoutrements, military stores, and all a>oc€SSories. Owner 
giving up the business. No reasonable offer refused. — Apply, 
Russian Legation. 

FOR DISPOSAL BY PRIVATE TREATY, first-class site on the 
Nile. Good river frontage. Present occupant anxious to re- 
tire. First-class opening for energetic man. Prospectus on 
application. — ^Write or call, Fashoda. 
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It appears that he collects orchids, for 
which he pays absurd prices, and that I 
had quite destroyed some of the most 
valuable specimens. But, I ask you, was 
it my fault? As a heroine, could I have 
acted otherwise? 

Please give me your advice, and earn my 
eternal gratitude. 

Yours sincerely, Ethel Lorrimer. 


“THE TRIPE SEASON HAS BEGUN,” 

{Lines by a vulgar QcurmcL) 

I CRAVE no haunch of stricken deer, 

No calipash or calipee, 

No game my appetite can cheer, 

Nor feathered fowl need die for me, 
Obtrusive oysters take away, 

Lobster and crab to me are vain, 
Upon this gastronomic day 
When Tnpe is given us again ! 

With richest milk the fare prepare. 
Sweet to the sweet fnd white to white, 
The fragrant onion do not spare, 

But nil the air with its d-efightl 
“ Disgusting dish ! ” let those exclaim 
Who call a crawling Stilton “ ripe ” ; 
They ^d eat this with a foreign name, 

I eat it undisguised, bb Tripe! 

Lets poets sing of jovial juice, 

Full Burgundy or gay Moselle — 
Decant the grape blood for the deuce ! 

And send the wine to Camberwell I 
For me my Barclay or Guinness, 
Foaming the pewter's brim above, 
And melting in a soft caress - 
To triturate the Tripe I love 1 


CONFIDENCES. 

{Extracted from Mr. TimclCs Tost-bag. ) 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I am in a difficulty, 
and I am sure that you, with your usual 
kindness of heart, will help me if you can. 
My trouble can he stated in a single sen- 
tence — I want to- be a heroine, and some- 
how I can't succeed, though I 've followed 
carefully all the diroctions. Why is this ? 

It began a month ago, lyhen I happened 
to overhear my mother speaking about me 
to a visitor. After praising my sisters in 
an absurdly exaggerated way,, she added 
that “poor Ethel was rather common- 
place.” Of course, I wasn't meant to 
near, hut that made it all the worse. 
“ Commonplace I ” The word rankled in 
my heait ; I resolved at all costs to be 
commonplace no longer. And, as the 
simplest cure, I decided to become a 
heroine ; one of those delightful girls 
whom one meets in novels, and with whom 
every one— -even the worst characters in 
the book — falls in love. Her parents adore 
her, her sisters play second fiddle to her 
with unselfish readiness, and, in short, 
has the best possible time in every way. 

IMost of the rules seemed easy enough 
to follow out. First of all, I must be 
simply dressed in white. I have several 
white frocks, so there is no difficulty about 
that. They are a trifle cool in this weather, 
but of course one must expect to have to 
make some sacrifices. ^ And, again, there 
is no trouble in procuring a single red rose 
to nestle lovingly at my throat. It tickles 
a good deal, and I should prefer to wear it 
elsewhere, but, as I said, I don't mind 
some discomfort if I can become a heroine. 


Another rule is that I mustn't eat much 
at meals — I must toy with the delicacies 
heaped on my plate. I did this for two 
days, making up afterwards with chocolates 
in my bedroom. Likewise the heroine is 
expected to speak in a sweet and gentle 
voice : generally speaking, we are rather a 
noisy family, but I cultivated the sweet and 
gentle voice also for two days. At the end 
of that time my mother said I was “ bilious ” 
— a horribly coarse expression — and wanted 
to send for the doctor. When I protested 
that I wovS quite well, my father said that 
it all came from silly affectation. Now, 
you know, a heroine's parents don't treat 
her in that way. “ Darling Ethel,” they 
should have said, “she must have some 
secret sorrow,” and then they ought to 
have tended me with thoughtful solicitude. 
I have not had a pennyworth of thoughtful 
solicitude up to the present time. 

Let me add one more example of my 
misfortunes. Last night I went to a dance 
at the Johnsons'. A dance is the heroine's 
great opportunity, and all through the 
evening I copied the very best examples 
in my behaviour. Presently I found my- 
self sitting out a dance with young Mr. 
Templeton in the conservatory. Now, a 
heroine never sits o-ut a dance in the con- 
servatory without carelessly picking a 
flower to pieces. Don't misunderstand 
me to mean that I care two straws for 
Mr. Templeton, because I don't. But I 
didn't see why that should make any dif- 
ference, so I carelessly picked a flower to 
pieces — lots of flowers, in fact. Just then 
Mr. Johnson happened to- enter the con- 
servatory, and when he saw what I had 
done, his language was simply dreadful. 


“I SEE you're going- TO HAVE A NEW HORSE, OlP ChAP 1 
“New Horse I What d* you mean t " 

“Well, you've got the Frame-work there, haven’t you?” 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CFLARIVARL 


[Novbmbbb 5 , 1898 . 



A WASNING ^OED. 

{From Mr, Punch's Vagrant.") 

Dear Punch, — am not one' to bellow, 
Nor am I much on bloodshed bent ; 

I ’m not a tearing Jingo fellow, 

All fuss, and froth, and discontent. 

If, dnce. Cook, the Kaiser travels. 

And cracks his jokes o-er Abdul’s wine, 

1 waste no' time in empty cavils — 

It’s his lo'ok-O'Ut, it isn’t mine. 

Though sO'Die- perhaps misunderstand ’em, 
These vaunted tours, I simply won’t. 

De gustilus non disputandum — 

He lilces his Abdul, others don’t. 

And though from far Armenian mountains 
A whisper come of grief and fear. 

The EIaisbr keeps designing fountains 
Absorbed in work, and will not hear. 

Or, “ Poo'hj Sir, pooh I ” retorts the Kaiser, 
“ Armenia ’s^ poor and very far : 

A dose of killing makes men wiser : 

Hoc dixi: Wilhelm, I. et H.” 

Andj therefore, if tO' spend her leisure 
His wife walks out on Abdul’s arm, 

"'Vliy, let the Empbisss take her pleasure ; 
It ’s not for mei to think it harm. 

Not against these I preach my sermon ; 

A diiferent nation gives me pause : 

"Whoi cares for Ottoman or German, 

For Abdul’s faults or Wilhelm’s flaws 

Let others or denounce or flatter 
The Kaiser’s tour, the Sultan’s guile. 

We have another, ste'mer matter — ■ 

The Frenchman posted on the Nile. 





Not his to- reasun? Tnie ! I like him, 
His skill to act, his pluck to dare. 

I ’d sooner cheer him, far, than strike him — 
But why did others send him there P 
In truth, they did not mc^in to please us ; 

They must have rcalis(‘d witli joy 
That Marchand on the Nile must tease us, 
And sent him merely to annoy. 

So be it then : we know what ’s what now, 
And what the Frenchmen would be at. 
Though Major Marchand’k on the spot 
now, 

He’s got to pack and go— that’s flat. 
We’re tired of gnu^fully conceding, 
Tired, too, of jibe and j^^*r and flout ; 
Our answer may show lack of breeding, 
But there it is— a. plain ‘*Get out.” 

If one should, thinking I am weak, Sir, 
Smite me on one cheek black and blue, 

I ’m told to turn the other cheek, Sir, 
But not both cheeks and fJirehead too. 
Year in, ycMir out, they ’ve tried to spite us, 
We’ve borne it with a sorry grin; 

And now — well, if they want to flght us, 
Coat.s off, and let the fun begin! 


Design for Handle op Umbrella in- 
tended TO REPLACE THAT LEFT BY MISTAKE 
BY AN IMPULSIVE IRISH GENTLEMAN AT 85, 

Fleet Street, 


tJnivGrsity Memories. 

Camimrcial Traveller (fa Mr. Commons, 
landlord of the “ (rrapf^H and Grasshopper ”). 
So you know Oxford well ? 

Mr. Commons. W'dl, I ought to, Sir, 
seeing as ’ow me and the Markis of Bil- 
lingsgate was sent down from the ’ouse 
toother. 

[C. T. greatly impressed. Mr. C. was Lord 
B.’s scout at Christchurch. 
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AUGUSTE AND LUDWIG. 

No Politics. 

Ludwig. Ah, Mr. Robinson, bow go it ? 

Bohinson. Glad to see you. So' you^re in town again. One 
meets everybody in Piccjadilly somei time or other. 

Lud. Ach so ! It is the Londonish Linden, not sO' good as our 
Linden, but seemly good. 

Bob. By Jove, here comes our French friend! Deuced 
awkward to know what to- say to a Frenchman now, so' as not to 
hurt his feelings. Mustn’t mention Egypt, Fashoda, Dreyeus, 
Brisson, Chanoine, Paris, war, peace, the army, the navy, the 
law, forgery, Estbrhazy, false' imprisonment, Pioquart, West 
Africa, strikes, exhibitions, newspapers, or anything. 

Lud. That is true. Also not the Kaiser, the Catholic Church 
in Palastina, Russland, the message of the Zar, Elsass-Lothrin* 

gen, Konstantinopel, the Jews., the Turks 

Boh. The infidels or the heretics; Europe, Asia, Africa or 
America. Doesn’t leave much, does it ? Only the weather. 
Lud. And perhaps the arte and the knowledge. 

Boh. Here he is. A/j., mon clier ami, va bien? 

Auguste. Tie/ns, ce cJmr Robinson! And you also, Mister. 

Enchanted ! I come of to buy a journal 

Bob. Wonderfully warm weather, isn’t it? 

^ Axig. Ah, my dear, one should believe himself at Constan- 
tinople — 

Lud. Ach so! Go we together the Piccadilly along, until to- 
wards the Hyde Park, how mean you P 
Aug. Very volunteerly. I desire to march a little. I come of 
to buy a journal 

Boh. Nice mild we<athor for a gentle stroll. 

Aug. Delicious.^ On the Boulevards a,t Paris 

Lud. To whom is this palace with the great court and the still 
greater garden ? 

Aug. Ah, you admire him ? I come of to buy 

Boh. That ’s the Duke of Devonshire’s . 

Aug. Ah truly? The other day he has pronounced a dis- 
course — 

Boh. What do you think of his iron gates ? 

Lud. Wuuderschm! But the palace 

Aug. Tims! The Empire 

Boh. Oh, the house is not beautiful. 

Aug. With these walls so high one should say a barrack. These 
brave militaries 

Lud. Naturlich. But the kingly castle, the Buckingham 
Palace, is much greater and beautifuller. 

Aug. However, the Court there is never. At proposal of 

courts, la Cour da Cassation 

Lud. Ach Himmal! To whom is this house, who also one 
court has? 

Boh. That ’s' a clubj the Naval and Military. 

Aug. La Carcle MilHaira? Ca General Chanoine est^il 

TauI. What for omnibuses are it in London ! 

Aug. Astonishing! I ha.ve buyed a journal 

Boh. That ’s the Savile Club, for literary chaps. 

Aug. Ah (,a! The writers, the journalists. By blue, these 
journalists! I have buyed 

Jjud. I was never therein. But T was one time in the Arts 
Club. The members are sokr gamiltlich, S(dir giltig, very hearty, 
very goody. 

Boh. Very good-natured, you mean. 

Aug. Ah, the brave boys, the artists-painters, the sculptors, 
the architects ! Your Emperor has drawed a fountain for Con- 
stantinople, him also desires to be sculptor and architect. Mais 

vnyons done! At the Empire 

lAid. The trees in the Londonish gardens are very fine, not 
true ? 

Aug. Admirable. It is the climate so humid. In Africa, by 
example in Egypt 

Boh. Great Scott ! I thought that girl would be off her bicycle. 
Awfully near shave. Very dangerous, isn’t it? 

Aug. They have never fear, your English misses. Jamais un 

frvison ! Ah, frisson at Brisson ! What think you 

Boh. Have you been in one of those electric cabs ? 

Aug. One time. I feared some misfortune, imprisoned 

Boh. Oh, it ’s as safe as the Bank. 

Aug. Ah, my dear, I goed to ask you something. I have re- 

oeived at the Credit Lyonnais a paper, un bordereau 

Lud. Du lieher Rimmel ! This house, the last, is it also one 
club ? 

Boh. No. It ’s the Duke of Wellington’s. ' 

Aug. Tkns ! We other French 

Xud. What for one beautiful picture-column P Ach! You say 
statue. She see like one German artwork out. Who is that? 



Bob. That’s the Duke — the Excuse me. I must be off. 

Got to catch a train at Water , at Vauxhall. 

Lud. I also. Good day, dear Mister Colleague. 

Au rertyir. To soon. I goed to say you that I had 
buyed a journal for to see if there is a new ballet at the Empire. 

TO MY CIGARETTE. 

’Tis a dainty fascinating 
Little pet, 

Quite deserving this ornating 
Epithet ; 

Always welcome when you ’re waiting, 

It is seldom satiating, 

And it never, hardly ever, 

Brings regret. 

’Tis a joy and consolation 
When you fret, 

Carking care and irritation 
You forget, 

’Tis with calm deliberation 
I express my approbation, 

Praise bestowing on my glowing 
Cigarette. 


An Inquiry. 

October 26. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I see this morning in the Daily Chronicle, 
to which I owe much of my culture, that the crowds in Paris 
have been shouting "^Consquaz Brisson in one street, and 
“ Conspufz les juifs ” in another. Always anxious to live and 
learn, I write to ask you which of these two spellings you re- 
commend for general use in political life. I am, <fec., 

Bis EDI T QUI CITIUS EDIT. 

0 verbs ard at tbe Zoo. A Fact. 

Small Child (pointing to the hippopotamus). Oh, mother, look 
at that big frog going to have a bath ! 

Better-informed Farcnt. That isn’t a frog, yer silly. It’s a 
crocydile! 
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What kind of language then occurred ? 

How did he comment on the jemmy ? 
Did he employ some brutal word 
Like “demme”? 

Or kick the stranger then and there, 

Or challenge him to formal battle? 

‘ \ ^ I h ^ i r Or spring upon the' midnight air 

, \A(AC;C;Li:K Hisrattk? 

^ Certainly not ! He knew toO' much ; 

He knew that as a bud is blighted 
' Your burglar’s honour, at a touch, 

Feels slighted. 

L/rrr?V T?AliPP ^ taste would see, 

V I *\r‘V|V That others’ pride should be respected j 

_ , , Some people cannot bear to be 

SPECIMtN I Detected, 

Therefore his rising wrath he curbed, 

, V ^ A w \ /r A Gave him a smile as warm as may be, 

V U j \ ^ 1^ Iv \ Ycf/ Thanked him because he ’d not disturbed 

The baby; 

Apologised for fear his guest 
Might deem him casual or surly 
^ «-v For having rudely gone to bed 

So early. 

m Ip The night was still not very old 

Til '3 ‘ And, short as was the invitation, 

*' Would he not stay and share a cold 
^ f Collation ? 

So was his tact not found at fault, 

' vSo- was he spared by tasteful Hattery 

What miglit have ended in assault 
Or battery, 

So-ft language is the best — how true I 
This doctripe, which I here rehearse, ’ll 
Apply to nations: it is u- 
-niversal ! 

Yot some will traverse my remark 
And say the rule was really written 
To suit the book of such as bark 
At Britain ! 

^hc, only, must never take offence 
When, from bidiind, they jump upon her ; 
Sho must not hurt their lively sense 
Of honour. 

For plain opinions, put in speech, 

Might lead to blows, which might be 
bloody, 

A lesson which the Press should teach 
And study! 


“THE HURT THAT HONOUR FEELS.’’ 

[“ When a friendly nation by a secret manoeuvre 
usurps the rights claimed and won before the eyes 
of the civilised world by another nation, it is little 
le^s than criminal for the press of the country so 
injured to say a single word calculated to embitter 
the relations of amity existing between the two 
Governments, or 1o hurt the sensitive honour of the 
nation who has committed the -unfriendly act.” 

Daily Daper,] 

That man is surely in the wrong 
And lets his angry passions blind him 
Who, when a person comes along 
Behind him. 

And hits him hard upon the cheek 
(One whom he took to be his brother) , 
Declines to turn and let him tweak 
The other. 

It should be his immediate care 
By delicate and tactful dealings 


To ease the striker’s pain and spare 
His feelings ; 

Nor should he, for his private ends, 

Make any personal allusion 
Tending to aggravate his friend’s 
Confusion. 

For there are people built this way : — 
They may have scratched your face or 
bent it, 

i Yet, if you reason with them, they 
Resent it 1 

Their honour, quickly rendered sore, 
Demands that you should suffer mutely, 
Lest they should feel it even more 
Acutely. 

I knew a man of perfect tact, 

He caught a burglar once, tliat man did, 
He took him in the very act 
Red-handed : 


IHINGS NEVER SEEN IN FR ANC.’E. 

Mkn .sprawling on chairs while ladit's 
stand waiting for a wat. 

Cads, arm-in-arm, hustling women and 
diildren off the pavements. 

Legislators punching one another’s heads 
on the floor of the House. 

Ministers inviting their colleagues to the 
duello, and comporting themselves after 
the fashion of “ Bravo Kicks ! ” 

A Parliament exulting in its own ex- 
cesses when the nation is on the brink ot 
war. 

A People letting off fireworks and or- 
ganising an illumination with the enemy 
it the outer gate. 

Caricatures of English ladies with long 
noses and hideous teeth. 

Articles in newspapers full of offence to 
foreigners. 

And last, and not least, pictorial insults 
of Britannia and her sons, a thousand times 
worse than the portrait of a monkey wear- 
ing the French liniform. 
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BETTER NOT. 

Mr, TrivnUca {hading his horse down), ‘‘Ain’t you veey much afbaid of youe Pony 

FALLING WITH YOU, LaMBKRTSON, AMONGST ALL THESE RaBBIT-HOLBS AND THINGS?” 

Lmibcrtson, “Pall, Sik ! Lou’ bless y’ • what he daren’t. I should Smother him ! 


A NEW PHILANTHROPIC SOCIETY. 

[“The professions arc overcrowded. From 
schoolmasters, barristers, doctors and men of letters 
comes the same complaint ,” — Daily Daper.'\ 

In yiew of this unfortunate overcrowding 
which is prevalent in the liberal profes- 
sions, our readers will be glad to hear that 
a Society for the Rescue of Unsuccessful 
Professional Men, is in process of formation 
under the highest patronage. The Society 
for the* Prevention of Cruelty to Authors 
views the project with a benevolent eye, 
and several members of Parliament are in 
favour of the scheme. We have been fa- 
voured with an advance copy of the Presi- 
dent’s inaugural address, which runs as 
follows : 

Ladies and Gentlemen, — 

The objects of the^ society whose 
inauguration you witness this evening— the 
Society for the Rescue of Unsuccessful 
Professional Men — are sufficiently indi- 
cated by its title. The S.R.U.P.M. aims 
I at the relief of a deserving and necessitous 
class, whose need of charitable assistance 
is too glaring to require demonstration. 
There are, according to the r^ort of our 
Committee of Inquiry, at least five hundred 
medical men in the West End of London 
who are unable toi earn their bread. We 
have already on the books of thei Society 
the names of six hundred schoolmasters, 
three hundred barristers, five hundred 
painters, one thousand writers of fiction, 
and eighty minor poets, in the last stages 
of indigence. We hope, with the aid of 
the funds at our disposal, to rescue at least 


a thousand of such persons every year from 
destitution, and put them in the way of 
earning an honest living. Half of this 
number, after having been taught a trade, 
we shall ship to one of Her Majesty’s 
colonies, where they will be able to* make 
a fresh staort in their new callings, unham- 
pered by disastrous memories of their 
former professions. The other half will 
he distributed among our great cities or 
among the country' oistricts as labourers, 
artisans, and the like, where* it is believed 
that a career of humble usefulness can be 
secured for them. (Hear, hear.) 

Now, ladies and gentlemen, you will like 
to know what occupations we have found 
most suitable to these unfortunate victims 
of competition* in the learned professions. 
This is a question to which we have given 
much earnest thought, and the conclusions 
your committee have arrived at are as 
follows: Every man’s new calling should 
as far as po-ssible be such that hei will be 
able to make some use of the knowledge 
which he was compelled to* acquire in ord-er 
to qualify for his former profession. This 
will diminish the amount of special train- 
ing required in each case, and so lighten 
the labours of the society. Thus the un- 
successful medical man, having some 
knowledge of anatomy, will become a 
butcher; or if he has made sanitation his 
special study, we shall suggest his setting 
up as a plumber. The necessitous barrister 
will be given an opportunity of qualifying 
as a commercial traveller, a calling for 
which his previous intellectual training 
will especially fit him ; or, if he has a good 


address and iin insinuating manner, he 
would probably be fitted for any branch of 
retail trade. The schoo'lmaster who can- 
not obtain a post as a teacher of youth will 
be advised to embark in the co-ngenial 
occupation of carpet-beating, an occupa- 
tion in which his previous experience 
should he of great assistance* to him. The 
artist will of course become a house - 
painter, and we are aspred by a com- 
petent authority that^ with a year’s train- 
ing, even an Aoadeimoian will be able* to 
paint railings in an adequate manner. We 
are informed that there is an immense 
opening for good house-painters in South 
Africa, and we hope to* send out a large 
consignment of bad artists to Cape Town 
in the* course* of the next twelve months. 

The real problem which we have had to 
face is concerned with the* disposal of the 
large number of literary failures. No use- 
ful occupation has yet been found for the 
multitude of minor poets who are likely 
in the near future to apply to* us for 
assistance. To* judge by their published 
works these gentlemen are* usually persons 
of bad character, and it would therefore be 
impossible to recommend them for any 
po*SLtions of trust. It is suggested, how- 
ever, that they mi^t be emplo-yed in 
running errands, and that the more muscu- 
lar of them might break stones, or other- 
wise make a living by road-mending. The 
unsuccessful writers of fictio*n present an 
even greater difficulty, since they are far 
more numerous, while it is equally hard to 
discover any kind of useful employment 
for which they are fitted. It has been 
decided that lady novelists who* are in 
necessitous circumstances should be* taught 
needle-work and scrubbing^ while the more 
intelligent among them might he urged to 
. become domestic servants, a ckiss for whom 
there is an unlimited demand in America. 
Those who show any aptitude for cooking 
might very soon be in a position to sup- 
port themselves and their faanilies. Un- 
successful men of letters, on the other 
hand, would probably express a foolish dis- 
taste for domestic service or for sweeping a 
crossing, and for them some simple form of 
handicraft would have to be discovered if 
Tohey were not to be a burden upon the 
funds of the society. On the whole, they 
' seem best fitted for agricultural pursuits, 
and the society would probably see its way 
’ to having them taught ploughing and the 
management of a farm before paying their 
passage to o*ne of the Crown colonies. 

Some discussion followed, and a vote of 
thanks to the President for his interesting 

> address closed the proceedings. 

[ '• " 

‘ In the Coverts of Old England. 

First Fheasant (to stranger) . Hallo 1 
; Where do* you come from ? 

5 Second Fheasant. ChiriB, I Can’t you see 
i the ring roxind my neck ? 

> Third Fheasant. And I am a pure-bred 

> Hungarian. 

r First Fheasant {indignantly) . We ’ll bo 
j importing foreign beaters next They 
• ought to pass an Alien Bird Immigration 
i Act I \Jdeturns to its raisins. 

i A Generous Mamma. — ^In the case of 
i Mr. William Beattie at the Bankruptcy 
3 Court, the principal unsecured creditor 
5 was his mother, for £29,900. Her maternal 
r heart could not claim another “ century,” 
I and make the sum £30,000 ; but as the 
r debtor said he did not expect the matter 
I to be pressed, the lady may fairly be de- 
i scribed as Beattie Bcata non possidens. 
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THE ^BUS DRIVER'S VADE MECUM. 

Question, WLat is th© jfirst duty of the 
co*achman of an omnibus ? 

^ Answer, To- keep toi time, and tO' nurse 
rivals out of existence. 

Q. What is the usual pace of an omni- 
bus? 

A. WTien free from competition, a cross 
between a hearse and a piano -organ. 

Q, And when the pace is unusual ? 

A. Then the horses, properly managed, 
should ^ive an easy beating tO' a full-speea 
fire-engine. 

Q. E this speed not dangerous to the 
public ? 

A, Certainly, but the danger is compen- 
sated for by the prospect of ruin to the 
rival company. 

Q. Is it not requisite that a driver should 
know London thoroughly ? 

A, Yes, and he is always equal to any 
emergency. 

Q, What would be the route, then, from 
Knightsbridge Barracks to the Court 
Theatre ? 

A, By the Brompton Road, past the 
Oratory, through Thurloe and Onslow 
Squares, down Bond Street, skirting Bel- 
grave Square, ^ and thenoe vid Cado^an 
Place into Sloane Square. 


Q. But would it not bo more direct to 
proceed from Knightsbridge to the Court 
Theatre by Sloane Street ? 

A. Undoubtedly. 

Q. Then why should an omnibus take so 
cii'cuitous a route to reach its destination ? 
-.4. Because it is the only possible route. 
0. Why? 

A, Because the roads are up. 

Q. l^inally, do you consider the life of an 
omnibu.s-driver a happy one ? 

yl. A very happy one — when he’s off 
duty ! 

RENUNCIATIONS. 

Dusky-pacbd, sparkling-eyed, pretty 
Maid in that island afar, 

Warbling your glad Cuban ditty, 
Rolling the shapely cigar 
(Comfort unceasing, unfiiiling, 

Magical spell to excite, 

Still with its perfumes exhaling 
Reveries suiiny and bright) ; 

Ah ! but grim Science soon dashes 
Joys, though the keenest and best, 
Turns our best pleasures to ashes, 

Robs our delights of their 
Who, though your products delicious 
Bliss of Elysium waft, 


Slanders you, stern and offiicioas,-— 

You and your ddlictite cnift. 

Tells the cigar how you hnifh, 
Moistening it first at your lips, 

As its proportions diminish 
Touched by your soft finger-tips ; 

Till dire despondencies fill us, 

As we Indiold with dismay 

How the infwting bacillus 
Thus to our lips you convey. 

Long since from perilous kisses 
Hygiene- warned we refrain. 

Surely when shorn of their blisws 
None would partake of their pain ; 

Till, then, with skill reassuring, 

Science their shafts J^all withstand, 

Let us, Havanas abjuring, 

Stick to the Whitechapel brand. 

A Golden Suggestion. 

A LBTTEE from Klondike says that the 
ever-growing settlement is greatly in want 
of “ef&cient military protection.” Why 
not enlist a re^ment on the spot, and call 
it the Goldstream Guards ? 

The best way of getting your umbrella 
re-covered is to send to Scotland Yard. 
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CAVIAEE TO “THE GENEEAL.” 

Dear Mr. Punch, — It seems that Londom is not the only place 
where' a revived interest is being shown in Macbeth. 

I hear from Cambridge that candidates for the General Ex- 
amination for the ordinary degree are being examined in the 
play, and the subjoined paper seems to show that the examina- 
tion is being conducted in no narrow or unduly academic spirit, 
but is designed to be a real test of intelligent study and criticism. 

You will gladly note this fi*esh proof of widening culture in 
our ancient jJniversities. 

, ‘ “ Macbeth. 

1. Compare Macbeth and Mr. McKinley, in respect of their 
character and foreign policy. What other names do you know 
which begin with “ Mac ? 

2. “ What beast was it then 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? ” 

Lady Macbeth (Act I, Sc. 7). 

Answer this question, and give a list of the animals which 
Macbeth says he would rather meet .than the ghost of Banquo. 

Is it your opinion that the recent Zoological Congress (at Cam- 
bridge) was fruitful in results ? 

3. “Act I., Scene 1. — An open Place. Thunder and lightning. 
Enter Three Witches.’’ 

Give the odds laid on Macbeth and Banquo respectively by the 
Three Witches. Does the term “Place,” used here, bear the 
tc clinical meaning put upon it in the case of Hawke v. Dunn? 
If so, estimate the Witches’ liability — in pounds Scotch. 

4. “ The obscure bird 

Clamour’d the live-long night.” (Act II., Sc. 3.) 

Under what circumstances does the keeping of noisy fowls, to 
the annoyance pf neighbours, constitute a “ nuisance ” at law ? 

If you approve the emendation of the text which substitutes 
“bard” for “bird,” say so, and cite not more than one hundred 
names in this class. 

N.B. — No marks will be given for mentioning the Poet 
Laureate, unless you can quote the title of one of his works. 

5. Describe, in terms of French cookery, the contents of the 
Witches’ cauldron, and exphiin the difference (if any) between 
Hell-broth and Haggifs. 

C. Yowny Hiward, Thou liest, abhorred tyrant ! 

Macduff^. Turn, hell-hound, turn! (Act V., Sc. 7.) 

Do you consider this a proper way for one gentleman to address 
another P 

7. Do you consider that Macbeth had a “Political Mission,” 
or is he to be regarded merely as an “ Emissary of Civilisation ” ? 

8. Give the substance of Macduff\^ remarks on the subject of 
his family bereavement, and explain clearly his relation^ip to 
the present Duke of Fife. 

9. “ He ’s here in double trust . . “ We will proceed no 

further in this matter, He hath honour’d me of late,” &c., &c. 

(Act I., Sc. 7.) 

Would these objections, urged by Macbeth^ have entitled him to 
a certificate of exemption as a “conscientious objector” (in the 
view of a Metropolitan Police Magistrate) , if vaccination and not 
murder had been the practice objected to? 

That is all the paper ; and I am, yours obediently, 

B. A. Cantab. (Poll.). 

AS NOW WORN; OR, THE GENT’S ARBITER OF FASHION -2. 

In my last, I promised to touch on your tio. WWl, — ^now, 
as to your neck-wear. I need not tell you that you had 
better murder six maiden aunts, or habitually cheat at “ bac,” 
or, in fact, commit the most heinous crime in the calendar, 
than be caught wearing a made-up white tie. Fashion has, for 
some doubtlessly cogent reason, decreed thab this is the lowest 
depth of degradation to which the aspirant can sink — a more 
fearful h^tise even than wearing a top-hat with a sacque coat. 
You, of course, tie your own cravates, but there is a right and 
a wrong way to do this. You should practise for hours before 
a looking-glass with a hoot-lace round your neck. Time is no 
object when the matter is of such vital importance. Take one 
end of the lace, which must be exactly thirty-two inches long, 
in your right hand, and pass it round the back of your collar, 
holding the other end in your remaining hand, that is, your 
left hand; you then pull the first end down, so that it lies 
somewhat under the other end, in order that by a dexterous 
movement of the right thumb and forefinger it may loop up at 
a distance of ten and a half inches from the first end, which is 
now caught crosswise over the left middle finger: then slip the 
back part of the bend up towards the chin, and pull the two 
loops through in reverse directions, and there you are. I hope 
this is sufficiently clear to you. It really requires a lot of study. 

I notice that one of our most important young dandies is 





Miss TomiUy. I think the Counthy is just sweet. I love 
TO see the Peasant returning to his humble Cot, his sturdy 
Figure outlined against the setting Sun, his faithful Collie 
AT HIS Side, and his Plough upon iiis Shoulder T’ 


wearing his back-hair cut in a V-shape and terminating in a point 
over his lofty collar. This is very fetching and attractive, especi- 
ally when he turns his bock to you in the middle of an interview. 
I am almO'St inclined tO' prophesy that the next mode will be to 
grow the hair upwards and forwards over the forehead in the 
manner of a cockatoo. The bowler hat will then be woni on the 
back of the head, imparting a somewhat defiant and nonchalant 
air, indicative of distant cousinship with the Services, now so 
much to the fo*re. 

There is a rumour that tooth-picks are coming in again. They 
are now being made of celluloid, with the owner’s crest and motto, 
or failing these, his employer’s trade-mark, stamped thereon. 
A leading City clerk, noted for his exquisite refinement^ yester- 
day confessed to me that he used as many as four a day, one 
after each meal, and sometimes an extra one in the street. This 
sounds extravagant, if you use a new toothpick each time. 
Second-hand ones, however, are not very good taste. 

Have you heard of the language of waistcoat-buttons, and 
character-reading by the shirt-cuff ? It is quite the latest rage. 
For instance, a white calico button on a tweed suit means “ Can 
you lend me a fiver ? ” and a missing one is equivalent to “ Will 
you be my wife? ” A neutral-tinted shirt-cuif indicates a literary 
turn of mind. A paper ditto signifies an income of £90 a year, 
and so on. 

The American accent is now largely worn in London, especially 
on the stage. Some of our most enterprising jenyivs premiers are 
taking lessons in the correct mtonation of “ Right here,” and 
similar phrases, in order to get engagements. 

I am afraid I have somewhat over-run my limits, so will con- 
clude for the time being, Your well-wisher, Zedwhybks. 

Sporting FropJiet (playing billiardii). Marker, here’s the tip 
off this cue, as usual. 

Marher. Yes, Sir. Better give us one of your “tips,” Sir, 
as they never rome off. 
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FOSE and 


DARBY JONES ON SPILT MILK.” 

It may readily b© allowed, honouxed Sir, 
that O'H Wednesday last the Fist of For- 
tune was very busily pounding the Unfor- 
tunate Bac'fcera, who' imagined that the 
Winner of the Cambridgeshire' was as easy 
to pick as a Ripe Pippin off the Tree. As 
a matter of fact, there is no* Contest of 
the whole year sO’ difficult to sift, and those 
w'ho' wiere^ content tO' take 7 to- 2 about 
Graftsmani in a field of Twenty-six 
Runners, must certainly have been struck 
silly by the God of Wagering, who is, I 
O'pine, Mercury, also' the Patron of the 
Knights of the Light Fingers. The start, 
tO'O, was not up to Mr. Coventry's usual 
form : and it is a Curious Commentary on 
the Utterance of a Great Man, that directly 
after J. Ton Sloan, Esq. (U.S.A.). had 
publicly annonmoed that he much preferred 
Mr. Coventry’s method to any Starting- 
Machine in, the World, he should have been 
left at the Post, te reflect, perhaps, while 
urging on Nunsuch) that. tO' err is Human, 
a® well as Equine, Nature, 

The No'blet Army of Backersi were- routed 
as completely at Newmarket as were the 
Dervishes at Omdurman. The Slaughter 
has indeed been Terrible, and the defeat 
of Caiman in the Dewhurst Plate probably 
added so'xne fresh bits of stiff” to the 
jCites,^ which I am told, on the authority of 
Captain Kriterion, are flying about Bur- 
lington Gardens and vicinity like leaves in 
Epping Forest. But., as a rule, the Kite- 
flyer is also' a Philoso'pher. He does not 
gO' wailing about the Town like a Lady who 
has had ber pocket picked of a ’Bus-fare. 
On the other hand, the Gentleman of 
Tjavish Lucrei, whouse Money-bags have 
been sweated to- the Advantage of the 
Metallicians, yells like a sick Thomas cat 
which has upset a Ewer of Lacted Fluid. 
Sometinie.s he uses Language with regard 
to Everybody connected with 4he Race, 
from the Handicapper down to the Stable- 
Boy, of a Nature utterly unfft for Publica- 
tiO'U. And again, he will whimper and 
whine like a stricken Lap-dog because he 
did not spot” the chance of Qcorgic* In 
short, honoured Sir, he is a fretful Porcu- 
pine to' all his friends and acquaintances. 
This Manner of Man ought not to be 


AFT! 


allowed to bet except in Marbles or Cho- 
colate Creams. He seems to think that 
somebody maliciously jogged his elbow, 
and spilt the Milk which hei was carrying 
to his lips. I trust I shall not be accused 
of aidi^ and abetting Immorality, if I say 
I ho'ld in far greater esteem the Napoleonic 
Plunger who boldly avers that he intends 
to take the knock,” than I do this Peris- 
solo'gical Pinwidgeon (epithet registered). 
I confess that the Honourable Fliflatt is 
in my mental optic. 

I hear rumours of vast numbers of 
Spondulicks having been collected by 
Mr. H. C. White, Mr. F. Day and 
Antipodean Company (Limited), but in 
my humble Sphere I only know of two 
Individuals who trusted the Australian 
Nag, the one a Fiduciary Undertaker, 
who, having in ^87 landed a 40-to-l 
chance by reason of the victory of 
Gloriation, has always had two Yellow- 
boys on a 40-to-l chance in every Cam- 
bridgeshire ; ihe other a Schoolboy who 
is now studying the Antique Italian Poets, 
and while intrusting Yours Truly with a 
Florin for investment, informed me that 
the writing out of a Georgic was a common 
form of Preceptorial Punishment at his 
Seminary. This time he wrote out his 
Georgic to gi^ater satisfaction. Had I 
had his Educational Advantages, doubtless 
I might have taken the Hp of Ingenuous 
Youth ; but, a.s it is, I fear that if between 
now and the Liverpool meeting, you would 
wish me to enjoy more Nutritious Fare 
than is affo.rded by Adam’s Ale and the 
Staff of Life, you will h-onaur the inclosed 
small but important Acknowledgment of 
Indebtedness to your Revered Self from 
Your ever Subservient Satellite, i 

Darby Jones. ! 

P.S. — I should be grateful if you would 
not cross any Financial Doeu|tnent bearing i 
your Signature, as I regret to say that my 
puny Baiiking Acc'ount is at the present 
moment like a depleted Beer-barrel — over- 
drawn. 

[It is perhaps unnecessary to inform Darby .Tones 
that our collection of his* autographs is already so 
large that ve must decline to give our own in ex- 
change for a fresh specimen of his signature. A 
diet of bread and water will be beneficial to his 
health and our pocket. — ^E d.] 


MR. WILLIAM REDMOND’S SPEECH, 

Addressing a public meeting, Mr. Wil- 
liam Redmond, M.P., is reported to- have 
said that, ‘‘ If England and France go to 
war, his sympathy would h© with France,” 
and h© then called for cheers for Major 
Marchand. 

The effect of this speech was far-reaching 
— almost deadly in its stunning force. Its 
importance can hardly be over-estimated. 
Both England .and France, for very dif- 
ferent reasons, have been thrown into 
convulsions. The French naturally see the 
immense adva,ntage which the sympathy of 
Mr. Redmond gives them, and are corre- 
spondingly elated. To us, on this side of 
the Channel, it is of course a crushing 
blow. In fact, resistance seems useless. 
In this emergency, is it too much to- expect 
that the Oa.binet .should he called together 
to* devise' some means for propitiating Mr. 
Redmond, say, by prayer, or perhaps better 
still, by th© offer of a lucrative appoint- 
ment, and inducing him to withdraw the 
priceless blessing which he has offered, all 
unasked, to the foes of the Queen he swore 
fealty to? In the terrible event of the 
hon. member remaining unmoved alike by 
prayer, ©iitrea.ty, or reward, it were better 
far that England should unconditionally 
simrender, than that she sho-uld fight a 
hopeless battle against Fnince and the 
Irish patriot combined. Todgers’s might 
well have been proud of such a man, and 
who shall say but that the Three Tailors of 
Tooley Street would have gladly taken 
“power to add to their number,” as the 
company prospectuses have it, had they 
enjoyed the inestimable advantage of a 
personal acquaintivnce with Mr. William 
Redmond ? 


Horticultural Malady. 

illr. Nihhn {fa Young rippa). How’s 
your fathe^r to-day ? 

Yinpig l^ipps (whose sire has hem laid 
up with fever). Quite cool, Sir; in a cu- 
cumber-frame sort of mind. 



NOyEMBER,-*GUY FOX’S DAY. 

“ Alarimng I Greatly-increawcl di»ath-rate.” 
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'‘THE VALET OF THE NILE/' 

Much talked about, but very seldom seen ! 

THE MANCEUVRES OF JONES AT THE HAYMARKET. 

What happened to Jones, as many theatre-goers are aware, 
may be ascertained from information to be received at the Strand 
Theatre ; but what really happenei 1 to- our only J ones ” (Henry 
Arthur “ of that ilk ”) to inspire him to write a piece for the 
Haymarket, entitled, The Manoeuvres of J ane, will remain a mys- 
tery to those who, having probably something else with which to 
occupy their attention, do not care to pursue the inquiry. Henry 
Author wrote The Strange Case of the Reverend Michael and 
his lost Angel of Islington ” (the exact title escapes our memory, 
but this is near enough to be pleasant), which eccentric dramatic 
work “ strutted its short hour on the stage and then was heard 
no more,” its brief candle sputtering out,^ unpuifed. And 
probably the Henry Author-oi-its-being, seeing something in 
that creation of his fertile brain worthy or preservation, 
thought it would be as well to put a little of the old wine, home- 
made, into another bottle, with a new label, for consumption at 
the Haymarket. And so it comes about, that, as the designing 
lady in the Lyceum piece was locked up in a room for one night 
only ” with the namby-pamby Michael, so in this Haymarket pTay 
the principal heroine, Jane N angle,, out all ni^t with her 
lover, George Langton, and the other heroine, Constantia Gaze, 
contrives to be placed in a similar predicament with Lord Bap- 
child, on whom she has matrimonial designs; and everything 
having been explained to the satisfaction of the other dra- 
matis mrsonoe who have not ^ been out all ni^t with any- 
body, the piece concludes, as it had proceeded, without causing 
any demonstration of that interest with which the story of The 
Liars was closely followed by an attentive audience, whose en- 
thusiasm increased with the development of the really ingenious 
plot. When the curtain descended on The Liars, its author was 
acclaimed as a Sheridan Minor, or, say, Minimus* 

The piece at the Haymarket is, as Touchstone said of the knight’s 
oath, nought, but the acting is everything ; and, merely to see what 
good acting can do for a poor piece, the Haymarket entertainment 
IS well worth a visit. There is scarcely an indifferent rendering 
of any character throughout ; but not all the fascinating art of a 
Winifred Emery can win the sympathy of an audience for such 
a wilful, childish, petulant, and far from high^-principled piece 
of goods,” as is Jane Nangle* Do what Miss Emery can with 
her, the part is unsympathetic and irritating. 

As for Constantia Gaze (no connection, of course, with the 
tourist agency), capitally played by Miss Gertrude Kingston, 
she is a mild adventuress, and again quite unsympathetic. 


Mr. Cyril Maude is simply admirable as a sort of Verdant Green 
young nobleman, a figure pour rire, a character so farcical that 
it might easily have been developed into an entirely new species 
of the genus Dundreary, had such a genuine happy thought as 
this opportunely occurred to the author. Be it remembered, how- 
ever, that Dundreary grew out of The American Cousin, which 
subsequently had an existence entirely apart from that of Lord 
Dundreary. '^The Manoeuvres of Lord Bapchild” (a name as 
foolish as Dundreary) would have had a far better chance than 
those of J ane. The scene in the third act between Mr. Cyril Maude 
and Miss Kingston goes with a roar of merriment from begin- 
ning to end, the curtain being raised three times for actor and 
actress tO' receive the plaudits of a delighted audience. This 
episode will be invaluable hereafter as a most attractive duologue 
at “benefit” performances. Here, given the two characters, 
the situation, and the stage entirely to themselves, Mr. Cyril 
Maude and Miss Kingston could easily have invented their own ^ 
dialogue at rehearsal, and then the scene might perhaps have 
been even better than it is ; but, as it is, it is undeniably the 
success of the evening’s entertainment. i 

Miss Rose Leoleroq, with all her cleverness, can do very little 
with the dull role assigned to her ; and Bamela Beechinor (what 
names H. A. J. selects!), a most objectionable girl, whose ob- 
trusive existence does not seem to he essential to the plot, is 
remarkably well played by Miss Beatrice Ferrar. Her being 
“taken and shaken” by Jane is the strongest action in Miss 
Emery’s part. Admirably does she do it, and marvellO'Usly does 
Miss Ferrar whimper and bear it. 

Mr. Frederick Harrison, m a sort of gentlemanly chorus 
called Jervis Punshon (here’s another name!), is as good as 
he can be with absolutely nothing whatever tO' do ; and so 
IS Mr. Hallaed as George Langton, the^ lover. As N angle, , 
which is, we believe, a peculiarly Irish name, and was somehow 
mixed up with the Tiohbornb case, Mr. Elliot has the 
best “ character part ” in the piece, simply because there is no- 
thing novel in it, his characteristics being merely a slight variant 
of the peppery old fathers in ancient farces, who> went about either 
cursing some one or blessing everybody, and who, in the end, 
on being patted on the cheek by the pretty daughter, invariably 
yielded, gave consent, and said, “ Take her, you dog, — be happy.” 
Such .18 the Jonesian originality ! 

Besides these, there are thirteen other characters, all conscien- 
tiously doing their little bits, and the whole lot of them just worth 
nothing at all dramatically. It has not vet been given to Jones 
to originate another Le Monde oil Von s’ennuie, though he does 
rush in where only a very, very few, and those mainly I 
French dramatists, can tread with safety. All that stage craft 
can do for the piece has been done in acting, scenery, and cos- j 
turaes, and if the character, as we have suggested, could be ' 
Dundrearyized, Mr. Cyril Maude might look forward to a run 
equal to that enjoyed by the representative of the once famous I 
nobleman. | 

Hall v. Hoolby. — A propos of a statement made by Mr, 
Tbbah Boom-db-ay Hoolby, Sir Charles Hall, Recorder of 
London, and Hall of Justice, wrote to the Times to deny that 
he is, was, or ever has been, what Mr. Hoolby had asserted him 
to be, or to have been. Hall right. Good. Proudly conscious 
of his unique personality, Sir Charles Hall wrote, “ as I am the 
only person of that name,” therefore, &c., <fec. Of course. 

“ Charles, our friend,” the only person of that name, and no 
other genuine ! Colourable imitations, there may be ; likewise per- 
sons asserting that they are “ Hall the same concern,” which is 
a most “ untradesmanlike falsehood ” ; but Charley is our darling, 
our gay cavalier, our only Hall, and not to- be Haul’d over the 
coals, and to be blackened in the process by a Ho-oley-gan I J amais 
de la vie! Why French? Don’t know; but ’tis emphatic. 
“How dost thou, Charles?*^ to quote Shakspeare’s As You \ 
Like it. Then comes the answer, “ He cannot speak, my lord ! ” 
Oh, Willy Shakspeaeb! you are in error there! Can’t he 
“speak”! Rather! and he can teU the Hoolby that he is 
Hooley and entirely wrong. 

Note by the Baron db B.-W. — From the same publishing 
firm of Kegan, Paul & Co. (with a lot of “Co.” limited), are 
issued The Silence of Dean Maitland and a volume of Sermons, 

\ We, personally, should prefer the “ Silence.” Also is advertised 
! A New Light on Hebrew History, by Professor Cornill. Was 
this work originally written for the Corn’ ill Magazine f Of 
course it will be very witty, full of bons Mo’ and Jews d’ esprit • 

The obvious Reply when addressed by Sir Herbert 
Kitchener. — “ Sir-dar-yoti ! ” 
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THE SULTAN AND THE TRAVELLER. 

An Eastern Tale. 

The Sultan and tihe Traveller 
So cordially met, 

But wept like anything to see 
Such quantities of debt. 

“ The means to clear this off,” they said, 
It would be nice to get,” 

“ If seven banks with seven loans 
Tried it for half a year, 

Do you suppose,” the Sultan said, 

“ That they could get it dear ? ” 

I doubt it,” said the Traveller, 

And shed a bitter tear. 

“ 0 Moslems;, come and look at us 1 ” 

The Sultan blandly bade. 

A Giaour guest, come from the West, 

To push Teutonic trade ; 

For that new palace, built for him, 

You very kindly paid.” 

The Sultan and the Traveller 
The capital had seen, 

With streets so nicely paved, and washed 
C''onveniently clean ; 

And all the placid Moslems stood. 

Like fatalists, serene. 

“ The time has come,” the Sultan said, 

“ To talk of many things ; 

Of shoes that pinch, of costly stones, 

Of Cretan chiefs, and kings. 

And railways made in Germany, 

And whether pounds have wings.” 

“ But wait a bit,” the Moslem® cried, 

“ Before we have our chat ; 

For all of us are out of cash. 

Squeezed, like a lemon, flat.” 

“No hurry,” said the Traveller. 

They thanked him much for that. 

“ A loan of gold,” the Sultan said, 

“Is what we chiefly need. 

Rubies and diamonds besides 
Are very good indeed ; 

Now if you Te ready, Moslems dear, 

We ’re waiting to be fee’d.” 

“ But not by us,” the Moslems cried, 
Turning a little blue, 

“We Ve been compelled to wash our homes, 
A painful thing to do I ” 

“They look so fine,” the Sultan said, 

“ And much improve the view.” 

“ It was so kind of you to come, 

And leave domestic ease.” 

The Traveller said nothing but, 

“ One more concession, please ; 

We want a larger profit than 
We get from German Threes.” 

“ You don’t object,” the Sultan asked, 
“To join in such a trick? 

We ’v6 flattered you for all we ’re worth, 
And said you are a brick.” 

The Traveller said nothing but, 

“The butter’s spread too thick.” 

“ I weep for you,” the Sultan said, 

“ I deeply sympathise ; 

An ornament in diamonds — 

Those of the largest size— 

A sabre, jewels, furniture, 

My modest ^ts comprise.” 

“ 0 Moslems,” said the Traveller, 

“ You ’ve all been nicely done 1 
So I ’ll be trotting off again.” 

But answer came there none ; 

And this was scarcely odd, because 
They ’d hooleyed every one. 





Tardy Justice. — ^“Sir,” writes “Slob 
J uiOESTiOE,” “ I read in the Times of Thurs- 
day, November 3, this line : * Mr. Justice 
Fhillimore rose at one o'clock yesterday.' 
Well, why not? What is it to anybody if 
Mr. Justice Phillimorb did take a longer 
turn than usual in a nice warm, cosy bed ? 
Why should his Lordifliip have come out in 
such horrid weather, unless, of course, he 
were keeping his Court and Courtiers wait- 
ing? But of this there is no mention. 
Mr. Justice Phillimorb might have been 
late overnight; might have sat up study- 
ing, or not studying, legal problems. I 
do hope,” writes our correspondent, most 
emphatically, “that, in future, Mr, Justice 
Phillimorb will be allowed to rise any day 
at his own time without public attention 
being drawn to the fact.” 


H.R.H. THE PRINCE OF WALES. 

Bom November 9, 1841. | 

Good greeting, Sir, to you, 

East, West, and North, and South! 
That all our hearts speak true 
Is no mere word of mouth. 

No flattery of powers that be 
Your judgment could convince. 

From shore to shore, from sea to sea, 

One shout goes up of loyalty, 

The shout of Empire vast and free. 

“ God save and bless the Prince I ” 

Old Saw new set for a Bright Raoeb. 
— “ Slogan sure wins the race.” 

Asthmatic attack in Winter. — “ Piping 
times,” 
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“IT IS SOMETIMES DANGEROUS TO INQUIRE/’ 

Old Poet, 

Tnmiisitim Towist. *‘AnD HOW DO TOTT FIND THE CROPS THIS TEAR, MHRPHT?” 

Murphy. “How do I eind the Crops is it? Sure, your Honour, tis by Digging 
for *eai, any way ! ” 


Between tlie Ball-room and the footb^ field there 
seems little now to choose 1 the risk ^of injury is, I 

think, rather greater in the former. ^ _ 

’ Westminster Gazette.^ 

Adas 1 how many things I see 
No longer what they used to be 1 
What changes wrou^t by Time s fell curse, 
Anri every one of them for worse ; 

And sipping my post-prandisd chicory, 

I mourn, alas, our lost Terpsichore I 

Oh 1 for the days when there were dancers 1 
Oh 1 for the mazes of the Lanc^ 1 
With what a nimble step elastic ^ 

We tripped it on the li^t fantastic. 

With a sweet charm which now is not. 
Through gay cotillion or gavotte, 

Or with a ^acje more regal yet. 

We stepped a stately minuet, 

Each man of us a choice assortment 
Of Turveydropian deportment. 

But where is now your ancient pomp ? 
Your dance is but a vulgar romp, 

Your shocking Bams ” and Posts oh, 

I . , . , 

You only think of Mc^ng hi^. 

The men career sam time, sans rhythm. 
The girls rush helter-skelter with ’em, 
They charge, they trample on one’s toes, 
Their elbows hit one on the nose, 

They black one’s eyes, still on toy come, 
They butt one in the back and stomj — 

I mean the waistcoat, till the haU 
Is more like battlefield than ball. 

I ’d rather serve in the Soudan, 

I ’d rather fight at Omdurman, 

I ’d rather quarrel with a chum, 

I’d rather face a Rugby scrum. 

Nay, by the stars, I ’d rather be 
That hapless wretch, the referee, 

Most desperate of men, than chance 
My life and limbs at modem dance. 


DARBY JOBES OH “BOmiRS” AMD 
LIVERPOOL 

We have now arrived, hpnora^ Sk, at 
that Season of ttie Tew when ‘‘ ^ttlers 
are most in evidence. The word Bottler 
will not, I opine, be found in the Lexicons 
of either Dr. Samuel Johnson, or of 
Messrs. Webster ^d Walker. Indeed, 
without having registered the mot at Sta- 
tioners’ Hall, I may claim it as a poor thing, 
but Mine Own. The “ Bottler ” is a pew- 
liar beast, and in nine oases out of ten He 
(or She) belongs to a Trainer. He has gene- 
rally been sO' well tried at borne that he can 
with safety be relied on tO' slip the Autui^ 
Handdeapper’s Observant Optics, and be 
comfortably weighted at an Impost which 
shall be as easy to carry as an ounce or 
two of Thistle-down. Occasdonaily the 
“Bottler” has mn in the Early Spring, 
before he recognised that he possessed four 
legs, but he has scarcely ever won. In- 
deed, it is greatly to the credit of the 
“ Bottler ” that as a rule he never seeks 
victory in these Preliminary Exercises, and 
if he be niisguided enough to attempt a 
Coup on his own account, he is speedily 
reminded that his Education is far from 
complete. ^ 

The “ Bottler ” is the Terror of the Tip- 
ster. Training Reports anent “ Bottlers ” 
are about as valuable as the Gamboge- 
coloured Volumes issued by the French 
Government on the subject <^f Fashoda and 
other Freaks on the Nile. And as Captain 
Kritbrion very justly remarks, even if you 
are in the “ know ” of one Bottler,” an- 


other “Bottler” comes along and spells 
“ no ” in quite a different manner. 

So' beware of “ Bottlers ” in the Back- 
end, especially at Liverpool, where the 
“canny” men of the North serve them up 
as hot as do Ladies of the same region 
Pikelets and other indigestible Cakes at 
Tea-time. It will puzde many an Intrepid 
Plunger to know bow he is going to come 
up on the Monday following the IV. Days 
of Contest ; but while begging you, hon- 
oured Sir, and other Patrons, fcO' remember 
that the Good-win Sands are as much in 
evidence round about the Mersey as they 
are off the Coast of Kent, I may ask 
remembrance of 'Marmion^s last words 
throughout the meeting, and also crave, 
in special reference to the Liverpudlian 
Cup, some hearing for the rhymes of a 
Bewildered Bard, who sings: — 

The Seated One I M leave alone, 

But Let her Go beware ; 

The Old Sign needs a better tone 
To make the See-haw care ; 

The Timher Down will not be last, 

Kinfs Smog runs for me ; 

And if Perfectiona *s passed, 

^Twill be by Castle P, 

Your much misunderstood mercenary, 
Darby Jones. 


THE LOST ART. 

[“ The Mayor 'of Beverley has heen recording 
his impressioup in the Beverley Independent 

‘ Dancing has developed into an exercise 

little better than a ^‘romp^^; the art seems lost ; 
^ step, tune and rhythm are alike ignored. • , . . 



A GREEK TRANSLATION. 

The Metamorphosis op Omjiuley'8 Aunt. 

Prince Nicholas of Greece' has approached 
Mr. W, 8. Pbnlby for parmiasion to translate 
Charles Aunt into modem Greek.”--*i>a»2yP«??^.] 
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MISCONSTRUCTION. 

[“ Some rebellious murmurs have lately been heard against the quaint and 
pleasing practice of printing the vmm in French/’— WorU^ 

Oh, democratic leveller, who do not even shrink 
From turning intO' English Ollendorfl&sh Maetebdinok, 

Spare yet this further step ! nor let your ruthless fingers itch 
To tear aside the mask that veils the viands of the rich. 

The card that hides grim secrets from a toO' inquiring view 
In merciful ohscurity— the mispronounced 

Turies we taste and question not, we count it inexpedient 
To set down in plain English each mysterious ingredient ; 

The rather homely sweet^bread sounds quite dignified, you 
know, 

“When served (and priced accordingly) as dainty ris de veauy 
And he who pays in ignorance of what hors d’osuvres mean, 
Might grudge a modest shilling for an oyster or sardine. 

Sheer gammon and plain spinach seem more appetising far 
If gallicised to jamlon and disguised as epinard; 

Let Enelish beef still decorate its wholesome lean and fat 
In semblance of filet de hceuf, dressod d la this and that, 

And honest “ Murphies ’’ swell with pride and satisfaction when 
Writ large as Maitre d^Hotel, fondantes, or Fomme Farisienne. 

Thus heralded and introduced there ’s nothing comes amiss, 
Hunger has neither eyes nor ears, and ignorance is bliss ; 

Let us from some unknown Chateau our wry-faced claret sip, 
Then pay our monstrous hill, and add the garQon^s heavy tip. 
But — no translation 1 for in truth no restaurant would dare 
Describe its thieving menu a,s an honest Bill of Fare, 


Tailt Ingento. — Tohy wishes to he informed by any competent 
authority on drink, whether a compound called ^^I)og^s Nose^^ 
will be permitted to he sold at the bars of the House of Com- 
mons ? We are sorry to hear that our excellent Tohy is compelled, 
for a while, to seek a warmer climate, as he is suffering from 
cat-arrh, and requires dogtering.” 

Lactn Legal Motto fob fbbsbnt application to some Mili- 
TABY Leaders in France. — Dolus latet in generalilus,^^ or 
Anglid, Some Generals are up to sly tricks.” 

After the “little nipper” had departed, the motto of the 
sleeper awakened was, “ Flea away and be at rest,” 



THE DAY^S TALK. 

{In Humble Imitation of Rudyard Kipling.) 

A MOTOB-OAB came sailing down the 
Strand, pifiing and snifiBlng with each ex- 
plosion of the petroleum by which she was 
driven. Her name was .000000007. Why 
she was called .000000007 is not apparent, 
hut she was. 

Her speed was twelve knots an hour — 
I am nothing if not technical — and her 
smell was prodigio'us. So were her con- 
versational powers. “ Hullo I ” cried, 
waving her hand to a bicycle which shied 
visibly at her apnroach and held its nose. 
“ How do you find yourself ? ” 

“ None the better for seeing you,” said 
the bicycle . It was a Humber (first grade) , 
and therefore haughty. 

“ Needn’t give yourself airs,” hissed the 
motor-car, derisively. You ain’t an EIs^ 
wick, you know.” For there is a hierarchy 
in bicycles as in other things, and the 
attitude of an Elswick to a Humber is that 
of an archdeacon to a mere curate. 

The bicycle deigned no reply, but rang 
its bell angrily as a ’bus bore down upon 
it. 

“Conceited creature I” saidl the ’bus, 
shaving its off pedal by an inch. 

“Clumsy brute 1” rang out the bell, in 
shrill tones. 

“Toot, toot,” protested the motor-car, 
far in the distance, as it sped jolting and 
rattling towards Charing Cross, every 
square inch of its person vibrating with' 


self-importance as it fussed through the 
traffic, 

^ “ I wish you wouldn’t jerk so,” said the 
piston-rod to the cylinder, sulkily. 

“ What else can you expect ? ” said the 
brake, who was a malcontent. He had had 
a difference of opinion with the cylinder 
only that morning. 

‘^Yah 1 ” said the cylinder. “ You want 
oiling.” 

The motor-car drew up suddenly with a 
jerk. 

“ What ’fi the matter now?” grunted the 
axle. 

“ Policeman in the way,” hissed the cy- 
linder. “Phut, phut, phut.” 

“ If you go on making that noise we shall 
burst,” said the pneumatic tyres, crossly. 
“ Our nerves won’t stand it.” 

“ Silence is golden, you know,” sneered 
the brake. 

“And noise is always vulgar,” said the 
cushion on the driver’s seat. He Ipd pre- 
tensions tO' good breeding, and despised the 
motor-engine as a parvenu- He had 
formerly belonged to a two-horsed victoria, 
and constantly alluded to the fact. 

“You have no repose of m^ner, my 
dear,” added the seat, patronisingly. He 
always agreed with the^ cushion, and was 
wont to sigh for postilions and the old 
regim>e. 

“Pooh, pooh, pooh, pooh, poohl” an- 
swered the motor, as the policeman at 
length moved aside, and left the passage 
clear. 

“ What rot all this is I ” si^ed the driver 


of the motor-car. “I wish tO' goodness 
you machines wouldn’t talk so much.” 

“Blockhead!” muttered the cushion, 
stirring angrily in his seat. 

“ Stupid ! ” hissed the cylinder. 

“If you don’t shut up. I’ll sell you,” 
snapped the man, savagely. 

Suddenly there was a crash, a jarring of 
crumpled machinery, the boom of an explo- 
sion, and a flash of fire, as the motor-car 
collided with a brewer’s dray, and blew up, 
like a melinite shell. .000000007 was dis- 
integrated. Cylinder went one way, 
wheels another, pneumatic tyres a third 
while in the road sat the driver surrounded 
by picturesque ruin in flames. 

“ Told you so*,’’ growled the dray ; while 
the horse hurst intO' song : 

“ Oh ! Kipling mine, where are you roaming } ” 

And so, in a hahel of hi^ly technical 
conversation from axles, wheels, hubs, 
brakes, horses, asses, lamp-posts, letter- 
boxes, and the rest, the Day’s Talk went 
on, amid the scarcely concealed yawns of 
tha reading public. 

In tKe Shires. 

Miss de Flouncy (the newly-arrived 
heiress) . I hope, Captain Pigskin, that this 
is a very open country ? 

Captain Figshin- Rather I I don’t know 
a single field without a gate to it. 

Comment on Major Marohand’s Re- 
treat FROM Fashoda. — C’est magnifique, 
mais — ce n^est pas la guerre. 






PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[November 12, 1898. 



“THOSE THAT LIVE IM GLASS HOUSES- 

{JEn souTimtant le honjom di, M, U IUdaotmr~ 
m-chef&u, Petit Journal,*^) 

Dear Sir, — wish to point a' moral. 

Last week I showed iii serious vein 
How gentle words may square a quarre^ 
And save a lot of needless pain j 
I rather hoped for some reply 
Saying that this had caught your eye. 

I hinted— here I rou^ly quoting — 

That France was touchy in the skin, 
That she possessed an outer coating 
So soft, so sensitively, thin, 

That, when a homely truth is stated, 

She finds her honour perforated. 

But those whose native habits lead *em 
To live in structures built of glass 
Should not indulge with any freedom 
In heaviujg stones when people pass, 
Because, when people heave them back, 
Conservatories often crack. 

Now note with what unique urbanity 
Your journals judge our conduct here ; 
Not such as make for mere insanity — 
The gamin’s rage, the rag pour rire, 
But prints like yours, whose pride it is 
To educate the provinces. 

VoyonSf mon ami, we have gathered 
From that enlightened organ^s page 
That we it was who lately lathered 
Your strikers into frenzied rage ; 

The same old story, 0 so' old. 

Of virtue bribed by Britidi gold I 


II Concealed behind our sombre climate, 
With every means for lying low, 

It seems that we were all the time at 
The bottom of the hordereau. 

Our object being, in a word, 

To make your army look absurd I 

And who for some ulterior reason 
Made full arrangements for the Turk 
To vegetate in bloated ease on 
Armenia’s giave, his gruesome work ? 

If one may credit your suggestion 
W e were the horrid brutes in question. 

And when the English missionary 
Was missed among the pagan blacks. 
Pray, who suborned the cassowary 
That fell uj^n his harmless tracks? 

We didl It happened through our nation 
Being so keen on compensation. 

All that is cunning, base, perfidious, 

In beery Albion has its birth ; 

She still must be the blot, the hideous 
Blister that blights the crust of Earth, 
Until her race retires to bed on 
The gory field of Armageddon. 

Such is your day-by-day consignment 
Of eye-awakeners for the bhnd ; 

Such is the tone of true* refinement 
To which you raise the rural mind ; 
While we are straining to abolish 
All speech that lacks the pure French polish. 

Mon J)ieu! you used to send us over 
Manners to fit your fashion’s code, 


What time the Empire lived in clover 
And Paris set the social mode 1 
At all the graces once so deft. 

You surely have some humour left P 

« NOT IN THESE BOOTS 1 ” 

{If an Oxford University prccdent is followed 
at the Inns of Court.) 

Benchers* Room on a Gall-night. Enter 
Candidate for the degree of UUer Barrister, 
Treasurer {smilingly). Mr. Ltndhtjrst 
R trssELii Smith, it gives me very great 
pleasure to announce to you that your 
success at the recent examinations has 
enabled us to 

Bencher (interrupting). Pardon me, Mr. 
Treasurer, but I am afraid you have not 
examined 

T. (testily). Surely that is scarcely our 

duty. I have great pleasure 

I B. With all respect, Mr. Treasurer, you 
I have not examinea Mr. Smith’s costume. 

T. (after a casual glance). Surely quite 
en ^ regie. Bhick coat, trousers and vest, 
white tie 

B. (firmly). But, pardon me, Mr. Trea- 
surer, Cast your eyes towards the floor. 

T. (aghast). Dear me! (To Candidate.) 

I must request you to withdraw. 

Candidate (expostulating). But, Sir 

T. (sternly). Be good enough to retire.. 
0. (to Beadle, after withdrawal). What 
on earth was the matter? 

Beadle (horrified). Why, Sir, you were 
wearing hrovm hoots 1 ICurtain. \ 




AT,Mn,.AT. John Bxjix,. “ALL EI&HT, CAPTAIN P” 

Captain Sausbhbt, E.N. “ ALL EIQ-HT, 8IE ! ” 

A^«T^iT. John Bmi. “GOOD! YOU KNOW THE COTJESE, -STICK TO IT ! !” 
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A FALLEN ASS. 


IndigTumt Gillie (to Jones^ oj London^ who has hy mistake killed a hind), ** I thottoht ont 
Fulb ken’t it was the Stags that had the horns 1 ” 


EHEU EUGACES LABFNTUR ANNIl 

(From OTie Ancient Etonian to another ditto, ) 

Oh 1 PosTHUMtrs, or Bbown, or Smith, or 
Jones, 

The stream is ever flowing to the sea. 

Gout and rheumatic pains attaint the bones 
And sinews of our middle age, and we 

Are on the downward grade. But let us 
pause, 

And from remembrance cull the hours of 
yore, 

The hours of “ private,” disregard of laws, 
Immunity from trouble— less or more. 

Do you remember how we used tO' row, 

To ‘^Monkey” in an ‘‘after four” and | 
back, 

Or Surly — which ? I really do not know, 
But Surly has an air of being slack. 

Do you remember how, as “ lower boys,” 
Our souls delighted in all kinds of 
“sock”? 

That was our word for grub^s plebeian joys ? 
Old men forget, and young Etonians 
mock. 

Or how our daily pleasure was to shirk 
“ Mitutor ” and his worthy pupil-room ? 

Much better “at the wall” to go and 
“firk,” 

Forgetting “Tardy Books” Bradleian 
gloom. 

Dear was our Eton, dear it was to play 
The constant fool, both in and out of 
place — 

I, PosTHUMtrs, am getting rather grey, 
While bald’s the word more fitted to 
your case. 

Yet, though senescence makes its gradual 
way. 

And we are sweets forbid, and beer, and 
cheese, 

'll this I ’m sure — ^there ’ll never come a 
day 

When memories of Eton fail to please. 

A Romantic Investment. 

Dbab Mb. Punch, — venture to suggest 

that M. HE Rougbmont and Mr. E. T. 

Hoolet should be syndicated under the 

title of the International United Fiction 

Company (Unlimited). What say you? 

Your obedient servant, 

Bartholomew Busteb. 

Angel Court, E,€* 


PEEPIDIOUS GAUL. 

The Feta Journal of the 1st inst. showed, in a leading article, 
how the English — ^who had conferred on the Sibdab le titre 
de lord de Khartoum — ^had pursued the scheme of an Empire 
from the Cape tO' Cairoi, which would form a reserve continent, 
should the Russians expel them from Asia. The system is simply 
that of causing various domestic troubles in any opposing count]^. 
As regards France, for instance, “iis lui ont suscitl V affaire 
Dbeypus, sans parler des annexes, une grlve gui a ichoui, mais 
Qui promettait d^abord beaucoup plus, puis V agitation d^un spectre 
dimodd, le complot militaire,'^ 

We have no' doubt whatever that these facts, or statements, 
of our very esteemed contemporary are worthy of all respect. 
On the other hand, we have equally strong proof that the French 
caused, — 

1. The mud in London last week. The clouds, from which the 
rain fell, were blown by a southerly wind from France. 

2. The cold, dry winds of 'last Spring and every Spring. The 
excitability of the' French causes their warmed air to nse, and 
then the cold air from the North Pole rushes over us. 

3. The Hoolby case. We do not quite know how they caused 
this, hut many things are being revealed. 

4. The matinde hat. 


6. “The Fifth.” That spectre demodd, the Gunpowder Plot. 
It is reported that on Saturday last some very suspicious cl^- 
racters were observed, not only at Harwich, hut in many English 
towns. They were in various disguises, and most of them were 
conducted about by poor English boys and men, in whom poverty 
had unhappily extinguished patriotism. Can it be doubted that 
these disguised persons were French spies? In the evening 
! many loud explomons were heard, and the worst was feared, even 
where, as at Harwich, the dry powder is kept in a secret place. 

6. The increase of indigestion in England. This is an especially 
perfidious attempt to undermine the British constitution. Sturdy 
Englishmen, who formerly f ^ on honest sirloin of beef and plain 
leg of mutton, can get nothing now but aloyau roii and gigot de 
prd said. 

7. The accident to the Prince of Wales, from which he has 
now happily recovered. This is our last accusation, and it en- 
tirely eclipses all those made by the Fetit Journal, There i& 
very little doubt that the Prince slipped on some French polish. 


“Wigs on the Green.” — An example of this 8a3ring may he 
seen any day in the Courts of Justice, when several youthful and 
inexperience barristers appear for the first time in their full 
forensic costume. 
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Be, ‘‘Awfully jolly Concert, wasn’t it Awfully jolly Thing by that Fellow — what *s hls 1sIame?--somei’hing like 

Doorknob.” She, Doorknob ! Whom do you mean ? I only know of Bekthovxw, Mozart, Wagner, Handel ” 

He. “That *s it ! Eandsl. I knew it was something you caught hold of ! ” 


“PLEASE TO REMEMBER THE NINTH OP NOVEMBER.^^ 

(A Duologiu fomded on fancy.) 

Scene — Guildhall. Chimes and the hour of Midnight on the Bells. 

First Giant, I say, Gog. 

Second Giant. W'ho are^you calling Gog? 

First G. Why, you. Your name’s Gog as sure as mine is 
Magog. 

Second G» But it isn’t. According tO' Mr. Strypb, who 
flourished in the eighteenth century, “ we were designed to repre- 
sent an ancient Briton and a Saxon, and 

First G. Were painted as if to give us the greater appearance 
of life, and render us more formidable to children.” I know where 
you got that from. You have been reading London and its 
Hnvirons Described, printed for R. and J. Dodslby in Pall Mall, 
1761. 

Second G, Right you are 1 And there ’s nothing about oui 
being Gog and Magog in London and its Environs. But let that 
pass. What do you want ? 

First G. Only to remind you that we have reached Lord 
Mayor’s Day and the Annual Banquet. 

Second G. Couldn’t very well forget it, with all the prepara- 
tions going on 1 What a heap they do eat, to be sure. 

First G. Not surprising, after meandering about in a show from 
twelve till five. Have you heard what it ’s like this year? You 
ought to know, as you are such a reader. 

Second G. Oh, the ssime kind of thing as per usual. Bands, 
banners and beadles. Triumphal cars and fire-engines. 

First G. I wonder they don’t give us an airing now and again. 

Second G. Much kinder to leave us where we are. Besides, if 
they once carried us about the streets they would change our 
date from the* ninth to the fifth. 

First G. I see, the festival of Guy Faux I You are facetious 
to-night. 

Second G. Just as well, as we shall have plenty of serious talk 
at the banquet. 

First G._And comic, too. Some one is sure to be funny. 

Second G. Guildhall fun is generally more dreary than Guild- 
hall rhetoric. We have heard a good deal of nonsense in our 
time, brother. 

First G. We have. But perhaps this will be an exception 
to the rule. 

Second G. Not likely to leave “ common form.” Navy ready 


for all emergencies, army prepared to go anywhere at a moment’s 
notice. And to top up, “We don’t want to fight, but,” <fec. 
First G. Yes, I suppose that will be about the size of it. Well, 


First G. Yes, I suppose that will be about the size of it. Well, 
the place looks very well. 

Second G* Yes, but it’s a pity that one of the features de- 
scribed in London and its Environs is absent. I mean that re- 
markable collection of silk that used tO' hang to the walls a 
hundred and thirty-seven years ago. 

Fir.st G. You mean the standards and colours taken from the 
French at the battle of Ramillies. Oh, we don’t want a re- 
minder of that sort at present. 

Second O. Well, I suppose not, especially as we have the ad- 
vantage of the daily papers. 

Fir.st G. Quite so, brother. “We don’t want tO' fight, but ” 

Second G. Silence I Remember we are wooden figures, and 
should behave as such. [Suggestion adopted, and cuHwin. 

THE WARRIOR’S DIARY. 

Monday. — Pleasant breakfast to meet distinguished citizens. 
Three lunches, where I heartily enjoyed myself. Such different 
fare to rations on service. Customary dinner. Turtle-soup 
as good as ever. 

Tuesday. — Four breakfasts, a couple of luncheons, dinner, 
supper. Obliged to show appreciation of all meals. 

Wednesday. — Much the same as before. Turtle becoming 
slightly monotonous. However, if people wish to- he ho-spitable, 
I must be appreciative. 

Thursday. — I am afraid I am overdoing it. But can’t get out 
of it. Invitations pour in by the hundred. Can’t refuse them all 1 

Friday. — Dear me 1 it ’s simply dreadful. Four breakfasts^ five 
luncheons, and half-a-dozen dinners. This is going beyond a 3 oke 1 

Saturday. — Misery 1 What I might have expected. Sum- 
moned to a levee, and find that I can’t get into- my tunic I 


To an Old Tune. 

0 WHBiuE and 0 where is Db Rougbmont gone P 
0 where on earth can he he ? 

With his tale so long, and career cut short, 

0 where, 0 where is he ? 

The Spectator last week discussed “ The Religious Side of the 
German Emfbroe.” Quite- so ; but, any way, xt is “ side.” 
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A DOUBTFUL INFORMANT. 

Miss Comde {to Gent in brook), “ Could you tell mb ip thebe is a Bridge anywhere 


HANDY ? 


“BROTHER OFFICERS.” 

{Pla/y at the Garrick reduced to a scenario,) 
Act I , — Anterroom. First Lancers. 
Local colouring. Soldiers in nniform. 
Chap on duty wears belt. Necessary ladies 
at large. Dean for comic relief. Ranker, 
VC, very redolent of the Sergeants' Me&s. 
Wants to be^ gentleman. Saved conscien- 
tious chap's life. Conscientious chap won't 
take any more of his cousin's money. 
Cousin lady of title. Money gone to send 
conscientious chap to- Eton. Ranker, 
VC, told to be “genial.” Bores every one 
to have a drink. Dean angry. Ladies at 
large affronted. Colonel ftrious. Cham- 
pagne produced. Lady of title saves situa- 


lot's “Xasf Waltz.” Ranker, VC, 
“ gone ” o-n lady of title. Ex-conscientious 
chap describes his shame. Cousin agrees 
that he must be ruined. Doesn't occur to 
her that she might pay the £9,000 (see Act 
II.) herself. Or if it does, she doesn't men- 
tion the notion to a third party. Ranker, 
VC, beards the millionaire. Remembers 
bim as a race -course tout. Identifies him 
by absence of fingers and tattoo marks on 
his chest. Makes millionaire give up pro*- 
missory notes. Millionaire angry. Says 
it 's “ an awkward thing to^ make- a deadly 
foe of a chap with two millions of money.” 
Millionaire probably right. Lady of title 
kisses now rehabilitated conscientious chap. 
She blesses Ranker, VC. Everybody 
blesses Ranker, VC. Ranker, VO, re- 
turns compliment and blesses everybody. 
Then says he '11 go {md the War Office) to 
India. Everybody politely^ sorry. But 
taking all things into consideration, the 
best place for him. Ranker, VC, “ good 
chap,” but more at his ease amongst tigers 
and the like than m smart society. So- off 
he goes, leaving behind him — curtain. 

Frohahle Bemarks (by Fossihle Froducer). 
— Framework distinctly amateurish. Card 
scandal played o-ut. Love interest feeble. 
Diamond-cut-Diamond scene between Ran- 
ker, VC, and millionaire tout suggestive 
of somewhat similar situation in Still 
Waters Bun Deep. But first-rate part for 
Arthur Bouhchier, and this may (and 
probably will) give it a chance of pulling 
through. 

Speed the — ^Harrow 1 — The ex-Head- 
master of Harrow did well, and his work 
waa “Well done I” He is followed by 
Rev. Joseph Wood, D.D. Dr. Welldon 
“ could,” and did ; his successor “ Wood ” 
— but will he? This Headma*ster comes 
from Tonbridge School, and Dr, Welldon 
was an Etonian. Is there any rooted ob- 
jection on the pait of Harrow boys to- a 
master of their own rearing ? Surely loyal 
Harrovians will be crying out for justice 
after the fasliion of the Jersey folk: 
“XTamuA'/ Harrow t A mon aide! On 
m^a fait tort ! ” 


tio-n by drinking Ranker, VC's very good 
health. ICuriain. 

Act II. — Year later. Country house 
with good shooting in the front garden. 
Local colouring. ^ Two pops — right and left 
barrels. Realistic gamekeeper. Real tip. 
Ranker, VO, improved. No more sug- 
gestion of free drinks. Conscientious chap 
in a mess. Spmined his ankle and lost 
£9,000 to a millionaire. Can't pay. Con- 
sequently must exchange into West India 
regiment and be ruined. Lady of title 
appeals to Ranker, VC. Gong for dinner. 
Usual evening: dress. Ranker. Vf}. annha 



BETWEEN THE AO IS. 

** - — , . w. 

Usual evening dress. Ranker, VC, snubs An Empty Vessei,. 

millionaire, and leads lady of title to the 7%- « n -n • 

banouet. n Pahtaff. « Company, villainous 

Alt irr Ro A 7 Company, hath been the spoil of me 

Act III.-— Ball. Band playing Mod- Mmri/ the Brnrih^P^ 1, Act HI., So. 3, 
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An Electric Link Boy with a regulation Tariff would be a great Boon this Month, if we are to have much Fog. 


SARA BERNHARDT’S TRIP TO INDIA. 

[“Madame Bernhardt will not go to the East 
on the ordinary mail-boat, but will have a private 
steam yacht, commanded by M. Pibkrb Lo n, the 
well-known writer, who was formerly in the French 
Navy .’* — Daily Dress. "I 

After an infinity of trouble', our tame 
interviewer sucoeeded in obtaining an audi- 











[“ SiRA Bernhardt is thinking of taking a 
journey to India .” — Daihf Telegray>h.\ 

Of course Sara would be the Idol of 
the Hour. 


ence of ‘‘the divine Sara,” in order to 
question her on the subject of her pro- 
jected voyage. Having caught his foot in 
the tiger-skin door-mat, fallen flat on his 
face, and whilst in that disadvantageous 
position having sustained a severe bite au 
derricre from a pet monkey, ho arose, took 
out his note-book, and politely, though 
firmly, declining to he seated, began : — 

“Madame, is it true that you contem- 
plate a visit to India to hunt tigers and 
Rajahs and other fearful wildfowl? ” 

From the gorgeous rabbit -skin rug on 
which she was recliniag, the great actress 
graciously replied, ^ “ Cornment ! Qu^en 
pensez-vous, mon ami ? ” with the accent on 
the “ vous.” 

Madame f je sais gmeUe heme U est! 
Which is a rhyme. But Mr- Funch wishes 
to know, from your own fair lips, in order 
that he may inform his legion of readers 
of the truth,” replied our young man, in- 
advertently treading on the back of a 
large turtle (liougemontis W ideworldibus ) . 
“Is your yacht to he commanded by M. 
Pierre Loti ? ” 

“Yesj you see, T am always surrounded 
by a literary and theatrical crew, so I shall 
man the yacht with them. Mjr chief officer 
will be Clark Russell ; he is always at 
sea. The stewardess will be Marie Co- 
relli ; she knows all about yachting. A 
well-known writer on hunting and horses 
will attend to the screws^ and donkey- 
engine; he will al®o be invaluable for 
riding at anchor. Then Viotoribn Sar- 
Dou, Pinero, and Grundy wiU alternately 
oflBciate at the wheel.” 

“ And the masts, and sails, and things P ” 
asked our interviewer, biting the end of 
. his pencil. 

“Heerbohm Tree will arrange our top- 
mast ; Lewis Waller will be stationed on 
the 0. P. side. They will also attend to 
the foot-lights. Even the deck-chairs will 
be 'All Caine; whilst Zola ” 

“ Pardon the calemhour, chhre Madame, 
but might I not say th it the study of the 
Zolar system 

Our representative ducked his head just 
in time, and the jewelled brick-bat — the 
gift of an Emperor — ^missed him by a hair's- 


breadth, and passed through the plate-glass 
window, hitting a passing gendarme exactly 
on the point of his nose. The great actress 
sprang tO' her feet, and exclaimed, “ Accra- 
chez-le! Coupez votre hdton! Allez!” 

Abashed and sorrowing, the young man 
repHed. “ /s m'en rais.” 

He bad tried a witty sally, hut the 
Grand Saba will permit the existence of 
no other witty Sally. She must he the 
Only One. 

Protection firom Housebreakers. 

Mrs- Brown- J ones- My dear Mrs. Smith- 
Thompson, I am surprised to see a card 
with “ Lodgings to Let ” in your drawing- 
room window. What does it mean? 

Mrs. Smith'-Thompson- Oh I that card's 
my Anti-burglar Protective, It 's ever so 
nruch more effective than iron bars or elec- 
tric bells. No respectable burglar ever 
invades a lodging-house'. 


HSIlK 





{It wag decided in the case of Walton v. Coppard 
that a School is a nuisance.] 

Verdict thoroughly endorsed by Jones Major and 
Brown Minor. 


VOL, conr. 






OR, THE BETTER “JUDGMENT OF PARIS.” 
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Loaf6T{hohmgaiahwndTed;pomddressmg-'bag\ “I wonder, wot sort of a Bloke it 
IS AS WANTS A BaG OF ToOLS LIKE THAT TO DOSS ^ISSELF UP WITH ? ” 


KITCHENER AND KITCHENS. 

[“ The Sirdar has received hundreds of invitations 
to dine since his return to England/’J 
’Twas the voice of the Sibbar, 

I heerd him complain, 

** They won^t have any pity ; 

I must eat again. 

1 am up all the night, 

And I 'm longing for bed, 

No rest for a lion 
Who ’s always being fed. 

In defence of the flag 
I would lay down my life, 

But I cannot do battle 
With plate, fork and knife. 

Have mercy, ye Mahdis 
Of banqueting mood, 

Or I '11 perish a Kitchener 
Martyred by food 1 " 


MOURNFUL NUMBERS. 

{From Mr. Punch's Vagrant Contributor.) 

Dear Sir, — They tell me life is but a 
dream ; thiims, so it seems, are rarely what 
they seem ; Jones, whose substantial form is 
known so well in Piccadilly, Regent Street, 
Pall Mall; who, posed amidst a group 
of nine or ten, lays down the law to listen- 
ing, lesser men, who, lest the fates should 
ever make him thinner, consumes vast 
herds of beeves at lunch and dinner, rates 
in loud tones, while I sit looking on, the 
shrinking waiters at the Mastodon,” and 
thence retiring to his ample bed, shakes 
the firm pavements with his massive tread 
— ^this mass of platitudinous verbosity, this 
sixteen stone of self-assured pomposity, 
this Jones, in fact, so stout, so loud, so 
tall, is merely a phenomenon — that 's ^1. 

If Jones is but the shadow of a name, 
it strikes me other things may be the same. 
There 's the moustache, for instance (ends 
quite flat, shaped like a well-tied butterfly 
cravat), wbidhi, as the gaping world of 
Moslems knows, sprouts beneath Wil- 
helm's most Imperial nose, those angry 
bristles with defiant tips, meet cornice for 
the wearer's spouting ups, that fine, fierce 
fringe of coruscating hair, tended with all 
a mother's watchful care, which (if such 
growths can be supposed to hear) hears — 
(blessed moustache !) — each wild Wilheliman 
cheer, what time the Kaiser, a convivial 
soul, lifts to some royal host his brimming 
bowl, and, girthed and buttoned till he 's 
fairly bursting, shouts, ^^Hoch! hoch!! 
hoch!!!^' while all the rest are thirsting, 
which being done he dashes off anew, writes 
a new drama, sees a fresh review, or, while 
the trumpets sound ta-ran-ta-ra, unveils a 
statue to his grandpapa. That Schnurr- 
harby with its fiery ends a-kimbo, must go 
with much I love beside to limbo, since 
this conclusion cannot be resisted — ^it don't 
exist and never has existed. 

Then Egypt — ^I propose to have the face 
to doubt if there is really such a place : 
Egypt whereat the French, they say, look 
glum, is a land renowned in fable for its 
mummies, where, from the Pyramids' as- 
biring crown, some- forty centuries keep 
looking down, where the ^eat Nile arising 
in its flood blesses the festive fellaheen with 
mud, where the' gay crocodile: deposits eggs 
or snips for lunch some Arab swimmer's 
legs, where Flinders Petrie, with pecu- 
liar zest, finds in each royal tomb a palimp- 
sest,^ and where, while ages roll, the im- 
passive Sphinx sits in the sandi and thinks, 
and thinks, and thinks. This lan(L de- 
signed for British skill and pith, is, I pro- 
t^t, a most egregious myth. Each day 


I find myself believing less that we c^n 
occupy and not possess, that even British 
courage can affect to ^ard a country which 
it mayn't protect, and that a nation which 
is not a fool can govern things, and yet let 
others rule. 

Why is this thuamess, why are things so 
mixed, since (see Cartoon) John Bull is 
firmly fixed? On points like this, dear 
Punch, I pray you may grant some light 
and leading to Your puzzled 

Vagrant. 


Christmas Cards. — On the principle of 
the early bird which gets up to catch the un- 
suspectoig worm, Father Raphael Tuck 
and his merrie Sons are first in the field 
with their Christmas wares. Walk up I 
Walk up I to see the mat variety show in 
booklets, cards, and calendars. Dainty and 
humorous are the novelties, whilst, of the 
calendars, “The On Service” one will 
possibly be most popular. 


THE PENNY-IN-THE-SLOT BANK. 

[“Early next year the man who has a penny to 
put by for a rainy day will be able to drop it into a 
slot machine, and by working a lever obtain a 
deposit-receipt, upon any number of which he may 
realise at his convenience ." — JDailg MaiL’l 

The penny-in-the-slot machine 
Up to the present time has been 
A method whereby one mi^t get 
A matchj cigar, or cigarette; 

Or juveniles might satiate 
Their appetites with chocolate ; 

Or little snobs on conquest bent 
Deodorise themselves with scent. 

But now there is a scheme afloat. 

Of which economists take note, 

To save up for a rainy day 

The penny which was thrown away. 

No longer shall we purchase sweets. 
But for our coppers get receipts ; 
j And thrifty people hail with thankjs 
I The advent of these penny hanks. 
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SNAPSHOTS PROM THE EAST. 

Cairo, October 24. 

Honottred Sheikh Punch (upon whom be peace, whoee efful- 
gence is as the Full Moon I), may thy uniwoortny messenger send 
thee this writing left in the Esbekieh Garden here by some dog 
of a Frank? Perchance he is o*ne of the infidel Giaours who are 
journeying with one Lunn Efeendi into Syria after the Sheikh 
of Alemanniya. Thy servant, Ali Ben Zaiq, kisseth thy hump 
and right big toe. May thy day be blessed 1 

I. Arrive at Alexandria from Marseilles, vid Genoa and Naples, 
with large contingent of Teutons. When they foregather in the 
smoking-room, the row is kolossal, as every one tries to shout 
down the others. As far as I can discover, their conversation 
consists of gar nichts and gar kein. However, we fraternize over 
deck quoits and ‘‘beanbags.” Our ship’s crest is an ancient 
Greek galley, with six elderly gentlemen rowing for a good deal 
more than they are worth, and the motto is the famous phrase of 
Pericles, rnef euteleias,^* that is, we cultiva^ 

the beautiful on the coupon system. We land, after pleasant 


II. First day’s sight-seeing in Cairo. Start with the Mosque 
of Sultan- Hassan. Have initial difficulty with slippers, which 
must be put on over boots. As these are about number twenty- 
five in size, it requires very considerable dexterity to keep them 
on. Am obliged to trail mine behind. Hope this act of desecra- 
tion will not come to the ear of the Caliph. Our guide, Ibrahim 
Osman, has a stentorian voice and a fund of humour, as when he 
tells us that Mohammed Ali gave Mamelukes " jolly good hiding,” 
hut Emin “hooked it,” and recites “JBToms, sweet hoTne” when 
he has finished with us for the day. On to more mosques and 
citadel, where we see Tommy Atkins trying to keep warm (with 
temperature over nmety degrees in the shade) by playing foot- 
ball. We gather from Seaf orth Highlanders idiat there has been 
a slight brush with the Khalifa at Omdurman. Next to Khedivial 
cemetery (Egypt great place for tombs), and “howling” Der- 
vishes (grunting and gasping would be more the word), then in- 


spect Nilometer on Roda Island, where Moses met Miss Pharaoh ; 
call at Coptic convent and Mosque of Omar, where there is a 
flying pillar ; lastly, home through bazaars, faint, yet pursuing 
the cairosities of Curio, as an Oxford Don would put it. 

III. Second day. Menu — Pyramids, Sphinx, and Ghizeh 
Museum. We file out in a very long procession of landaus 
over the Kasr-en-Nil Bridge, and along the acacia-covered cause- 
way (which soon will be vulgarised with an electric tram) to the 
foot of Great Pyramid. Are handed over in turn to two 
Bedouins apiece, who haul us up to the summit, where, like 
Napoleon’s forty centuries, we look down on the Niie in flood, 
the Sphinx, and other well-established land-marks. Try to rise 
to the occasion, but come down sitting. Then clamber down and 
slide on all fours (face uppermost) into interior. At finish, guides 
inquire, “How you feel?” and “Hope you satsified/’ and we 
maKe entry to that effect in note-book of Moussa Faid, the 
Sheikh of the Pyramid.* Then (on camel-back) to interview 
Sphin^^ who receives us with its usual bland smile, as who should 
say, “ Wait till you have been taken right througn the Museum, 
my dears, and then we’ll see who has the laugh lastl” The 
Sphinx has it, I think, not being an Egyptologist. Still, glad 
to meet Rambses II., who, as Ibrahim says, was the father of 
seventy-two sons, sixty-nine being boys and three girls. Also, 
rather like Djot-pta-an-fank and Aahmes-hent-tasu, and other 
celebrities. Introduced to Pharaoh’s daughter and Manephta, 
persecutor of Israelites. Result, fail asleep in carriage going home. 


Lathtlt brotoht out.— Mr. Latby^s Christmas Annual in 
his popular Penny Illustrated Paper ^ is uncommonly^ warlike for 
so eminently peaceful a season of the yeaar. It is mainly a 
Khartoum-Kitchener-Soudan-and-Sirdar number ; it ends with a 
poem by Clement Soott, illustrated by a clever somebody whose 
name— dictu I — ^is not on the diuwing, entitled Waterloo 
and OrndwrmanP This warlike illustrated annual might well 
have been dedicated to Warre’s Boys at Eton,” among whom 
no doubt it will be very popular. We trust that the circulation 
i of Editor Latey’s paper may be LcAi et longiP 
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OUE BOOKING-OmCB. 

Or all artistic volumes on purely artistic subjects, commend the 
Baron to that of the Magazine of Art for 1898, OASSBiiL & Oo. One 
of the two colour-plates, called Tlht Ojf&rin^, Sir Edwabd Potuttee, 
P.E.A., a water-colour, migbt kave been with advantage omitted. 
Tke other, Bt, Caecilia, from the painting by Qeo. Hitohoock, is 
better, but not entirely satisfactory. On the other hand, all the 
photogravures are excellent ; and among them the reproduction 
of A Belle of Baville, by Buegbss, E.A., takes the fost place, that 
is, in the Baron’s humble opinion. A Memorial Sketch ” of 
that dashing cavalier artist, brave Sir John Gilbeet, E.A., 
P.E.W.S., is most interesting, and especially so to the Baron, on 
account of its containing Sir John’s frontispiece desiped for 
Mr. Punch in 1843. Among several able articles contributed by 
Mr. M. H. Spielmann is one on Jtiles OhiSbet, “the Poster 
King,’’ as just as it is generous. In the article on “Masks 
among Gajeeks and Barbarians,” there is a Grecian terra-cotta 
Mask of Tragedy, which bears a weird resemblance to a certain 
full-face portrait of William Makepeace Thaokeeat, by Law- 
EENOB, that is, if the Baron’s memory serves him well. Alto- 
gether, the present volume, for 1898, of the Magazine of Art is 
certainly “one of the very best” of Messrs. Cassell’s many 
ventures. 

The third volume completing The Annale of a Punishing House 
(Blackwood) suffers by comparison with its predecessors from 
an inevitable cause. With few exceptions, the earlier years of 
the life of an eminent man or a great film are the most interest- 
ing. It is the period of storm and stress, when character is being 
i formed, and everything has to be won by hard fighting. As 
soon as a man waxes fat and kicks, my Baronite finds him suffer- 
ing from the atmosphere of commonplace that environs prosperity. 
When William Blackwood came to the throne at 45, George 
Street, Edinburgh, the firm of Blackwood was established, and 
month by month Maga went her pleasant ways. This third 
volume is the record of uneventful times as compared with the 
story of the founder of the firm. Nevertheless, we come upon 
interesting correspondence with contributors to the Magazine, 
and peeps of the personality of Bulwbe Lytton, Ohaeles 
Levee, Delanb, Latoencb Oliphant, Thaokbeay, Aytoun, 
Tennyson, and Geoege Eliot. The story of the intro^ction 
to the firm of the author of Beenes of Clerical Life is graphically 
set forth in a series of letters from Lewes, who introduces 
Geoege Eliot as a diffident and despondent young man'^o 
must not be criticised, lest he sink into his shoes. This 
deprecation of frank criticism was by no means superer^atory. 
John Blackwood, like his predecessors in the chair, had his ow 
views about literary work, did not hesitate to set them forth, 
and even insist upon their adoption. Mrs. Poetee, taking up 
the pen that fell from the hand of Mrs. Oliphant, has admirably 
completed her work, giving a vivid impression of the stuMy 
character of her father. In the next edition it will be worth 
while to correct a passage on page 115, where she makes JtoG- 
LAKE refer to “ the collapse of Gladstone s Ministry in 1867. 
Mr. Gladstone had no Ministry in that year, his first dating 
from December, 1868. 

Quatorzains, by W. E. Henley, and London Types, by 
Nicholson, published by W. Heinbmann. “ 

Baron, “whv Quatorzains? Let’s count. There are thirteen 
pictures. Well, that would be ^ Treizaine^ or ‘Baker’s dozen. 
There’s a Erench word, which the dictionary informs me is 
obsolete, ^ Quatorzaine; signifying 'fortnight.’^ t 

^ Qvatorzains^ delights and satisfies, * Quatorzains be it. in 
strong contrast, suggested, too, by the titles of the subjects, are 
the sturdy Beefeater and the sad Bandwichmem. There are many 
who extravagantly praise the breadth and depth of this quamt 
Nicholsonian style. Of course, ’tis clever, though smud^, 
it were better if the praise, when extravagant, sho^d be, like the 
paper on which the work is printed, “ toned down.” 

Phases of My Life, by Fkancis Pigou^ D.D., Dean of Bristol. 
(Aenold.) The D.D.D.’s clerical autobiography is amu^ng and 
chatty : just the sort of book to take up occasionally , and to 
of it “hero a bit and there a bit.” A most pleafiaat ^tnet 
visitor is the D.D. Dean when looking in for a bon auart d Mwe , 
at the expiration of whioh time, the visited might politely mnt 
that, posably the D.D.D. of Bristol oonld make it convenient to 

go to Bath. Baron de B.-'W. 



THE FUTURE DIRECTOR’S VADE MEOUM. 

( With thanks to the L. C, J, for the suggestion,) 

Question. You are prepared to take up the new duties attach- 
ing to the management of a company or limited liability P 
Answer. With your kind consent. 

Q. You are competent to conduct a business? 

A. As a member of the Bar, a Justi(^ of the Peace, a Master 
of Foxhounds, and a Major in the Militia, I am of that opinion. 

Q. There is nothing in your past life that should sto-p you 
assuming the responsibility ? - , , . i ^ . 

A. As a small boy I once thought of ro-bbing an orchard, but 
as I repented and gave my companions into custody, I fancy I 
have purged the offence. , ^ j. « 

Q. Have you anything else in your school life to confess r 
A. I once shammed illness, but on the doctor ordering me a 
black draught, confessed the deception. ^ « 

Q. Have you been on affectionate terms with your relative ? 

A. Certainly ; and have taken a great interest in the statistics 
of their birth, marriage, and offspring. 

Q. Why have you done this? , . 

A. Because I consider that Somerset House imould be patron- 
ised by legatees m posse. ^ irr • 'J. « 

Q. I think you took a resx)eotahle degree at the University r 
A. A thoroughly respectable oaae, and it took me ten years 
and a half to obtain it. 

Q. Are you determined, if elected a director, to give ail your 
time to the business ? _ , ^ w . 

A. Most assuredly. I will appear by 9 a.m. and retire to- 
wards midnight. , 1 

Q. And w3i let the shareholderi know that you are always on 

^^A!^CertainIy, by lendiiLg out a daily circular giving the diary 

^^Are you prepared to place your entire time at the disposal 
of the constituents ? 

A, Yes, and my best energies. „ , . « 

Q. And what claim do you make for all this r i. i. 

A* To' he considered by the public not only an officer but a 
gentleman. ___ 

Salutation to the new Loed Mayob. — Viva! Voce! 
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"THE GOD IN THE CAE” 

{By tlu LiUU Tin god in the Tress- Seats,) 

(Lord SALiSBVB-y) **wa8 bound to say 
something about these interesting topics last night, 
and he did so in his usual casual, dilettante manner. 
Our preparations for war meant nothing at all. . . . 
They thought that he was about to deplare a defi- 
nite policy . . . .but in a moment it was clear that 
they were wrong. The Great Muddler was minded 
only to muddle on. ... All this, we confess, seems 
to us to be Salisbury at his feeblest. . . . Such an 
utterance makes us more than ever distrust the 
man who has so often let England drift into 
danger.*'~2%^ ** Daily OhTmioU*^ m the Lord 
Mayor* 8 Bcmquet^ 

Alnd ao, fulfilled with txutle lidh and real, 
With all that goes to make a civic meal, 
Heavily sat we on. our creaking seats 
And speonlateid how the morxow^s sheets 
Should shout with headlines: — S alisbttby 
TOV niLS I , , 

He tells us where the Mystic Squadron 

SAILS ! i 


Abdul 'in want He issues Fir- 

mans— 

Egypt for Us, and Jaffa for thje Ger- 
mans I 

The Anglo-Tbutqn Treaty. Terms agreed. 
Free Trade upon the Jordan guaranteed ! 
Paris indignant ! Eussia full of phlegm t 
Our Fleet’s objective is JhJEUSALEM 1 1 
For this, we took it, wa» the Premieres 
chance , , 

To make his riddles oibvions at a glance; 
Pellncidly to dissipate the gloom 
Attaching to the r^nt naval boom ; 

To warn our; many friends who want to 
hear 

Just where our various ishipa propose to 
steer; 

To sketch a map or two of ImibouihmxQies 
Aud ventilate the Volur^^eer^ deemia; 

To say (or l^n^ at least, a helpful dew) 
Which epeoial Enemy we have in view ; 
And if ihe preparation's not for war, 
•Then tell us what in thunder it isrfor ; 


Since curiosity was strangely stirred 
And one might see upon his primal word 
Whole nations hangiug. 

Then the Chief uprose 
Like one that issues from a piecing doze ; 
Cool was his air, his tone was dilettante. 
His information singularly scanty ; 

The casual lips, sarcastically curled, 

(As tbnmgh he knew Ml well how wide a 
world 

Gazed on the god discoursing from his car) 
Said much, but nothing in particular. 

War ? Pear me>, noT These costly pre- 
parations 

(Habitual with Continental nations) 

Were being made as smartly as could be, 
But had no‘ sort- of use that he could see. 
Designed to shew the French that we could 
whop ^em 

They still went on because you couldn’t 
stop ’em 1 

Turning to Egypt — ^he had seen of late 
Some mention of the term Frotectorate, 

The story, launched by certain lusty lieges, 
That we should shortly spread our royal aegis 
Over the domicile of ancient Pharaoh 
Was &en, of course, trovato, ma non v&ro. 

If we arranged it, say, for that day week 
It might provoke a little foreign pique ; j 
But he could state, without inflicting pain. 
That we were there and there we should j 
remain ! ! 

So the Great Muddler calmly muddled on 
Till he sat down ; and then his chance was 
gone. 

O maladroit 1 and at his feeblest here. 

Is this indeed our country’s g:uiding Peer ^ 
Are these the hands to which a flippant fate ' 
Confides the hopes of our unhappy State P 
Hands only fitted, at a pinch, to drag 
Down in the blithering dust her blighted 
flagl 

A prince of gibes, irreverent, ironical, 
Despising Truth as taught him in the 
Chronicle! 

Yet ’neath his heedless eye, that very 
hour, 

Sat one whose word can make a monarch 
cower 1 

Not humorous, but every inch a leader, 
Though here disguised as just a common 
feeder; 

Who could have told him, then or any day, 
What Foreign Ministers ought not to say. 
We were that man: among our noted feats 
We reckon how the heart of England beats I 
i Not that a chronicler would crudely Bhow 
j In what precise direction things should go ; 

' Not that beforehand even we affect 
I To name the attitude that ’s most correct ; 

I But we contend, in totting up the hoary 
Blunders of this effete and fatuous Tory — 

I Whatever is (we Ve said it all along) 

Is^hy that sirn^ple fact, absurdly wrong. 


‘FRACTAL Troubles in the United 
States” was the heading of some news in 
the Daily Telmraph of Saturday. Pro- 
bably some ^‘Ramal Troubles” will arise 
from Sloan coming over to ride in England* 


The Nearest Apfroaoh to Salisbury 
Plain” is to be found in the Mabkiss’s 
speech at the Lord Mayor’s banquet. 

Note by a Sooul Cynio.— T bw may 
abolish the push ” stroke at HlHaros, hut 
they ^11 never do so in Society. 

A Welcome Chkistmab (Poet) Box,— 
Penny postage to India on and alter 
December 28. 
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DARBY JONES LEAVES LIVERPOOL 
FOR DERBY. 

Livebpool, I believe', derive® it® name 
from a weird waterfowl (not owned by 
Captain and on my oommani- 

eating the fact to thei Count, who is still 
on the look-out' for Continental Exports, 
he ordered a dish of them for dinner, Alas I 
the Liverpudlian Bird must be as extinct 
as the Proverbial Dodo, for he was served 
with the ordinary produce of the Calf, 
accompanied by relishes of Pig^s flesh. Yet 
this Bird figures large on the Municipal 
Shield, and would undoubtedly, in fine and 
healthy condition, be highly acceptable to 
a well-known Fictionist, Poet and Sunday 
Gossip, who recently by his own account, 
dined off “ a soul with shrimp sauce.” He 
will he devouring a Ghost stuffed with 
truffle® next' ! ‘W’hy not a real Liver ? 

Let me turn to' more practical matters. 
Just as Kniowsley, with its reminisoenoes 
of the Ancient Monarchs of the Isle of Man 
and the Progenitors of Mr. Hall Caine, 
is the mainstay of the Liverpool gathering, 
so is Chatsworth, embellished with the 
Relics and Tomb of Sir Joseph Paxton, 
the Chief Support of Derby. The City 
and I pronounce our names after the same 
Classical Mode, but spell it differently. 
Filled with Timorous Apprehension, that 
Dread with which even the most Argus- 
eyed Vates fears the Fatal Pen, whose 
scratching never tickles any Backer, I em- 
bark into- poesy anent the Cup associated 
with the Midland Railway Metropolis, and 
warble : — 

For the Sk^/ Saint 1 may not declare. 

But the Cutrook may come to the lore ; 

Brave Zealous has no weight to spare, 

And the Sm god is forward no more. 

Look out for the “ Colonel and ** Duke,” 
For their choices are sure to go near; 

The JDitohweight may bring off a “ fluke,” 
But the Sigh Sign and J^airy I fear. 

You may not be convinced, nor in truth, 
honoured Sir, am I ; but I am perhaps the 
more inspired by the Right-feeling Spirit 
of Prophecy, because I have just Fashodad 
(to use the latest Bourse expression) a con- 
siderable portion of one of those mi^ty 
Slabs of Corned Ox for which Derby is so 
justly celebrated. Trusting that the Ne- 
cessary Reminder for the Prodigious Out- 
lay to which I have been put may taieet 
with your Esteemed Approval of it® Mode- 
ration, I beg once more to subscribe myself, 
your ever obedient slave, but not syco- 
phant, Dabby Jones. 


-r-AN rwFrM has sent US in a wondrous bill, totally 

WARIMIIMG TO CYCLISTS- disproportionate to his "services. Apparently he 

has lived on nothing but champagne, whiskey and 
Awful Discovery made by Jones on the Morning op the opening Meet, that soda, and anchovy on^ toast ever since we were 
THROUGH Devotion to Cycling, his Calves had developed par beyond the Capacity rash enough to send him North. Our method of 
OP HIS Boots. dealing with his extravagance is simple. — E d.J 


FLEET STREET AMENITIES. 

Dear Mb. Punch, — The Daily Ghronicle has been casting re- 
flections upon some remarks of my friend the German Kaiseb, 
now on tour. I therefore propose to stand outside the offices or 
that journal and say ^^Deutschland uber alUs!” quite loud; also 
to break the hats of the Editorial staff as it comes out. ^ But I 
should he glad to be assured that all expenses incurred in any 
subsequent proceedings will reach me if subscribed by my ad- 
mirers. Will you therefore kindly forward to my solicitors such 
collected funds as may be sentt tO' you for this excellent purpose ? 
I see that the Daily Chromcle has done a similar act of friendli- 
ness to ** a number of sympathisers with Dr. Russell,” a gentle- 
man, you may remember, who observed “ Vive la France!” at 
the top^ of bis voice, and simultaneously collided with your 
front-window. I gather from this precedent that I am not ask- 
ing you to commit a breach of inter-joumalistio comity. 

Yours heroically, Gbrmanious. 


Copy-book Headings for the London School Board- 

It is Easy to be Extrar^antj but Estimable to be Economical. 

A Politic Official avoids Conflict with a Police Magistrate, 

Dramatic Dances should be Acquired by Students of the 
Higher Grade. 

A Pension in Hand is worth a Superannuation Fund in the 
Bush. 

A Question of Doubt can be often Usefully Ameliorated by 
the Opinion of Counsel. 

The Thames Embankment is the Finest Site, and the Home of 
the School Board the Finest Sight that the Universe Possesses. 

Shakspeabe and the Musical Glasses should be taught to the 
most Uneducated. 

It Looms in the Future to Charge the Patient Rate-Payer 
Fifteen Shillings in the Pound. 

The Maiden^s Motto. — “No reasonable offer refused.” 
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READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARM8) ; OR, GIVING 'EM FITS. 





fl 

w 










to MENDICOS 

c *G/V£ beggars 






1st Baron Bussell of Killowen. 

Armf : Qiiarterly ; 1st, emergent paly from a legal orle of reception, a civic beak newly chained or, 
robed and gamishea proper wlm bullion, slightly debruised with thunderbolts issuant irom a chief 
justifiably rampant in invective robed and wigged proper with sleeves turned up ermine gorged with a 
choler of justice ; 2nd, at a bend of the field on a turf vert under the heraldic rose a sporting veteran 
wary to the last putting a bit proper on a likely mount turning up trumpy on the post ; 3rd, several 
salted guinea-pigs dehrett^es richly gilt and voided of scruple charged with marketable coronets bartered 
in lure ; 4th, on a ground of promotion a partisan of renown semee with shamrocks and shillelaghs and 
wreathed with laurels elevated and erased all proper. Cresi : Eising from a bar harry a tower of 
strength armed at all points and charged with a snuff-box of resort furtively employed for solace. 
St 4 ^porfers : Dexter, a female figure of justice scaly on the pounce reguardant sundry bubbles of finance 
issuant in fraud. Sinkter: An Irish disunicom, hrogued proper, chronically rampant in quest of 
autonomy. 


OF CX>1IRSB. 

[** Mr. Paul Tatlor, on being welcomed in a 
London police-court, said, * During his practice at 
the Bar he was of eourte brought into contact with 
many solicitors.*^ .... There will be many at the 
Temple who will wish that contact with solicitors 
should be such a matter ' of course.* ” 

Westminster Gazette,'] 

Of oonrse ? Ah me 1 sincse I was oaBed 
My head hath grown first grey, then bald 1 
Solicitors may oome and go, 

I watch them flitting to and fro, 

I see them here, I see them theare, 

I see them always everywhere, 

I hear their footstep® on the stair, 

I listen, hope, and then despair, 

For ah I they do not come to me, 

They stop below at Silk, Q.O. 

Of course ? Nay;, hardly. Day by day 
To Lincoln's Inn I wend my way, 

A® regularly as a star 

To ply my practice at the Bar ; 

YetjJhough I 'd fain be pleadmg daily 
In High Co-uit, Criminal, Old Bailey, 
Despite my very best endeavour, 

Solicitors oome near me never, 

And I reflect, amid my griefs, 

Many are called, but few get briefs. 

Of course ? I hoped— but hopes win fail, 
And now I Ve learnt another tale, 

That one may live and never know 
Those bagmen whom we worship so, 

Nor even greet with eager eyes 
Those angels whom we so despise. 

And therefore, though with all respect 
I criticise the Law's elect, 

I feel myself constrained perforce 
To deprecate those words, of course.” 

tlnconsciously Appropriate. 

Jam- ^Allo. Hxhha, what are yer a- 
crying about r 

Hemma. Missus 'as given me the sack 
because I knocked over some of them 
hornaments she calls “ break-a-breaJk.” 

The Soft Answer; 

Vicar* I noticed, Mrs. Pippin, that you 
were asle^ during the latter half of my 
sermon. Ilid you find it dull ? ^ 

Mrs. JPippin* Dull I No, Sir. But it 
was so sweet it lulled me to rest agin my 
will. 


THE SPIES: AN INCIDENT OP ^98. 

Scene — The Powder Magazine, Tommy Atkins discoveredt on sentry- 
go. Enter two Suspicious Characters. 

T. A. (reminiscent of the Adelphi). Ha, ha 1 'Oo 'ave we year P 
(S. Cs. pause and look round curiously.) Them cove® is up ter 
, mischief. I'll ke^ a heye on 'em. 

First S. G. (to T. A.). Ma guid man, Ah doot we'll hae wan- 
nered aff the road a bittie. 

T. A. (aside), Furriners, s'elpme! (Shaking his head.) 'Tain't 
no good yer torldn'. They don't learn us Double-Dutch in the 
Harmy Schools. 

First S. C. Hoot, laddie, div ye no ken yer ain mither tonjgue ? 

T. A. (still shaking head). 'Tain't no good, I tells yer. Move 
on, Mossoo. Cam't 'ave yer furriners ^angm' raJmd year, yer 
know. 

Second S. 0. Ou, Jbambs, Ah'm wonderin' what be 'll be 
sayiu' till ye ? 

Fi/rsb 8. 0. Deed, Ah oazina riobtly tell, Davib. Thae Coak- 
neys talk wi' siccan awcoent, an' that ungrammawtical. 

T. A. (growing impatient)* Nah, then, 'ow much longer are 
yer a-goin' ter stand arparley vooin' year ? 

First 8. 0. Weel, as Ah was sayin', Ah doot we'll hae wan- 
nered aff the 

T* A* 'Tain't no good, I telle yw. I cam't tork Booman an' 
yer cam’t tork hanythink. 


Second S. 0* Ou, Jkambs, 'tia an xmoo feckless buddy, an' 
mebbe he '11 no can tell us. .. . « 

First S* 0* Weel, in that case, Davib, we maun jist tell 
oorsels. \Produces map, which he proceeds to study* 

T. A* Well, I 'm S'elp me, if 'e ain't bin an' got a plan 1 

Second 8* C* Ou, Jeambs, Ah doot this'll be the Pooder 
Mawgazeen, is 't no, laddie ? . . 

T. A, If yer thini yer a-goin' ter get hany hinfamation outer 
me, yer a iolly flat. Carn't 'ave yer drorin' yer plans year. 
Wot d'yer think ? Gimme that there piper ! ^ 

First 8* C* Hoots, man, nn sae fast. Ah was jist speim' 
at ye 

T. A. (with livdy reodlection of Dervishes)* Spearin' at me, 
was yer ? Two can ply at that gyme. 'Ere — (seizes fAetn)— come 
along o' mel Yer two Eoosian spies, that's wot yer are, an' 1 
ain't a-goitt' ter stand hany o' yer nonsense. 

T, a. haling the 8* 0$. to the guard-room. Jt tfwmed out, 
however, ihat they were no Russian Spies, but the Promt of 
Aucht&mhmkey and his brother the JBaUie, who were doing the 
Lions 0 ^ London with a rmp» 


Mrs. T\ 
Lawson. 


A Hon-optioiiist. 

!. no pattooe with that Sir WiNiiMn 
to go and Irm in the Temperance Zcme. 
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IN DEFENCE OF CONVENTIONALITY. 

" Stiff, formal, cramping, insinoere 
Convention freezes heart and mind,” 
You said to me one day. I fear 
Convention yon have not maligned. 

‘‘ On every hand she ladles out 
Set smiles, set actions, and set phrases.” 
I know it all, yet I ’m about 
To try and. sing Convention’s praises 1 

Consider I If for half a week, 

Whate’er onr sex, or age, or youth. 

We only tried to act and speak 
The simple plain unvarnished truth 1 
The truth would rob us, I ’m afraid, 

Of friends, acquaintances, relations — 

To designate a spade a spade 
Must always lead to complications. 

Then do not let us always say 
The thing we mean, or think, or see. 
Nor let us lightly cast away 
Convention’s priceless formulce. 

Because we chance' to have a heart, 

What need upon our sleeve to wear it ? 
And why not put with artless art 
The thing as people want to hear it P 

That social gatherings like a dance 
Were shams, you told me (in a waltz). 
And every smile and word and glance 
Exchanged at parties wholly False. 

On principle I acquiesced, 

To please you thus I sougjit right leally — 
Although that dance (perhaps you 
guessed?) 

Seemed somehow an exception, really 1 

Yet fdrmuloe, I say again, 

Are blessings in whatever disguise, 

And save us hourly from the strain 
Of some embarrassing surprise. 

If conversation is absurd, 

If parties are but sorry labours, 

At least we know, in deed and word, 

What tO' expect from all our nei^bours. 

Originality is “ no go,” 

Things into chaos would be hurled, 

If we disturbed the status guo — 
Convention saves the social world. 
Towards the perfect state she teoads, 
FraterniU, LiherU, and Egaliti — 

Oh. tread the beaten track, my friends, 
And “ conspuez ” Origiaauty I 

Therefore, in spite of all you Ve said. 
Society I but exhort 
To bend the knee and bow the head 
With me in Queen Convention’s court. 
And all the more I hail her Queen, 

Since she — ^for this my verse has graced 
her — 

Makes friendship possible between 
You, the Pnnoess — and me, the 
“Waster”! 



OUR DOMESTICS. 

Applicant (to Mistress of small suburlan house). “Well, Muk, avino oome so fab, I 
THOtrOHT AS I ’D SEE YOU. BUT I MUST SAY, THAT PEOPLE AS LIVES IN THIS CLASS OP 
'OUSE OUGHT NOT TO HADVBRTISE IN THE MORNIJit POST ! ” 


PROPOSED EXAMINATION PAPER FOR ADMIRALS. 

^ (Piched up at Qmldhall on November 9, 1898.) 

1. Given a crisis in an island in hostile occupation by a nomi- 
nally friendly power. Show by what remarkable quahtaea you 
can save the situation. 

2. Explain in the best diplomatic language the meaning of 
‘‘ the bag-and-baggage policy.^’ 

3. Suppose that you are taking part in the Concert of Europe. 
Give your reason for peorforming a solo on the big drum. 

4. In what respect doe© " civ3 ” war differ from the regulation 
naval article F Give an example in support chosen from an inci- 
dent of recent date. 

5. The task of clearing a land of brawlers takes two years of 
negotiations between tfo Great Powers- of Europe, and then 
ends in failure. Show how the scheme can be carried to a suc- 
cessful issncte in a couple of hoiurs with the aid of a detaohment of 
marines supported by the moral loroe of an ironclad. 


6. Give briefly the law of nations as understood and practised 
on the quarterdeck. 

7. State qualifications fox weathe'Xing the storm (a) on land, 
diplomatically, and (h) at sea, professionally. The latter half of 
tibe question is put and will he received as a pure formality. 


After-Dinner Chat. 

Amateur Art Critic [to Distinguished R.A.). My dear Sir, 
ETi giifth Art no longer exists. The ** Glasgow School ” killed it. 
Siitinguished B.A, No, — only "Scotched” it. 


“Pocket Diahies for 1899!” advertises John Waxker & 
Co., of Earringdon House, and we add, “ by all means, ‘pocket* 
as many diaries, especially the black-loop ones and ‘ No. 4 * size, 
as possible.** If asked to pay for them, all you have to say is 
“ walker.” Thm see what happens. 
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NOT LIKELY. 

Wife. “Veet well, Geoe&e, ip you wili, go shooting— mind, 

IP YOU GET BLOWN TO BITS, DON’T COME RUNNING TO ME POE 
SYMPATHY I ” 


AUGUSTE AND LUDWIG. 

A Little Trip. 

Bdbinson. So glad you could oome to Brighton. *Wo fiiK 
O'Ur French friend outside the PuUmazi. It nO' good trying tc 
avoid politics. Beside^ things are pleasanter now. 

Ludimg, Yes well. This train go very rash, not true ? I have 
thereof heard. 

Boh. Yes, ini an hour. Ah, there he is I 

Augmt^Qood day, my dear. We are here again, as say the 
clowns. What good idea of to go pass the Sunday at Brighton I 

Boh. ;^t stake our seats. IVe secured them. YouVe bott 
been to Brighton ? 

Lud. One time. 

Aug, For sure. I recall me ever the Sunday where I have 
losed my hat at cau^ of the tempest. All the magazines were 
snutted, and I of return at London the head enveloped of a 
h^dkercbef. ^ li I had the air enough droll 1 Ah but, as tc 
those little misfortunes there, better values to laugh than tc 
anger himself. Is it not ? 

togethe^^ Much better for people to he ah pleasant 

Aug- Ah that, I am entirely of your advice ! I hope that W€ 
go to forget soon all our griefs, we other French. But these 
journalists, sont’ils httes, are they beasts 1 

Boh. The Fetit J ournal is the worst, isn’t it ? 

Tj. * doar, as you say in English, he eat the cake. 

It IS the journal the. most -despisable. But in fine 1 What wish 
your It IS the journal of the doorkeepers, of the concierges. Ah 


hah! But all go to* arrange himself when even. La Cour de 
Cassation ne s^occupe pas dw Fetit J ournal, occupy herself not of 
the Little Journal, and of others likes. As that, in fine, justice 
for Drbypus, for Fioqtjabt, and for all the world I 
Boh. Hear, hear I say I — but in a whisper, not to disturb the 
other passengers. 

Lud. Naturlich, and I also. High, high, high 1 

Aug, Tiens! The other day I have seen the Lord of Khartoum 

Boh, Lord Kitchener. 

Aug. Ah, these English titles I I shall comprehend them 
never. There is your Milord Mayor who is Sir, there is your 

Judges who are Sirs, and also Milords, as Sir Russell 

Boh. Lord Russell. 

Aug. And Lord Hawkins 

Boh, Sir Henry Haw-kins. 

Aug. And however there is Sirs who are not Milords.. By ex- 
ample, Sir Harcourt 

Boh, We always say the Christian name — le prinom. Sir 
William Harcourt. 

Aug. Ah yes 1 Sir William Harcourt is not Miloid ? 

Bob. No, he ’s the Right Honourable. 

Avg. Holdl Is it that he is also bishop? 

Boh. No, no. You’re thinking of Right Reverend. 

Aug. And Lord George Curzon 

Boh. There we don’t say the Christian name. Simply Lord 
Curzon. 

Aug. Eh well 1 Lord Curzon and Lord Hamilton 

Boh. Ah, there we do say the Christian name. Lord George 
Hamilton. 

Oh sapristiy c^est impossible! And with that there is 

Honourable, as Honourable Mr. Baleoue 

Bob. The Right Honourable. 

Aug. Right Honourable Mr. Balfour— 

Bob. No, not Mister. 

Aug. Eh well 1 Right Honourable Balfour 

Boh. ISo, no! 

Aug. Art Qay Hens! Right Honourable Six Balfour— 

Boh. No, no', no I 

Avg, ]\£on x)ieu! What then? Right Honourable Sir Lord 
Balfour^ 

Boh. No. The Right Honourable Arthur Balfour. But in 
conversation you say Mr. Balfour. 

Aug. Fardon! In conversation I shall say not anything. 

Is it that one can to comprehend this mass of 
titles? Is^it that a stranger can to distinguish between Lord 
Herbert Kitchener, and Sir Arthur Balfour, and Honourable 
Hamilton, and Right Reverend William Harcourt? Ah non! 
I shall say Balfour, all short. 

Lud. 1 have not the English titles learned. In England are 
It people who only Mister are. In Germany is every one Herr 
^^rony Herr Liewtenanty Herr Frofessor, Herr Doctgry Herr 
Hofrathy Herr Geheimrath, and so farther. It is enough the 
Geiman titles to learn. What the English concern, know I 
nothing thereof. 

Boh. How do you like these cars ? 

Aug. Cars ? That which you call Irish cars? 

Boh. Pullman cars. Wagons-scUons. 

Aug. Oh, very luxuous I 

Boh. You mustn’t look at the decoration. That’s American 
taste. 

Lud. WunderscMny prachtvoll! 

Aug. And what quickness 1 
Lud. Kolossal! 

Boh. If we only went more smoothly ! 

Aug. One is well shaked, that is true. 

Boh. But we shall soon be there. 


<< ’Twas ever thus 

Or, The French FatrioCs Lament 

I never nursed a dear Bahr-el-Ghazal, 

To glad me with its banners all the day. 
But when I got to love it like a pal 
Some idiot gave the thing — ^ana me — ^away. 


Educational. 

^Inquisitive Child (to Nursemaid). I say, Jans, what’s the 
cifference between English meat and Australian P 
Jane. Why , o' course. Master Reggie, Eagli^ mutton ’s made 
o sheep, and Orsetralian of ’orse. 


, {to travelling companion at Bier- 

M/e). What they call tlm toger beer for I ’m blessed if I know 1 
Why, it ’s thinner than the B^ I drink at home I 
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DARBY JONES CONSIDERS MR. TOD 
SLOAN AND MANCHESTER. 

Honoured Sir, — ^It were idle to conceal 
from you that the Departure of J. Tod 
Sloan, Esquire, for the Land of the 
Heaven-soaring Eagle has been hailed with 
considerable delight, not only by our own 
Native Knights of the Pigskin, but also by 
a very large portion of the B. P. Not 
because J. Tod S., Esquire, is not a very 
Estimable Personage, but by reason of the 
fact that, always having had. the Pick of 
our Horses during the Period in which he 
honoured our little Rabbit-warren, he came 
to be regarded as a Human Motor-car, 
capable of driving the most Unreliable 
Crocks toi Victory, and forcing the Genteel 
Pencillera to lay odda whm onghit, as 
Captain Kriteriok truly remarks, to have 


suffused the cheek of the most Weather- 
worn Speculator with the Rosy Tint 
usually ascribed to the Gentle Maiden of 
Seventeen Summers. 

Far be it from me to dec^ the Equine 
Performances of this American Centaur. 
On the contrary, I consider that he has 
done toi Racing what the Australian 
Cricketers did to* the Noble Game for the 
enjoyment of which Lord's and the Oval 
are still Oases in Modern Brickland, f.e., 
he has made our Jockeys sit up while he 
laid down on the neck of his Chosen Mount. 
Probably when he returns next year he 
will find that our Natives have profited by 
the Opening which he gave them., Perhaps 
J. Tod S., Esquire, and his Staff may regret 
the Luxuries of London, but it will be 
some Epicurean Crumb of comfort for them 
to remember that they are returning to i 


Columbia at the height of the Canvas-back 
Duck Season, Had the Stars and Stripes 
Cavalier stayed with us for Manchester, 
no doubt the Hoonsie of his choice would 
now enjoy the Pre-eminence which ^ Alt 
Mark enjoyed in the Liverpool quotation®, 
and Wagerers from all parts of the Globe 
would have been taking the most Ridiculous 
Returns for their Outlay. But as things 
are, it is possible to approach the No- 
vember Handicap without that sinking of 
the Heart which invariably accompanied 
the Sifting of the Wheat from the Chaff, 
while J. Tod S., Esquire, was busy with the 
Bridle. In this, mood 1 venture to winnow 
tne Equine gram as follows : — 

J^resh EarOour will not be my port, 
heyal Jfaasage will not have my word; 

The Upstart la quite the right sort, 

And ij/ieat 'em has weight lor a bird ; 

The tSundarIcener ’s well-nigh thrown in, 

If he start, then beware the ‘‘ green gee ; ” 
But the Log}yian and Eot 'un will spin 
Just after the Man of the jSea. 

I do not guarantee Success, but I trust 
that I may avert Disaster. With all defer- 
ence tO' your Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
I venture to point out that the Amount of 
Blue Pencil with which he was callous 
enough to decorate my Bill of Costs at 
Liverpool and Derby would shame a 
Taxing-Master in Chancery. But I beg 
you, honoured fair (for 1 have too* much 
self-respect to address him myself) tO' assure 
him that 1 smile at his Pitiable Cheese- 
paring, having Solid Examples of Courage 
in Siippoiting such Noble Quadrupeds as 
Duamia, Lackfordy Fintail, Sherhurn, 
Trident, and, strange to say, Waterken 
in my Wallet. 1 trust that you. will not 
fail to convey to him my resolute meaning, 
at the same time reminding him that while 
Omnibi were made for the Slow,^ Hansoms 
•were instituted for the Progressive. That 
he will understand my Sarcasm is more 
than I can credit, but yon, honoured Sir, 
will readily comprehend my Biting Allusion 
to his Cheque on Rapid Progression. 

Your humble but resentful servitor, 

Darby Jones. 

[D. J. may be as resentful as he pleases, but not 
at our expense. We never authoiised him to hire 
cabs at £'6 a day, nor do we intend to do so. As 
1). J. appears to be in funds, we shall be happy to 
square accounts. Perhaps he will comprehend our 
“biting allusion.”— Ed.] 


NO MORE DOCTORS. 

[“The halfpenny-in -the-slot lung-tester, which 
it IS claimed will either prevent a man having con- 
sumption, or else tell him beyond all question that 
he has got it, is shortly to be added to the attrac- 
tions ol the London bar and restaurant.” — Eait^ 
Mail.] 

Now with delight we hail the day 
When we 'U no' longer have to- pay 
The skilled physician's heavy price 
For dear but excellent advice ; 

If I 'm mistaken not, his fee 

Ran to two. guineas, sometimes three. 

With faces long we used to go 
To worthy Doctor So-and-So, 

Of all practitioners the best 
For any trouble of the chest, 

And then with confidence imbibe 
The mixture which he would prescribe. 

Henceforth with doctors we '11 dispense 
(The gain to us will be immense) ; 

One halfpenny placed in the slot 
Will tell us whether we have got 
Consumption, or if we are free 
From all disease pulmonary. 


yon. oxT^ 
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THE NEW GUY'NOR. 

{To Frvnce George of Greece, viifh Mr. Pmuch’s 
best wishes,) 

George 1 though the Powers may yet ar- 
range, 

For reasons too profound to mention, 
At this conclusive point to' change 
The thing they call their fixed intention ; 

Let neither this disturbing view, 

Nor motives of domestic love, nor 
The question why they go for you 
Lisfcead of sonae one else as Guv’nor, 

Tinman you. You have booked your bunt 
Upon the friendly Tartar’s vessel; 
Already with your weighty trunk 
The stout Piraean porters wrestle ; 

And now, before the nauseous main 
Receives you,^ come 1 and, like a lamb, le^ 
Such wisdom trickle through your brsin 
As fell from good Polomus (Hamlet) , 

Across the bit of azure brine 

Where lately nassed in easy splendour 
The Gentleman from Palestine, 

Our humble Faith’s Superb Defender, 

You sail to regions where the rose 
Is badly wrant about with briars. 

To rule a race which “ One who knows ” 
Pronounced a set of sorry liars ; 

And, since they found that time was saved 
By living each upon his neighbour, 

And consequently often waived 
The dull formalities of labour. 

He called them idle-bellied men ; 

And doubtless still the island bristles 
With just as smart a lot as when 
The late St. Paul composed epistles. 

For still, when short of other work, 

The native goes and knifes his cousin, 
The Christian being to the Turk 
Even as six to half a dozen. 

So. when you tread the devious ways 
Of dark vendettas, you will nlease use 
That tact for wricrgling through a maze 
Which marked' the character of Theseus 

Follow his steps, hut not so near 
As might imply an indiscretion ; 

For there were things in his career 
Which left behind a had impression. 

Attic, like you, and full of fun. 

He drank, when dry, of famed Kephissus. 
But ere his time in Crete was done, 

He went and left his local missus 1 

But to return to Christian Crete : — 

You ’ll find its temper, thanks to us, is 
Reduced by some dei^ees of bent 
Since Noel nicked ita blunderbusses ; 

For people (this you must have felt) 

W^ho have a natural gift for treason 
Without a pop-gun in the belt 
Are more amenable to reason. 

Let this reflection ease the way 
On which you should by now he wending, 
And may the line you take to-day 
Avoid the usual “ Cretic ending.” * 

* *JIn the composition of iambic verse, the 
* Cretic,’ preceded by a spondee in another word, 
should be rigorously avoided nt the end of a line.” 
^JBeffimer^s Quids to Greeh Terse, 


Horticultural. 

DoAe^y (to her father^ $ gardener). What 
do you call those flowers, William ? 
William, Them be ’ollyoxes, Missie. 
Daisy, No, William, not hollyoxes, 
holly oxen. 



The Duchess (who taJces a great interest in all her Seroants, and has a large hoiose-jparty), ‘*Oh, 
so YOU ’re the new Scullery Maid. I hope you like your place ? ” 

JTew Scullery Maid, “ No, my Lady. I want to leave next week. I can’t stand 
THESE late DiNNBliS. AlL THE LaDIES AS I ’VE EVER BEEN CONNECTED WITH HAVE JUST 
TOOK A BIT OF SOMETHING IN THEIR ’AndS, AND THERE WASN’T ALL THIS WASHING UP ! ” 

NO IMMBDIATE NMJESSmr 

For abolishing the School Board for For extending the principle of the Con- 
London and the L. C. 0. scientious Objection Clause in the Vaccina- 

For taking off two or three pence from tion Act to legislation in other directions, 
the Income' Tax. For pensioning off the statutory repre- 

For subsidising a National Theatre and sentatives of the Court of Bankruptcy. 
Opera House. For abolishing the offices of Queen’s 

For repealing the Act permitting, hut Proctor and Official Prosecutor, 
not insisting upon, the use of motor-cars. For declaring Her Most Gracious Ma- 
For adopting the American plan of over- jbsty Empress of Australia, Canada, and 
head railways for the benefit of the Metro- the Colonies. 

polis and the large towns of the Provinces. And last, but not least, for dedaring m 
For winding up the Corporation of the British Protectorate over Egypt. 
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SNAPSHOTS FROM THE EAST. 

Damascus, November 4. 

Honoured Eefendi (I Hope you will not 
be effended at my thus addressing you), 
I write tO' tell you that I have not yet been 
taken up as an Anarchist, though a friend 
and compatriot has been hauled before the 
Beyrout police for masquerading ^ in 
Arab costume on an expedition to Baalbec 
to-day. His get-up certainly did rather 
challenge attention. It consisted of a blue 
caftan embroidered with gold, a plaid scarf 
fastened round his waist, and a muslin 
bandana tied over a Winchester football 
cap, with his socks pulled up over his 



No Sunday Music. By Order of the 
L. 0. 0,^ 


trousers. He wanted to study Syrian life, 
he explained, but he narrowly escaijed 
doing so for life behind the bars of a 
Turkish prison. 

We have seen the Mailed Fist shake 
hands with the Governor of Jenisalem, and 
open the new Lutheran Church, and dis- 
I tribute medals to the German blue-jackets 
on Mount Zion, generally importing an air 
of “ Deutschland iiber alles ” into Palestine, 
but thcise matters are now ancient history, 
and are, besides, only to be handled by 
Court painters and poets-laureate. A 
lighter treatment would run the risk of 
prosecution for Use-mailfisU^ or some other 
awful crime. 

The Jaffa railway is great in scenery, 
gradients, associations, and everything 
except trains and rolling-stock. When an 
unfortunate accident occurred last Mondiiy 
a few miles from Jerusalem, there was no 
available locomotive to transport us to the 
sea, I regret to say we beguiled the long 
hours of waiting in a German Bierhorus 
hard by the station. Still, when you are 
in Jenisalem, you must do as the — Ger- 
mans do, i.e,, in this instance sit on a table 
with a tVun'st in one hand and a beer-jug 
in the other. 

j Embarking at Jaffa is exciting, in a 
rough sea, at 1 a.m., or, indeed, at any 
time . It is a good deal worse than Durban. 
You are rowed out to the ship in surf- 
boats, and nearly wrecked, at starting, on 
the rock whereon Andromeda was chained. 
After about twenty minutes’ pitching and 
tossing, you reach your Reamer and make 
shots at the gangway, as the waves rise 
and fall. In the fearful chamois-leap you 
take from the boat, all your past misdeeds 
flash through your mind, and thou^ts of 


the old folks comfortably in bed at home, 
the girl (or the luggage) you left behind 
you, the sweet little cherub sitting up aloft, 
the Bay of Biscay, Oh 1 Full Fathom Five, 
and Auld T^ang Syne simultaneously occur 
to you, with ‘*Man the Ijifeboat!” for 
encore verse. The rest is imprecation and 
embrocations. Such is the so-called ** har- 
bour” of Jaffa. 

Yours Orientally, Z. Y. X. 

[“The muzzling order has h(‘en revoked in 
Buckinghamshire.^’ — Pafjrr,] 

Hhakspeare (a la Collkv ChBBKii, adapted 
to the situation). Off with his muzzle 1 So 
much for Buckingham 1 


^ .C ^ ' Jt 




Plenty of Sunday Music. By Order 
General Booth. 
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ON THE CARDS. 

Scene — The S:pecial Stationery Depa/rtment, JSusband and Wife 
discovered in argument, 

"Husband, I told you it was absurd dragging me here. How do 
I know what we want ? 

Wife. You are always so 'disagreeable if I choose wrong. You 
didn’t like the wreath of “ forget-me-nots ” last year. 


didn t uKe tne wreatn or rorget-me-nots " last year. 

Husband. Well, it was rather ridiculous sending it to one’s 
dentist. 

Wife. And then the year before you objected to “For Auld 
Lang Syne.” 

Husband. Yes, when we posted them off to people we had met 
for the first time the day before yesterday. 

Wife. There you go I Always sneering. 

Husband. 1 am not. You would say I was rude if I called you 
a blithering idiot. i 

Wife (resignedly). Oh, no. I’m accustomed to it. (Pleasantly.) 
My mother always said I ought tO' have married a gentleman. 

Husband. Your mother be blessed! (With intention.) I 
hope she is. 

Wife (after a pause). I know you would call me spiteful if I 
quoted Captain Sabretache and called you a o-a-d. 

Husband. Indeed I Well, I will dine at the Club- Perhaps I 
may meet Sabretache there and compare notes. 

Wife (calmly). ^ Stay away altogether if you like, dear* 

Husband (furious). I will. 

Attendant. Can I serve you. Madam ? 

Wife. We want a Christmas card. 

Attendant. Have you any preference ? 

Wife. My husband has. Haven’t you, dear? 

Husband (to Attendant) . Oh, I suppose the usual sort of thing. 

“ Peace and good will,” don’t you know- Something seasonable 1 
(Curtain.) 
















1 
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OUR BOOKING-OrFIOE. 

Op Christmas books my Baronitess writes: — ^Possibly owing to the 
unprecedented success of a certain little girl’s quaint drawings of 
* ‘ Animal Land, ” there is a gigantic boom m the ways and doings of 
ye bipeds and quadrupeds. Yery little ones with a thirst for know- 
ledge of unnatural history, will discover much that is sympathetic 
to their studies in The Troubles of Tatters (Blackib and Son), a 
poor little waif of a dog with a string of tales by Alice Talwin 
Morris, and illustrated by Alice B.”Woodward. Stories from 
Lowly Life (Macmillan & Co.), by C. M. Duppa, are full of 
quiet, pleasurable interest, with pictures by Louis Wain. SybiVs 
Garden of Pleasant Beasts, by Sybil and Katharine Corbet, is 
an uncommonly lively spot, though not limited to a bear-garden. 
Evidently the animals in The Fables bv Fed, illustrated by Sir 
Philip Burne-Jones, have been attacked with that persistent 
pessimism of fashionable decadence, and the grimness of tragedy 
is suggested m these stories, especially in that of the Wail of the 
Winkles.” Both these books are published by Duckworth & Co. 

** It is all nonsense,” declares the preface; but life woidd not 
be worth living without its moments of nonsense, and Mary 
Kernahan’s book is Nothing but Nonsense (James BowdenJ, and 
very good it is. The pictures, by Tony Ludovioi, are simply 
beautifully ridiculous. 

^ The Golliwogg at the Seaside (Lonomans, Q-REEN & Co.), with 
pictures by Florence Upton, and verses by Bertha Upton, 
will be thoroughly appreciated by the most youthful tripper who 
has tasted the joys of holiday existence by the sad sea waves. 
Dear little ** Bed Riding Hood ” appears as fresh as ever, artisti- 
cally re-dressed by Walter Crane, in her own Red Riding 
EooTs Picture Booh (John Lane), in company with several other 
old favourites of faiiy lore. 

These are for the simple student of the nursery. The school- 
boy’s turn comes next, with his insatiable thirst to read of life as 
he imagines it should be, one long realm of adventure and ro- 
mance. In The Treasure Cave of the Blue Mountains (Oliphant, 
Anderson, Perrier), by Oliphant Smeaton, illustrated by 
Joseph Brown, this ideal is found in thrilling surroxmdings. 
And again, in The Knight of the, Golden Chain (Arthur Pearson), 
by R. D. Chetwodb, romance is insidiously welded with history, 
a delicate method sinailar to that of giving powders in jam. 

The utter fierceness of the two gentlemen on the cover of Draw 
Swords, gives a fair notion of Manvillb Penn’s story, which 
takes place in the early Victorian pre-examination days, when a 
youthful soldier’s existence was certainly then a very lively and , 


THE LABOUR MARKET. 

An Allegory from the Banks of the Nile, 

What may be expected some fine Mornino at Regent’s Park. 

[“ There are vacancies at the Zoo for a few crocodiles of large size, and the 
upper reaches of the Nile are said to he swarming with them .^’ — Daily Paper."] 


a happy one. The White Princess of the Hidden City, by Dayid 
Lawson Johnstone, is not a fairy-story, as the title might sug- 
gest, but a wonderful romance of adventure in Central America, 
the land of sudden revolutions. So that the unexpected inevitably 
turns up. Such a capital situation for upsetting events. Com- 
plaints are very often heard that in the matter of literature boys 
are more considered than girls. For once there will be unmiti- 
gated delight among the bashful maidens of fifteen over L. T. 
Meade’s The Girls of St. Wodds (W. and R. Chambers, the 
publishers of the books above-mentioned in this paragraph). 
The “new” girl has evidently a high old time in an up-to-date 
college, rather different to the prim academy of old, where de- 
portment and the prisms of life were of genteel consideration. 
For smaller young women, Mrs. Molesworth has one of her j 
charmingly- written tales, YAe Magic Nuts (Macmillan), which | 
will prove pleasant cracking. What comes out must not be dis- 
covered. “Not for nuts” will we reveal the mystery beforehand. 
There are pictures by Rosie M. Pitman. 

Like “Brer Rabbit” of old acquaintance, the animals lie low 
in The Hollow Tree, and only come out to bring these tales, 
which have been repeated by Albert Bigelow Paine, wlio con- 
stitutes himself the story-teller. The pictures are very excellent, 
by J. • M. OoNDjfi, and the book is published by A. Constable 
& Oo* The Baron de B.-W. 

HUNTING “DAY BY DAY.” 

“The Mudsquashington Foxhounds had good day’s sport 
from Wotsisname Coverts (which were laid for a large number). 
They found in Tbingamy Woods, rattled h im round the Osier 
Beds, and then through the Gorse, just above Sumware. Leaving 
this and turning leftlanded, he ran on as fox as Sumotherplace, 
where he finally got to ground. Amongst the numerous field 
were Lord Foozle and Lady Frump, Messrs. Borkins, Poshbuby, j 
and Tomkyn-Smith.* 

* Half a dozen similar paragraphs [cut out as being too exciting for the 
average reader's brain to bear. — E d. 
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‘ I GUESS THAT’S SO. 

{Froin Mr, Punoh's Vagrant Contributor,) 

Sm , — 1 propose (of course with your permission) to place nty 
British heart, on exhibition, to ^ show -it throbbing - witn a wild 
pulsation of pride and ardour for, the Yankee nation, to prove that, 
when the question ’s one of liquor, blood takes the cake because 
it ’s always thicker, arid that allies when they are out for slaughter 
think much of blood, but pour contempt on water ; that from our 
theatres-^ach with quite a full pit — ^from crowds platforlm and 
from thundering pulpit,; ' from the great Banquet .where, their 
waistooars undone, the merchant princes of well-turtled London 
gather in throngs about the civic chair and toast creation plus 
the new Lord Mayor ; from Court and Castle as from town and 
village, from teeming street, from less frequented tillage ; where 
Caledonia, neither stern nor wild, nurses at present no poetic 
child ; where emerald Erin, always with some Bill on, now shouts 
for Redmond and now yells for Dillon ; where the famed men 
of BEarlech in the hollow, armed cap-a-pie, make' “ billow ” rhyme 
to “follow,” and where the Church — ^this is peculiar, very — of 
Wales is in the See of Canterbury ; from where, resembling lovely 
f owers that lack scent, English is spoken with an English accent 
i — ^in fact from everywhere throughout our islands, from East, 
from Week,. from South and eke the Highlands, one voice is heard 
whosfe echo drowns all others, “Hail to the Yankees, they’re our 
friends and brothers 1 ” 

^ This being so, I take my heaH in hand, Sir— -you ’ll notice how 
it beats “ to beat the hand,” Sir — and filled with all good feeling, 
as I am, both head; and hand to Unolb SaM; . He, too, i 
understand, across the ocean displays a very raoilar emotion. 
He ’s just got through (it might bagm again) a pretty tidy Imut 


of knocks with Spain. I sometimes wonder how to S^n the 
dose felt when the Rough Riders stormed that hill with Roose- 
velt, and bow it looked to see the fiery Teddy, while his teeth 
flashed and. riding far ahead, he cheered with fierce shouts (but 
where was General Shaftee ?) his gallant cowboys who came rush- 


where was General Shaftee ?) his gallant cowboys who came rush- 
ing after. 

These are the men, brave hearts and lots of muscle, to push 
their way through every kind of tussle : these are the men, our 
stalwart kith and kin, who ’mid the bullet-hail and battle-din set 
their chins square and in their tattered jeans give to their f oeman 
what they feed on — beans. These are our friends, with them, 
when war-clouds lower and other nations sulk and growl and 
glower, we can clasp hands across the stormy sea and face the 
world, our watchword, liberty I Friendship like ours of oceans is 
a spanner ; who recks of distance when their starry banner and 
our red flag are side by side iinf urled and wave triumphant o’er 
the attentive world ? 

Pardon this burst, I merely meant to say, Sir, that musty by- 
gones now have had their day. Sir; that if the Rescript fails 
and wars continue I pin my faith to Anglo-Saxon sinew, the whole 
of which — ^ye kindly fates I thank ye I — ^is owned by us and by our 
friend the Yankee. 


Bobbie Bums re-blacked. 

(On seeing the bronze statue of Mobert Bmns being ^^remvated^* in ihe 
J^bcmkmerd Gardens,) 

Oncb more, my Btons, lest thou thy lustre lack, 

We paint thee black; 

Because we know ’twould make thee far lees bri^t 
.To wadh thee white. 
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FORTHCOMING INVENTIONS. 

(£y Om Own Mr, Tesla,) 

[“Mr. Nikola Tesla has invented a machine 
for projecting powerful electric currents into space 
which will destroy any object against which they 
are aimed. He also offers to turn the machinery 
at the Paris Exhibition by electric force from Nia- 
gara, which is to be dispatched across tide Atlantic 
without wires .’’ — Daxly Taper, "I 

In answer to* an appeal from Mr. Tunch 
for further no-velties, Mr. Tesla offers us 
the following : — 

An electric machine for the distribution 
of the heat at present running to- waste in 
the crater of Vesuvius among the kitchens 
of the' Metropolis, where it would be useful 
for cooking purposes. 

An extension of Signor Marconi’s sys- 
tem of wireless telegraphy by which Lon- 
don could be supplied with water from the 
crnals which astronomers affirm can be per- 
ceived on the planet Mars. This should be 
of great assistance to the London County 
Council. 

A flying-machine propelled by electric 
waves in the atmosphere, which would en- 
able the business-man to go from Clapham 
to the City eveir morning without taking 
an omnibus. The same machine would 
take him home in the evening if a return 
ticket was taken. Fares — 3d. for thei jour- 
ney, od. return. 

An electric apparatus by which heat 
waves could be attracted from the Sahara 
in winter, and cold waves from the North 
Pole in Summer, there'by providing an 
equable and pleasant climate for London. 

An electric converter by which the X-rays 
(Y ^^X”-rays?) could be utilised in the 
lighting of the London streets, and in pro- 
pelling motor-carriages between Northum- 
berland Avenue and Richmond. 

An electric fog-disperser . This ingenious 
machine could be set up at every street 
comer, and could be set in motion at any 
moment on placing a penny in the slot. 
Half-pennies or bent coin must not be used. 

For particulars of further projects, apply 
to the Editor of this paper. 


CHANGELINGS; OR, A STORY WITHOUT (POLITE) WORDS. 

Them’s the only Dogs as come by this Train, Sir. The Guard says as ’ow 

THERE was three SPORTIN* DogS, AS ’AD ATE THEIR LABEL OPF, WOT ’s GONE ON BY THE 
Scotch Express,” 


REMBRANDT— A STUDY. 

(By One who loves Art and Economy,) 

Oh 1 the delight to hear that the richest 
treasures of Dutch painting were to be 
centred in Amsterdam I In a word, Rem- 
brandt 1 The entire' civilised world were 
yielding specimens of the mighty master 1 
Contributions were coming from Russia, 
France, England, everywhere. Sovereigns, 
princes, nobles, and many millionaipes were 
among the contributors 1 Glorious thought 1 
I should see the greatest of great painters 
face to face ! 

I have been — swiftly and economically— 
to Amsterdam. I braved the terrors of the 
deep and a third-class carriage from the 
Hook. I put up at an appropriate hotel. 
So great was my impatience to see these 
grand works of ’art — ^fco be able to inspect 
the solitary presentment of a horse, the 
rare mythological subjects — ^that I took a 


train. I spared no expense. Then I 
rushed up the stairs. I threw some forty 
or fifty small coins on the turnstile, 

“Not enough.” 

^^Not enough I” I echoed. But I was 
imperfectly acquainted with the Dutch 
coinage, so I pulled out of my pockets 
several further handfuls of copper discs. 

^^They amount to half a guilder. Not 
enough.” 

“ Impossible I How much do you want ? ” 

^‘Two guilders and a half; ” and the 
gatekeeper pointed to one of my silver 
cart-wheels. 

But this was too much I The Academy 
costs only a shilling, and the Salon on 
certain days a franc. 

It was too much. 

So I have returned. I still love Rem- 
brandt. Adore his work. But I did not 
see any of his pictures in Amsterdam. 

But then, on the other hand, I saved 
five f rancs 1 



Laundress Herschell at the 
White House. 

Stiffening Anglo-American Ties. 

[“ Lord Hbrsohbll was entertained at thelVhite 
House last week by President McKinley.”] 
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ii: READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS) ; OR, GIVING ’EM FITS. > 



M. LB President, P:^lix Faxjre. 

Arm : duarterly ; 1st, on a ground virulent two crosses of the legion of honour couped by a presi- 
dential hand sinister from the breast of two dreyfusards of repute, steadfast in rectitude ; 2nd, under the 
shield of the chief of the state tainted with bias, several dapper heraldic scoundrelles of the staff, plumed 
proper, braided ^old to the waist, all banded together and rampant in tort ; 3rd, a series of highly- 
strung journalistic lyres in parry on the garble proper falsetto in unison ; 4th, on a rock of degradation, 
interned in exile, a military scapegoat charged with treason, loaded with chains of evidence designed 
forged and welded in fraud,- on the horizon, the first rays of a dawn of hope breaking through clouds of 
fury. Crests : 1st, on a cap of liberty query, stained spotted and ensanguined gules, a peacock in pride 
proper, his head slightly turned, charged with the riband and star of the order of St. Andrew and a 
penchant for display verging on puerility ; 2nd, on a bend of the upper Nile a tricoloured afrioan interlope 
of civilization, dumped down squatty on the bank, collared eradicated and reflexed in agony. Sup- 
porters : Dexter, a russian bear sable, imperially crowned and gorged with loans hysterically courted and 
caressed ad nauseam, simpery bowy bendy to the last, but reluctant in committal. Sinister : A double- 
faced eagle of muscovy reguardant azure in dismay a kettle of fish i la parisienne. Second mtto : 
‘‘Felix fortunatus ceesaris sooiusque amicus/* 

Additionahmtto : “FifeLIX ill-EGALIT£.** 


TO A FOND MAMMA. 

In these des^enerate latter days, 

'When la/issez faire is all the rage, 

'When boys and maidens gO' their ways, 
And Youth pavs little heed to Age ; 
When fathers, with, perhaps, a sroan, 
Obey their offi^pring’s stem injunctions, 
When the exploded chaperone 
Performs mere ornamental functions — 

In these degenerate times, I say, 

One wholesome fact I must report, 

There still exists, thank Heaven, to-day 
One mother of the good old sort — 

One mother bold beyond the rest. 

Her motherly hack-seat forsaking, 
Pursuing with whole-hearted zest 
That fine old industry-match-making ! 

Dear madam, your appearance rare 
Must needs excite our pleased remark, 
No longer need we now despair 
Of seeing dodos in the Park. 

We all know where a match is made, 

Yet Heaven, being at a distance 
(I think it cannot he gainsaid) 

Should profit much by your assistance. 

Bl^^st wife is she who tries to make 
Her precious daughters likevd«'e blest. 
Who hustles round — for Sophy^s sake ” — 
And you are hustlino^ all yoiur best. 

Then scorn vour neighbours’ paltrv smiles 
{"iTor ridicule ’s the meed of virtue) , 
And, whf'u thev spot your little wiles. 
Don’t let such trifles disconcert you 1 
Yet, moved by no intention rude, 

I do imnlore you to amend 
Your methods, some of which are crude — 

T speak hut as a candid friend. 

Wi+h pleasure I attend vour shows,” 
■Been u we by some right intuition 
You label me, as T sunpose. 

Most wisely, “Not for competition.” 

Th^n, since it is my nrivilege high 
To plav the part of looker-on, 

One further word of warning I 
Would venture, by your leave, upon. 

One sage remark from days af^r 
(Mv nurse’s) in my memorv linjyerw - 
Th-^t those who play with m'^tebes are 
Kxtremcly apt to burn their fingers. 

Still, let not that discourage vou, 

Play out your fond maternal part, 

Each failure give you strength anew, 

.And each rebuff increase your art ! 

Dear madam, I sincerely pray 
Success may some day crown vour labours 
To plant vSopHiA, Jane, and Mat, 

Upon your male reluctant neighbours ! 


IMPRESSIONS TO BE CORRECTED. 

{To restore the entente cordiale,) 

Dover Side. 

That one Englishman can thrash at least half-a-dozen French- 
men. 

That London is infinitely superior to Paris, and Notre Dame 
nor a patch on Westminster Abbey. 

That our Gallic neighbours like to he reminded of the Battle 
of Waterloo. 

That it would he better to get it over at onoe. 

That “ by Jingo if we do.” 

Calais Side. 

That England was defeated by the French from Agincourt to 
Waterloo'. 

That aJl English "Meeses” have projecting front teeth, and 
their fathers wear tweed suits and Dundreary whiskers. 

That John Bull can be squeezed into any thing. 

That London is always in a fog, and consi^s chiefly of Leicester 
Square and Vaiphall Bridge Road. 

That Albion ^ always perflidious. 

That Franc© is strong enough tO' master the world, with Great 
Britain included. 


IN THE IMPERIAL TRAVELLING-BAG. 

Fme naval uniforms of various nationalities. 

Somebody’s infallible cure for sea-sickness. 

Death warrant (ready for signature) for the execution of the 
inventor. 

Two hundred telegrams, to an assortment of celebrities, con- 
taining coaigratulatidns, <fec., not sent, as the Imperial yacht 
did not touch at a post-office. 

Hotel coupons for Palestine, returnable on deduction of a 
percentage. 

“ Turkish before Breakfast ; or, how to he able to converse with 
the Sultan, in six easy lessons.” 

Death-warrant (ready for signature) for the execution of the 
author. 

Twelve and a half pounds of costly jewels brought on board 
at Oonstantmople. 

Draft for a treaty, with dates and signatures omitted. 

Twenty-seven proposals for loans— all “ under consideration.” 

“ I. O. U.” for the “ ridiculous sum of half-a-crown.” 

Shirts, cuffs, collars, and toilette requisites. 

A false nose, to be used while preserving an incognito, and 
large photograph of the Sultan — ^very much damaged. 
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INDOCILIS PATJPERIEM PATI. 

** Any Husbomd to any Wife.” 

To marry you, I know, was rasih, 

Upon an income »ucJi as mine. 

I know that we haye made a haeh 
Of what should make all lives divine. 
But if my throat 1 ’m not to gash. 

Nor drown me in the Serpentine, 

Please from recrimination cease, 

And let us have a little peace. 

If I were you, I think I ’d save 
By sneering less at bombazine. 

And would conceal how much I crave 
Por butter when there ’s margarine ; 

Of oysters I would never rave, 

Nor talk about the mi^t-have-been — 
But you would wear and drink and eat 
The same as those whose ends can meet. 

This would be but a little thing, 

That burden would I meekly bear. 

But for the shrill incessant ring 
Which rends the circumambient air. 
Which on my head I always bring 
At any word of thrift and care — 

You seem to think, when money ’s tight, 
Extravagance your due and right. 

So be it— our affairs are bad, 

But that is the concern of fate. 

No loans from “ uncle” can be had 
Upon an actual uncle^s plate. 

I don’t repine, but let me add 
(Ine word anent our parlous state — 
Please from recrimination cease. 

And let us have a little peace. 


DISCIPLINE ALL AT SEA. 

{Fragment from a Nautical Realistic Romance 
of the possible Future.) 

It was a sad spectacle. The Admiral 
glanced sorrowfully at the mutineers. 
They haid disabled the quick-firing guns, 
and put out the fires. The disaffection 
aboard the MajeMic had spread to anothei 
vessel. It was no longer a matter ol 
throwing about orange-peel and pomegra- 
nate-pips, but one of stern principle. 

Will any of you men come out and 
argue with me ? ” was the invitation of the 
Admiral. 

There was a movement, and then Tom 
TjANYARd, the smartest and tautest tar in 
the service, took two paces to the front and 
saluted. 

It ’s not for the likes of me to speak to 
the likes of you, your honour,” said tin 
salt, respectfully, but firmly. All I know 
is, we take it as hard — very hard.” 

^‘My lads, I want to be reasonable. I 
am sorry to see you here, Tom Lanyaed, 
you whom I regarded as faithful as William 
the betrothed of Black-Eyed ISusan. You 
were the pride of the fleet,” 

‘‘That was I, your honour,” replied the 
sailor, modestly. “I was better than him, 
because I have a surname, and so far as 1 
know, he hadn’t.” 

“ That ’s true enough, my lad,” returned 
the Admiral, struggling with his emotion. 
“ Then why mutiny ? ” 

I “ Because' you stopped our toffee, your 
hono'iir. Asking your pardon, we can’t 
do without our toffee. Since grog was 
stopped and tobacco put on the black list, 
we can’t do without our toffee.” 

“But be reasonable, my lads,” replied 
the commander. “You know that toffee 
made your fingers sticky, and how could 
you keep the quarter-deck clean with sticky 
fingers F” 

Before the man before the mast could | 



reply, a French ship approached, and the 
Britisn vessel, having their quick-firing guns 
dismantled, had to surrender. So the re- 
mainder of the conversation was carried on 
in a foreign prison. Owing to this un- 
toward circumstance, the result reached 
was never divulged to the civilian public. 

A POLYGLOT POEM. 

A MADOHEN jeuno et belle amo, 

Mit yeux charmantes of blue, 

And moi je sing passim I go, 

Carita zoe mou. 

Ma colleen is so kald and i^y, 
Quoique divinely fair, 


Her cavalier serrente, I 
Sum tempted tO' despair. 

Quien sabe ? though she may relent 
Elle n’aime pas other men, 

I’ll pour cette raison be content, 
Dum spiro spero then. 

The ne plus ultra of my life, 

To win her cor would be, 

Und ganz geuiss une liebe wife 
I ken she ’d make for me. 

Heureka I men amour is great, 

Und vult not be disdained, 

I muncta her so I will wait 
Until le prix est gained. 
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Golfer^ whose Ball has lodged UTider StonCf has had smeral umaoi'essful 
shots^ and finally ^ with a tremendous stroJcSj smashed his Club* 

Old Mm, ‘‘You put me in moind op my old Jackass.” 
Golfer, “What d'you mean, you Idiot?” 

Old Man, “Yer’vegot more Strength than Knowledge !” 


APTEK MACBETff S BANQUET. 

{A ShaJcspearean Supplement) 

By the Swan op Stratford-atte-Bowe. 

This is one of the scenes which Shakspearb would have written 
if he had only thought of it. As it is, save for a few vague 
allusions — yarded, as was natural in members of the house- 
party— made, in Act. III., Sc. 6, by Lenox and “ Another Lord,” 
we are quite in the dark as to the private opinions of the guests 
concerning a banquet which, either from a social or a gastronomic 
point of view, was scarcely a success. Here the omission is sup- 
plied, and, in deference to the modern spirit which now animates 
blank verse, without toO' pedantic an insistence upon Elizabethan 
diction. 

The characters represent those neighbouring lords who, being 
invited only to the Banquet and not “ to dine and sleep/' would 
naturally walk home so early in the evening without waiting for 
their respective conveyances, and, being human, would inevitably 
discuss the eccentric manner in which they had been entertained. 
They are : — 

First Lord {a middle-aged, sensible, and somewhat sententiovs nobleman). 
Second Lord {a Kailyard Chieftain, canny and homely of speech, Mem. 
— It is singular that Shakhpeake, in a play dealing so largely with 
Scottish history and character, should never once have attempted to 
suggest the local colour by a touch of dialect. But possibly he was not 
very good at it). 

Third Lord (a light-hearted youmg Peer with a tendency to cheery collo 
quialism, which some critics may condemn as out of hetping with the 
period. But what about the Boi/rd*s own anachronisim ?), 

The scene is outside the Palace Gates, Forres. And now we 
can get on : 

First Lord (to Second Lord, as they pass out). You go my 
way, I think ? ^ 

Second Lord (with characteristic caution) . I 'd no juist say 
was in a deeferent direction. 

First Lord, Goodl Shall we walk together ? 

Second Lord, ^ G in ye wull. 

Third Lord (calling after them), What hio l you fellows, wait a 
jifipfoarme. [They do. 


(Overtaking them.) .W®hP . • • What price Highland 
hospit^ity ? 

First L, Think you Macbeth ’s deliberately done us ? 

Thvrd L. He cannot boast that he has done us well. 

To be fired out, our mouths still full of salmon, 

And shown the exit e'er we saw an entree, 

■Was scarce encouragement to come again 1 
First L. King Duncan never would have served us so I 
Second L. Ou ay, his denners were a wee bit dooll — 

But hoots ! a body filled his wame the while ! 

Third L. Macbeth's idea of being “large in mirth” 

\\ ould cast a gloom upon the cheeriest funeral. 

Second L, Sal 1 but the feckless way he sent us in 1 

“ Set doon,” says he, “ ye ken yer ain degrees,” 

'Twas naething but rideeculous to see 
A Munkittricjv below the Macintosh, 

And auld Glenlivat girn abune the saut I 
Third L. A jumpier host 1 ne'er clapped eyes upon; 

He seemed incapable of sitting down 1 
First L. Most upstarts are deficient in repose. 

Third L, His Queen supplied the style ; you heard his speech? 
Ourself will mingle with Society, 

Our hostess keeps her state.” How 's that for frills ? 
Sec md L. llie stoot stand-offish kimmer, set her up I 
I mind the ^y herself, a captain's leddy, 

Wad blush for pleesure gin we pi’aised her haggis 1 
First L, These unaccustomed crowns cause swollen heads, 

And self-made monarchs oft outgrow their boots. 

Third L. He used to be a decent sort enough, 

And really seemed confoundedly cut up 
About that business up at Inverness. 

Second L, I canna think he 's been the same men sence. 

'Tis verra strange 

Third L, Nay, not so hally strange. 

For when a fellow puts up Scotland’s king, 

Just for the night, and bundles out of bed 
To hear his royal guest 's been foully murdered 
By his own sons, — well, put it how you like, 

^Tis apt to prove a rather nasty jar! 

Second L. I 'm no denying but ye may be richt. 

What wull ha' keepit Banquo from the denner P 
Third L. Oh, “ unavoidably detainel,” no doubt. 

Or *‘felt too indisposed '' — the good old lie I 
First L. The King, metho-ught, was leas annoyed than hurt, 

So heartily he drank to his good health ! 

Second L. 'Twas no the first gude health he 'd drunk the day. 
Third L. Why. now I think of it, he did seem odd ; 

Complained of seeing things 

First L. {with interest). What things, my lord ? 

Third L. Oh, well, you know — the usual sort of things. 

For instance (if I caught his words aright;, 

Such creatures as a rugged Kussiau bear. 

An armed rhinoceros, and Hyrcan tiger. 

Second L, (with patriotic indignation). There's no sic beasties 
in the hail o' Scotland 1 

First L, 'Tis well, indeed, we came without our wives. 

Small wonder that his scandalous behaviour 
Should so upset the Queen, who little thought 
To see the massy superincumbent gilt 
Thus soon forsake her royal gingerbread I 
It strikes me (but you '11 let this go no further) 

Those tw^o have failed of late to iut it off. 

I may be wrong 

Second L. ^ Na, na, ye 're no faur aff 't, 

She canna bide his blether! I ken fine 

Third L, {impatiently}. More full w© seem of gossip than of grub, 
\V hat say you to some supper at the club r 

[They assent as scene closes in, 
'^(N.B.— -i/Mr. Fokbes-Robertson shmild wish to obtain leave from the 
Swan of S.-a-B, to tnehuie this fim scene in his Macbeth produetion, hat 
application will meet with careful consideration. Terms reasmiable,) 

La IdberU, commenting on Mr. Chamberlain's speech last 
I week, observed, that when England had fnistrated the designs 
I of France everywhere, John Bull would then approach her, and 
I in execrable French would say, “ Volez vos joer avec moal^ La 
; having evidently Chamberlain on the brain, should 

have written, ^ Volez vos ^ Joey ^ avec moa.” 

Eaot op the Soil. — Our Champion Idiot is reported to have 
entered into an unsuccessful speculation in connection with the 
Cesayewitch. But he did not see the race run. ” No," said he, 
in Ms epigrazntuatio manner; ^^vhat waf the use cl carrying 
ooela to Newmerfcefe f " 
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SOUTH AFRICAN SMITHFIELD SHOW. 


A PUBLIC BENEFACTOR. 

Dear Mb. Punch, — I am not one of those 
whO' like to hide their light under a bushel. 
Quite the contrary. And I particularly 



Suggestion to the ISfeedy Householder who has 
got the ’vrorkmep. in. Make the various Contractors 
pay for exhibiting their Advertisement Boards, and 
thus bring giist to tho mill. 


hate to do a Public Service anonymously. 
So' I write to you on the subject of a recent 
achievement of mine. 

On November 9 (the fact is complacently 
recorded in a Sunday paper), I saw a fine 
span*ow-hawk in Shoreditch Park. “At- 
tracted probably by the deceptive rusticity 
of the place, the bird had perched on a 
niche in the wall of St. Leonard’s Church, 
and was lost in contemplation of the muni- 
cipal activity of Shoreditch.” 

Did I allow this intrusive wild fowl to 
enjoy the country airs of Shoreditch Park ? 
Perish the thou^t. To quote the same 
Sunday journal, “ A whack from a stick 
temporarily disabled her, and led to her 
being captured and caged.” Here was 
irdeed a Public Service. A fine sparrow- 
hawk was wasting its sweetness on the 
London air. At any moment it might 
have flown away and been lost to Shore- 
ditch. I whacked it over the head, there- 
fore, and it is now dying in a leisurely 
manner in a cage. 

This is not the only claim of my family 
to public gratitude in this direction. I am 
the person who, with secret catapult, kills 
the nightingale® which even yet disturb 
the quiet of Campden Hill. All rarer 
forms of birds and beasts are my prey , and 
my brother in the country with his gun 
shoots all the golden eagles that visit these 
shores, and doe® his best to destroy all the 
kingfi^ers that haunt our rivers. When 
he has bagged his golden eagle or other 
unusual fowl, he writes proudly to the 
Times to mention the fact, and signs his 
name! He and I, by our united efforts, 
are gradually extinguishing whole species 
of interesting wild creatures in England 
and in London. 

Often our efforts are met with the 
grossest ingratitude, and only the other 
day a gentleman called me a stupid brute 
who' ought tO' b^' kicked by all decent 
people, but I don’t mind him. And mean- 
time the good work goes on. . , . 

In full assuranc©^ of your gratitude and 
support, I beg to sign myseff, 

Your obedient servant, ’Abby. 


Not Satisfied. — ^It is confidently stated 
that the G-eirman Government favours an 
expedition tO' the South Pole. We should 
have thought that the' KIaisbb had quit© 
enough tO' do- to look after his own Poles. 


HOME MARKETS ILLUSTRATED. 



‘ Tallow unsteady.'* 



A deeline of sixpence.’ 
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NOTES FROM MR. PUNCH’S FOREIGN SKETCH-BOOK. 

FEKi>iyG THE Pigeons at St. Mark’s Square, Yenicb. 


DARBY JONES ON THE PAST SEASON AND 
THE “ILLECITIMATE GAME.” 

Honoubbd SiBj — ^At Manohester we rang 
down the Curtain on that Interesting 
Drama entitled “ Flat-Racing in 1898 ; or, 
The Year beloved by the Bookie.” It does 
not take a Sportsman versed in Memoria 
Technica to recall the countless occasions 
on which the Favourites have been bowled 
over with the Devastating Result of a 
First-Rate Spin in a Skittle Alley. The 
Guineas, the Derby, the Oaks, the Leger, 
the CsBsarewitch, tiie Cambritoshire, the 
Derby Cup, and many other Upper Ten 
events, were all captured by Outsiders at 
prices calculated tO' make a Sporting Pro- 
phet take to sweeping crossings in com- 
pany with his too confident Patrons. And 
on the top of this came J. Ton Sloan, 
Esquire, who, just to show that He could 
ride Favourites in Big Races, carried off 
the Liverpool Cup as a parting present to 
Lord Stanley before he made tracks over 
the Herring Pond Course. Indeed, hon- 
oured Sir, it would have made Cobden’s 
Statue in Camden Town (I am naming the 
Hardest Effigy in the Metropohs) weep, 
to have seen the Gallant Efforts made by 
Disappointed Owners and Trainers at 
Derby and Manchester to collect the 
Wherewithal to supply Biscuits and Cheese 
and Four Ale during the Winter Months. 
You may depend upon it, that despite the 
Sneers of the High Tone, the “Illegiti- 
mate,” as they designate the Pursuit of 
jumping Hurdles, DitcheSj Brooks, and 
, other Stumbling-Blocks, will be followed 
this year more largely than ever by those 
who are famishing for Provender, just as 
a Billiardist, who has been knocked out in 
a West-End Saloon, will seek to recoup 
his Fortune by playing Bagatelle at the Cat 
and Mousetrap in Kentish Town with the 
Lower Order or Cueists. Though why such 
Natural Sport as Steeplecnasing and 
Hurdleracing should be dubbed “Illegiti- 
mate ” I am at a losvS to' determine. Nearly 
all our Leading Lights^ from the Heir- 
Apparent downwards, patronise the game, 
and the Conqueror in the Grand National 
becomes for the nonce as famious as, say, 
the Sirdar, G.C.B., or the latest Vocalist 
at the Alhambra Theatre of Varieties. 
But as Captain Kbiterion very truly re- 
marks', “Over the Sticks there’s such a 
lot of chance, that when you Ve got a Dead 
Certainty, it ’s as likely as not he becomes 
dead indeed by breaking his back in a 
miserable drain.” Of course, Hurdles are 
quite a different feature', and many a Crock 
who can hardly lift his forelegs off the Turf 
on the Flat becomes, by crashing at the 
obstacles, valueless. 

Nevertheless, when the Spo.rt is encour- 
aged at such Racing Centres as Not- 
tingham., Windsor, Gatwick, Hurst Park, 
Wolverhampton, and as the classics have 
it, id omne genus, to say nothing of Auteuil, 
where the Gay Gaul has no less than Five 
Gatherings during the present month, I 
respectfully submit that the adjective “ Il- 
legitimate ” should be struck out of the 
Sport.sman’s Vocabulary. I allow it is a 
handy word for use by Turf Reporters, but 
surely such an Epithet as “the XJp and 
Down ” (unregistered hy yoi-urs truly) 

“ Sport ” would be more Applicable and cost 
but a fraction more lucre for Telegraphic 
Purposes. Trusting, therefore, that an 
Undeserved Appellation will not deter you, 
honoured Sir, or other Revered Clients, 
from gracipg the Jumping Arena, I apa, 
as ever, your faithful Achates, 

Darby Joni?^. 


FOGGED! 

I TAKE my pen up and begin 
To write. In vain my Muse I jog, 

My brains, which were so bright, seem in 
A fog. 

The jest which yesterday I thought 
Sufficient to amuse a cat, 

Somehow don’t sparkle as it ou^t — 

It ’s fiat. 

I always had a mirthful mind, 

I don’t pretend that it is deep. 

But now I only feel inclined 
To weep. 

What is the reason of this state 
Of dullness which I can’t resist 
It ’s simply that I loathe and hate 
The mist. 


Christmas Crackers. — G, Sbabagna- 
PANE & Co. have sent a chaorming selection 
of bright and attractive-looking crackers 
this year. An exceptionally pretty set are 
the Fensez-d'-moi cosaques, beautifully 
scented, and each one ornamented with a 
pansy; they are furnished with eau-de- 
Cologne satchets, &c. Last, but not least, 
is a box containing three monster coeaques. 
Don’t be frightened at the word “mon- 
ster,” as these present a very attractive 
appearan<^, each fitted up with nine dif- 
ferent articles. In a cracker motto should 
be found this couplet : — 

If to perfection cracker-man attains, 

His motto must be this, “ Spare-ah^na-painsJ^ 

We do not say that this is by the Poet- 
laureate, but he might have done worse. 
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THE MYSTERY OE A HANDSOME CAD. 

Luss, Loch Lomond . — started this morning to cycle round 
the Trossachs, Mamma and Papa on their tandem, and I on my 
machine. When we had got well up into the wilds — ^fifteen miles 
from anywhere^the tandem punctured. None of us had ever 
mended a tyre before, but Papa said it was all right as he had the 
“ Instructions,” so we set toi work under his directions and un- 
screwed valves and hubs and cranks and things, till Papa said 
that would dO'. Then he began to wrestle with the tyre. For a 
long time he could make no impression, so Mamma and I came 
to his assistance, and we all pulled and tugged in different direc- 
tions, till suddenly, to our horror, both the wheels came off and 
the whole machine collapsed. Papa said we must have done 
something wrong, but as for Mamma and me, we burst out cry- 
ing. It was long, long past lunch-time, and oh! we were so 
hungry, and yet, for anything we could see to the contrary, we 
might have to stay on that inhospitable moor till we slowly 
starved to death. We were just contemplating this awful fate 
when, tO' our unspeakable delight, a gentleman rode up. If ever 

there was an angel Tall, dark, faultlessly dressed, with the 

sweetesst curly moustache — ^I could have kissed him then and 
there ! He dismounted, and with a charming bow, asked if he 
could assist xis. In less than no time the machine was put to- 
gether and the puncture mended; then we set out imder his 
guidance and arrived here. 

After all his kindniess we could not do less than beg him to 
dine with us. He is a Mr. Herring— one of the Yarmouth 
Herrings, a very old family, Mamma assures me. He seems to 
know quite a lot of our friends in Kensington. I wonder we 
never met him anywhere. He evidently mixes with the best 
people. There 's Lady Penniwisb, for instance, whom we were 
just getting to know : he says he calls on her two or three times 
a week, and when she gave her great ball last season, she con- 
sulted liim about the lobster salad. 

Jnversnaid. — We are staying here two or three days, and so 
is Mr. H. We can’t quite mal^e out what he is, but he is de- 
lightful. Yesterday he took us out fishing, and in a very few 
minutes landed a twenty-pound salmon. Papa congratulated 


him on the beautiful way he played it. Evidently it ’s not the 
first time you’ve handled a nsh,” be said; and Mr. H. blushed 
modestly, and admitted that it Wiisn’t. Mamma and I think he is 
an independent gontleuian oJr means and leisui'e. 

The Trossachs. — Mr, H. must be very rich. He has not taken 
a shooting this setison, but last year he had two thousand brace 
of grouse to ispose of, and Papa stiys only a very big shooting 
would yield such a bag. He is a charming acquisition. He gets 
up^ delightful picnics, and money seems to be no object. Papa 
thinks now tmit he must have something to do with the Stock 
Exchange, for the other day, the conversation hui^ppened to turn 
on some Refrigerator Company in which Papa is interested, 
Mr. H. seemed to know all about it, ‘‘for,” he exphuned, ‘‘I have 
(kibbled in ice a little.” 

This place is too beautiful. I should like to* live here forever! 
Last night Mr. H. rowed me up Loch Katrine to Ellen’s Isle, 
and we read The Lady of the Lake together. 

Callander . — Alas 1 our holiday is over, and we. start for town 
to-morrow. I have said “ Good-bye ” to Charl — I mean, Mr. H. 
Oh, sweet “Good-bye!” This evening, in the verandah — but it 
is too precious even for you, my Diary ! Still, there is consolation. 
He lives near us in London ; nay, he drives in his trap down our 
road nearly evei 7 morning. He must be rich: he keeps six 
horses, and I do love a carriage! Well, well, we have parted, 
but we may meet again. 

Kensington . — How can I tell what has happened? How de- 
scribe the wrath, shame, fury, humiliation that torment me ? 

Mamma had long been dissatisfied with her fishmonger, and 
yesterday, when we were calling on dear Lady Penniwise, she 
advised us to try the Y^armouth and North Sea Fish Supply 
A^ciation. It is a shop in the Harrow Road, one side full of 
fried fish, ticketed ** Snacks, one penny per portion,” the other 
a common fishmonger-and-poulterer’s. We entered. A man in 
j bus shirt-sleeves was standing with his back to us, bu^ at a 
sink. It was dark ; I could hardly see him, but a sudden terror 

seized me. I clutched Mamma’s arm. The man turned round 

Oh! Horrible! Horrible! It was he, Mr. Herring, our hero 
i of the Trossachs,^ skinning eels in Harrow Road I As he caught 
sight of us he smiled, bowed, and advanced towards us, but with 
a shriek, Mamma ana I had fed. 
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AN AUSTINIAD. 

{By Mr. Punch's Vagrant ContributoQ\) 

So you ^re at it again, my Alfred ! How stupendously crusMng 
it must be for the other unfortunate nations, 

To say nothing of Great Britain and Ireland, when you break out 
in the usual place with one of your (don’t take offence at my 
language : I don’t mean any harm) with one^ of your versi&ed 
lucubrations. 

I can fancy how France must be crouching, and how President 
Faurb grows purple in a perfectly impotent fashion 
When he reads in the Tiines of Wednesday, November 23rd, your 
outburst, which, by the' way, burst on us from the Villa di 
Bellosguardo, of patriotism and lyrical passion. 

The CzAB, I am told, when he read your ode, gave way to a 
terrible fit of Imperial Russian hysteria, 

And raved about knouts and the secret police, and (though I’m 
not quite certain about this,^ not having been there at the 
time, but still I’ve no doubt it’s reasonably accurate, and in 
any case it ’s likely enough) dropped some highly uncomfort- 
able hints about penal mines and Siberia. 

And as for Willy, the tourist, that stout and moustachioed 
spouter, 

I shouldn’t wonder if fury were to jprevent him just for once 
from yielding to his all but irresistible inclination to drink 
champagne and figure as a shouter : j 

He ’s bound to cower and shrink (which ought to do him good : 
for he ’s certainly on the fat side) and his nerves will be all 
in a panic, a 

Condition they ’re not much used to, when he first sets eyes on 
your ode entitled Pax Britannica.” 

By the way, dear Alf, when next you sit down (or walk about) 
with your forehead corrugated in consequence of prolonged 
thinking, 

With your well-fingered lyre lying close to your side prepared to 
^ be' struck like winking, 

While your waistcoat-buttons keep popping off with a noise that, 

^ if we heard it, would most profoundly affect us, 

Owing to the fearful amount of poetic afflatus which happens to 
be stirring about in your pectus, 

When next ini fact you start writing an ode at the Villa di some- 
thing or other. 

And you ’re tired of the usual metres and feel that, even if you 
• should die for it (but of course I sincerely hope you won’t), 
you must really try another. 

Why shouldn’t you try this metre of mine ; it ’s simple and, ex- 
cept to those who have to publish it at so much a line, it ’s 
thoroughly inexpensive, 

The chief point in its favour being that if you want tO' say a great 
many things you can just gO' and say them, since, as of course 
you have observed, the metre is extraordinarily extensive. 
Well, Alfred, I read your ode, I did, as I am a living sinner; 
Read it at breakfast first and then again at lunch, and, having 
found it a moderately good digestive, read it a third time 
at dinner. 

Of course it ’s a thoroughly sound and patriotic and recklessly 
dare-devil effusion, 

Filled up to the brim with disdain and sarcasm and every sort 
of high-toned allusion, 

But — it ’s my fault, I know ; I acknowledge it with deep regret ; 
still, there it is, you must take a man, as you find him and 
make the best of it, 

Not that I think for a single mo'ment that anything I have to 
say will have an effect on your wonderful ode, or be in the 
least degree a test of it' — 

But the fact is, your ode has mixed me up, brewed me, in short, 
and I ’m not accustomed to brewing, 

And in this peculiar condition I can’t make out for the life of 
me, in spite of ever so many honest attempts, what the lady 
you write about is doing. 

For at first she ’s lying behind her ramparts which (but isn’t this 
rather a new trick for ramparts ? Of course, you know best, 
1 merely mention it incidentally) are rolling, 

And she ’s weaving some long-drawn hours, an occupation which, 
under the' circumstances, she must find wonderfully consoling. 
In the next verse the seasons are^ mentioned, that is to say. 
Spring, Summer and Autumn (N.B. to tlm printer : 

Give them all a capital letter), but in this^ connection I feel 
called upon to remark that it was manifestly unjust and 
plainly the result of partisan feeling to omit all mention of 
Winter. 

I should like to know how you justify this exclusion and what in 
the wide world can have been your reason, 

For it’s obvious that Winter, if he had had a chance, could have 



TRUE HUMILITY. 

Parishioner, “Yes, Mum, I do admire the Vicar’s Sermons—' 
THAT I DO ! ” 

Vicar's Wife, “ I ’m so glad ! And you really understand 

THEM ? ” 

Parishioner, “Mb, Mum? Oh, no! I wouldn’t presume to 
understand I'HEM ! ” 

done things every bit as humorous and absurd as any other 
season. 

Well, to proceed, this lady of yours who when you first introduced 
her was lying without any motion. 

When we next come across her she ’s haughtily heedless and she ’s 
still, though you hadn’t mentioned it before, ploughing her 
peaceful way in strong disdain across ocean. 

Now this is an operation during which most ordinary voyagers are 
pretty severely billowed, 

But the lady you write of behaved in quite a different way, for, if 
we may trust the rest of the spectators, who were jealous 
nations and naturally wanted to slake their envy, she tra- I 
veiled with a Past on which she was pillowed. 

But at last she evidently got back from her ploughing and 
stirred like a lion — ^a lioness would have been apter — 

And shook out her strength and flashed and asked where her foes 
were, which seems a more or less silly question, but I admit 
lions often do ask silly questions, and then in her armour she 
wrapped her. 

And after that — but I can’t go on for the whole business gets 
tied up in an almighty tangle of curses. 

And fields and forges and lyres and fires and anvils and embattled 
hosts and vows that were futile — such a chaos as I never met 
with in any one else’s verses. 

So., Alfred, when next there ’s a crisis on, and you ’re tempted 
to play the bard, oh. 

Refrain, if you love us, from writing verse at the Villa di 
Bellosguardo. 

From the Upper House, or House of “Pears.” — Our atten- 
tion has been called tO' Pears’ Christmas Annual^ which should 
come in with Christmas cakes— of soap. It is a story entitled, 
“Who fears to speak of ’98?” If this is a conundrum, it is 
satisfactorily answered by the author, R. E. Fbanoillon, with 
illustrations by that genial artist whO' delights in the paternal, 
Christmassy name of “Dadd.” Dear old Dad* But this is 
Frank Dadd, bedad I an’ more power to- his elbow ! 
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A YELDT YVANT. | 

Being Eynrn No. 1 m tlie Ajpj^endhc to the \ 
BOOK OF OOM. i 

The Transyaal, finding: itself on the verge of 
bankruptcy, and having failed to raise a loan in 
Europe, has now laid a tax of five per cent, on tlu‘ 
revenues of the Xtaud mines .” — Batly Mapcr.] 

Lo ! as is laid the fowler's gin 
For conies and for hares, 

So do the pleasant paths of sin 
Abound in deadly snares. 

Of siich as oft offend his foot } 

Who wanders from the fold, i 

Of these the tap-, or primal, root 
Is giddy lust of gold. | 

In pastui'es green the righteous graise 
Like unto fatted kine, 

Nor with the wicked choose the ways 
Of darkness down a mine. 

With godly rage and grief renewed, 

Their fervid breast is smit 
To mark the naughty multitude 
Descend into the Pit. 

And, as of wine th' enticing red 
They shun within the cup, 

So at the ore they shake their he^rd 
When it is scooped up. 


Yea, for the foolish heathen's sake 
, They labour long and sore 
The pleasant path.s of sin to make 
Less pleasant than before. 

And whoso will not turn away 
Nor, timely wise, repent, 

Upon his lifted oof they lay 
A tax of five per cent. 

So from the sinful yellow crop, 

As with a whetted scythe, 

The faithful ones delight to lop 
Their wage of half a tithe. 

Though pious men of single eye 
Not paid can be with pelf, 

Who helpeth Heaven may thereby 
Be found to help himself. 

Thus for an holy end they take 
The spoil of them that spin. 

And from their filthy lucre rake 
The goodly shekels in. 

Thus reap they virtue's guileless gains 
And may with him compare 
Who in his borders entertains 
An angel uxiaware. 

No fear of dearth or grievous debt 
Their hearts shall e'er appal 
Who, like the hungry ravens, get 
By faith their wherewithaL 


Look not to primvHl ''nies<^ at need 
Betniy the tnisting tout ; 

Tlie ways of Kai.sers are indeed 
Fast hojKJ of finding out ! 

Blind in their ignorance or youth 
By cr(K>ked paths they go, 

Nor yet have learn<>d the bk^ssed trut h 
Which runm*th as below : 

WIw lend the riiihteous of their attuv 
May build thin hope upmi^ 

To map an hundredftfld^ or more, 

Not now, but later on ! 


Marcus Warp's CUlrnpars.— * What <lo 
you read, my Lord? " asks old Foloniun of 
Frince Itamlef, who straightway answers, 
Wards! Wards"! Wards!" And if the 
Prince of Denmark had explained that he 
had substitiit©<i a " for o " in order to 
refer to Marcus Ward's Calendars for '99, 
he would not have been understood by his 
Elizabethan audiencse, and Hamlet might 
^ver have come down to us in its present 
form, llie calendars are varied and 
numerous : the cards are varied and 
humorous. ^ Plenty of quotations very 
useful for diners^out wishing to achieve a 
reputation for being well-read persons with 
good memories. 
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___ O TEMPORA! 0 MORES! 

(A protest against the London County OouneiVs 
action with regard to the Qiceen's Hall Sunday 
concerts.) 

Ah! CoTinty C., why stop our glee? 

For bigotry is dead ; 

The broader mind can nowhere find 
Remotest cause to dread 
An instant fall of sioruples all 
If Sunday^s gloom should flee ; 

We Ve all agreed in word and deed, 
Except the County C. 

Each one of us would hail a ’bus 
Exalting strains to hear, 

The Queen her hall would loudly call 
(The price was never dear), 

And music’s star, with beat and bar, 
Would shine and urge the plea 
Of influence good, if we but could 
Escape the County C. 

CONFIDENCES. 

{Extracted from Mr. FitncEs Post-hag.) 

II. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — The trouble from 
which I am suft'ering is so personal and 
private that I must reveal it to my friend 
— need I say, to you, Sir? 

Let me state my case briefly. I am 
deeply, passionately in love with Cicely 
Dickinson, w'^ho is the most — but I spare 
you the epithets. Cicely, I am afraid, 
does not at present love me, though she 
ought to do so, since she loves my dog. 
But the trouble is that the dog isn’t really 
my dog at all, but somebody else’s. This 
explanation is not particularly lucid, but 
I will endeavour to make it clear. 

I only say this because I am perfectly 
confused. It is my theory that there is 
nothing like reducing things to paper. So 
I reduce this to paper in the hope that the 
process may do' me good. 

I live in chambers, and the man in the 
rooms above mine, with whom I have no 
personal acquaintance, owns a fox-terrier 
of migratory habits. The beast has a way 
of wandering into my room, where it esta- 
blishes itself on the heaith-rug until I 
happen to notice it. Then I throw a 
volume of the Law Beports at it, and it 
bolts. One day it happened to be in the 
room when Cicely and her aunt had come 
to tea with me ; of course, I should have 
kicked it out had I seen it. Cicely, how- 
ever, perceived it first, and went into rap- 
tures over it. 

“ Oh, what a pex'fect beauty ! ” she cried, 
‘‘I never knew you were fond of dogs, 
Mr. Tinkler,” and she looked at me with 
a new friendliness in her eyes that made 
my heart leap. “ What is his name ? ” 

“ Samho” I replied, promptly — not be- 
cause I knew, but it seemed a fairly pro- 
bable sort of name. Luckily, the animal 
wore no collar. Of course, I ought to have 
explained that the dog wasn’t mine, but 
you will understand why I didn’t. 

“Dear Samho” said Cicely, “come 
here, Samho,^^ and she proceeded to feed 
him with my bread-and-butter and cake. 
Then I had to answer a great many ques- 
tions about his age and habits, which was 
rather difficult, as no one can know less 
about dogs than myself. However, I man- 
aged to satisfy her somehow, and I was 
consdous that Cicely regarded pie with 
much more respect than before — simply on 
account of that wretched animal. But I 
did not mind, especially as she stayed much 
longer than usual. 

Presently I heard the sound of feet over- 



A HEAVY FALL IN ROOTS. 

Farmer {to Sportsman, who has just landed on a Pyramid of turnips). “ Dang it all, 
Measter, thee be a-bruisin’ ’em cruel.” 


head ; the man upstairs was going out. badly received. So the next time I bought 
Then there came a succession of impatient another dog, and took him instead. This 
whistles, and a voice shouting, ^^Snap! move, too, was a failure. Cicely ex- 
Snap!” pressed her surprise that the owner of 

Instantly the supposed Sambo rushed to Samho should have purchased such an 
the door, and placed his fore-paws against uninteresting cur. So I wrote to the man 
it, whining eagerly. I thon^t it better upstairs, offering to buy Snap, alias Samho, 
to let him out, because his owner would at his own price. Tins proposal was de- 
have been sure to hear him as he came dined with such unnecessary warmth that 
downstairs. I do not dare to suggest as an alternative 

“ A — a friend of mine,” I explained, that I should hire the beast for a couple 
“He — ^he takes Samho out for a walk for of months. 

me sometimes.” In the meantime, I never meet Cicely 

Cicely looked rather surprised. “But without her inquiring after Sambo. She 
why did he call him ‘ Snap ’ ? ” she inquired, and her aunt are coming here again next 
« It — ^it ’s a nickname he has for him,” week on purpose to see him. I shall have 
I said, and managed to change the sub- to put them off somehow, because the man 
ject. But when Cicely departed, she upstairs has gone into the country, and 
made me promise to bring Samho with me taken Samho — ^I mean Srmp — ^with him, 
when next I came to call. When the time To confess all would he ruin ; Cicely would 
came, and I appeared without him, my never speak to me again. What am I to 
explanation that he was confined to the do ? Yours distractedly, 

house by a cold in his head was rather Thomas Tinkler. 
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"RICHARD THE THIRD” ADAPTED. 

Zondm Smoke {tyrant ami murderer). “MKTiri.sKs thkkk ark two Eichmonds in 

THE i'XELD ! " 

MZr rS Sir William B. | 


LINES TO A I;ADY. 

Shs complaining that Gentlemen of Quality 
have ceased to he witty. 

Dear lady, since you do complain 
That gentlemen lack wit, 
i Now I, your servant, here would fain 
Set forth the cause of it. 

I am prepared to- throw, in short, 

A ray of light — a glint — 

From study of the tennis-court, 

And of the steel and flint. 

One fact at tennis I Ve discerned 
(From truth I seldom swerve) — 

A ball can scarcely be returned 
Without some one to- serve. 

And one thing more, I pray, remark 
(I think there ^s something in ’t)— 

A steel will not produce a spark 
Unless it meets a flint. 

Now Heaven forbid I should suggest 
(I have not so much nerve) 

That you, whose servant I ’m confessed, 
Should condescend to “serve”! 

And, if the man of wit ’s a steel, 

^ Dear lady, let me hint 
Your heart is far too- kind, I feel, 

For you to be — a flint ! 

PACE “PAX BRITANNIGA.” 

Sir, — What if an accidental misprint had 
occurred to the Laureate’s poem in last 
Wednesday’s Times? Suppose a “t” hact 
been substituted for an “ f ” ! as thus — 
Slowly as stirs a lion from his bed, 

Lengthens his limbs, and (^risps his mane, She 
rose, 

(“ She,” by the way, is England.) 

Then shook out all her strength, and, flashing said, 
“ Where are my toes 'it ” 

I am not a po^, but just ask, for in- 
formation, is “ said” a permissible rhyme 
to “bed”? I know ’Ark'S!; pronounoee 
“said” as “sed,” e.g., “he sez, sezee, to 
me, an’ I ’ll jest tell yer wot he sed.” But 
1 of course ’Arry isn’t Alfred, and Alfred 
I isn’t ’Arry. I cannot write further on 
; these lines, as the Laureate, with his 
“ rolling ramparts ” and “ white winged 
kee-ls ” (I know a hawk from a hand-saw, 
but what sort of a bird is a “keel”?),, 
which “flew fluttering,’’ inspire me with 
I the idea of at once leaving foggy London 
for somewhere or other on the coast where 
the South “ West wind blows.” Also, how 
about “foes” and “rose”? Of course, 
had it been “ roes,” that would clearly have 
j rhymed. Well, if Alfred be pleased, it’» 
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flbows ?1 ' ^ power to theh ^ a* hundred years hence to the 

'■* Pato-t nPAflmv 


A CROSS EXAMINATION ACROSS THE WATER. 

fudge, I am obliged to question you, General. It is my dufcv. 
And now you swear that he is guilty ? ^ 

^neral. On my honour as a soldier ! 

J udge. That is not enough. 

flag^Fran^^^^ ^ swear it on my sword, on my pedigree, on the 
o udge. Still I am not satisfied. 

General. Then I swear it on the graves of my ancestors ! You 
hear, on the graves of my an'oestors! 

Judge. I ^ sorry to ^ve to say it, hut still insufficient. 
Gensr^. Th^ I t^e the most solemn vow of all— I swear it by 
my mother ! You hear, Monsieur, by my mother! I repeat, 
wi^ tears, by my mother 1 By my mother ! ^ 

1 After t^t solemn declaration I must adopt the Eng- 
unknown at Eton. Will you back up your oa’^ 
by bettmg sixpence ? j- * 

Oemral. No, a thousand times no! 

Judge. And why not? 

General. Because I might lose my money ! [Curtain. 


..... V* UV VJJkV.U. ^ ^ . , „ 

1 Poet Taster. 

DOUBTFUL BLESSINGS. 

researches that London fogs are blessings in 
they contain a number of carbonaceous and sulphurouH particles 
which act as most valuable disinfectants and deodorisers.”— Globe.] 

Well, who would have thought it? Thi.s thick, yellow choker. 

a Third Metropolitan Smoker, 

This Chaos incarnate, this Visible Void, 

JHiis taste of Avernus, unblent, unalloyed, 

«is stifling concoction — one can’t call it air — 

Ihis pall of depression, this sea of despair 
1 pours down our lungs and our throats and our eyes. 
yy ho, who would have th^ght it a boon in disguise ? 

A boon in disguise, is it ? Credat Judeeus! 

A quite so green as some scientists see us, 

And af they are vexed that we doubt when they tackle us. 

At least they must own the disguise is miraculous 
De^qnse, does it ? Why, yes, I admit 
A -dram is as ottar of rose after it^ 

^*.§9^ disinfectant, but then, 

If it kills the hadUif it murders the men. 
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TRUE PHILOSOPHY. 


Ploughmtm. “An, things be different like wi’ them an’ us. They ’ye got a Trap wx’ no ’Osses, an’ we ’m got ’Osses 

wi’ NO Trap.” 


No, no I As we cough,, whifHe, sneeze, weep and sputter, 
Collide with a la,mp-post or trip in the gutter, 

Or suddenly get in a mO'iior-ca,r’s way, 

There are some of us ready to risk a fine day. 

If microbes mean sunshine, and germs a blue sky, 

Why, welcome, ye- germs and ye microbes, say II 
All hail, ye haciUi! Of this I am sure, 

We greatly prefer the disease to the cure. 


OUfi BOOKLNG-OmCE. 

One of the Baron’s asaista,nts' has been reading The. Others — By 
One of Them, by R. Neish (J. W. Arrowsmith, Bristol), and 
reports it to be a charmingly sprightly and humorous piece of 
work. Mrs. (or Miss?) Ntimsh discourses with a demure and 
artfully artless simplicity of the foibles of The Others, her rela- 
tions for the most part. All her characters stand out distinctly, 
and altogether the book makes most jjleasant reading. Most of 
the stories have appeared before, but it was well worth while to 
republish them. 

Tails with a Twist (Edward Arnold) is one of that series of 
eccentric Animal - Land - kind - of - prehistoric - illustrated books 
started originally by Mr. Bunch's own Prehistoric Artist, and, 
therefore, what better recommendation can there be of any such 
book than to name the artist ? His “ Leopard,” who “ waits for 
hours in the hall,” is the gem of this eccentric collection, specially 
recommended for Christmas time. 

My Baronitess widtes, concerning some Christmas Books, that 
The Boys of Bairmead (E. Warne & Co.), by M. C. Rowseli^, 
though by no- means an origimil plot, is a well-told story, with 
many touches of pathos. The characters of the two boys are 
well defined. Illustrations by Chris Hammond. The Owl King, 
a.nd Other Tales (F. Warne <fe Go,), by Rev. H. C. Inman, forms 
quite a new set of short fairy stories, brightly told, with illus- 
trations by E. A. Mason. Fancy 1 New Fairies! The ‘^Old 
Fairies ” were always wicked ones. Imagine how good then these 
brand new ones must be I 

Boundahout Bhymes (Blaokib and Son), written and pictured 
by Mrs. Percy Dearmhr, will give many happy half-hours to 


little ones. The amusii^ verses are accompanied by bright and 
original illustrations which add to their charm. 

JDash and Baring (W. and R. Chambers, Limited, Edinburgh) , 
being stories told by Gr. A. Henty, G. Manville Fbnn, David 
Ker, W. H. G. Kingston, Reginald Horsley, and many others. 
A set of short, stirring adventures in India, Africa, Spain, and 
other countries. To readers who like to- “wander in their 
minds” through the four quarters of the great globe, this book 
will be of the greatest interest. It contains eight stirring illus- 
trations by W. H. C. Groom, a name suggestive of an artist who 
.should have illustrated the work of Dr. Gordon Stables, 
ihe author of Courage, True Hearts (Blaokib and Son), 
which is all about a restless youth discovering a veritable 
Tom Tiddler’s ground, and picking up no end of shekels. 
The same firm publish the works of the ever-busy G. A. Henty, 
who skips with his boy readers over Both Bides the Border 
during the fifteenth century, when the Welsh and Scotch were 
getting themselves exceedinglv disliked by trying to unseat 
one of our own particular Hbnbys. The youthful hero is 
quite at his very best in such cheerfully disquieting times, and, 
as is only natural, he comes scatheless through, to the joy of his 
family. But in Aboukir and Acre, Henty makes history prac- 
tically repeat itself by re-telling the invasion of Egypt by Napo- 
leon, when Le petit Caporal found out that there is no royal road 
to the Nile, In Under Wellington's Command, the same author 
attempts an imitation of Charles Lever. Evidently the Penin- 
sular War gave the young Irish officers some opportunities for 
displaying the typical humours of the Green Isle. 

Harmless, and without profanity, is the nursery edition of The 
New Noah's Ark, by J. J. Beel. In fact the pictures are stiffiy 
and correctly conventional, quite on the lines of the perfect 
propriety models that were the fascination of the ancient Lowther 
Arcade School. The Sporting Adventures of Mr. Popple, chron- 
icled and illustrated hy G. H. Jalland, are of an old-fashioned 
sporting period, the time of ^^Jorrocks." Bopple has his 
amusing moments brightly depicted by the sportive artist. Both 
these books come from the stores kept at the Bodley Head, by 
John Lane. The Baron he B.-W. 
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■WHEN THE POLICE GET THE TELEPHONE. 

(A purely Imaginary Gonversation. ) 

Scotland Yard end. Constable at the receiur. 

Constable. Aro you there ? (Fause.) Are you there ? 

Voice No. 1. What do' you want ? 

Constable. To'beput on 304, Araininta Villas, East. 

Voice No. 1. Where is it ? Do you know the number ? 
Constable. Yes, 304. Mind, Aramimta Villas, East. 

Voice No. 1. Araminta Villas What? 

Constable. No, not “What,” but East. 304, Araminta Villas, 
East. (Pause.) Are you there ? 

Voice No. 2. Yes. Who are you? 

Constable. Scotland Yard. Criminal Investigation Depart- 
ment. 

Voice No. 2. I see. W'hat cjan I do for you ? 

Voice No. 1. Have you done ? Shall I switch you off ? 
Constable (earnestly). No, don^t do that. I am talking to a 
gentleman at 30^ Araminta Villas, East. 

Voice No. 2. Well, what can I do for you ? I can^t wait here 
all day. 

Constable. Sha^n't detain you a moment. Hasn^t there been a 
burd^? 

Voice No. 2. What, here ? Why, certainly. 

Constable. How long have you been there? 

Voice No. 2. About two' hours and a half. 

Constable. Much stolen ? 

Voice No. 2, Fairish lot. About £200 of plate and jewellery. 
Constable. Have you got hold of it ? 

Voice No. 2. Yea, it's in my possession. 

Constable. Well, that 's all right! B^ave you been long on the 
spot ? Couldn't make out what you said just now. 

Voice No. 2. About a couple of hours. 

Constable. Capital ! Have you captured the thief ? 

Voice No. 2. No, he's still at large. 


Voice No. 2. No, he's still at large. 

Constable. Dear me! How's that? Aren't you one of the 
Force ? 

Voice No. 2. No. I'm the burglar! Ta, ta. See you later. 

IBings of. Curtadn. 


AUGUSTE AND LUDWIG. 

A Little Trip. 

Bobinson. This is Brighton station. Let's go straight down 
to the sea in a cab. 

Ludwig. Yes, well. I go not very willing to foot, 

Auguste. In carriage? Certainly, Ah, how he make beauti- 
ful ! A magnificent time 1 Not of fog, not of mud. Are they 
detestable the fog and the mud of London ! 

Bob. It certainly is a jolly day down here. 

Awg. Tiens! I astonish myself that one is permitted in Eng- 
land to walk himself at the sun or to regard the blue heaven the 
Sunday, seen that it is a crime of to hear some music that day 
there. Is it that this society — ^how call she herself ?— this domi- 
nical society, essay not of to prevent the sun of to shine ? Ah, I 
recall me the name so long. It is the Society of the Workers 
and of the Lords for the Repose of the Day. It is that at little 
near. 

Lud. AeJh so! That is not quite righty. So much I remember 
myself is it something as ArbeitsameundadelherrschaftlicheUigliche- 
ruhegesellschaft. ^ 

Aug. Sapristiy guel noin! 

Lud. Bitie? 

Aug. How? That is also a German beer? If you have of 
them, of beers, at you! And you command a glass of — of all 
that? We other French we say all simply “ Un bnek.^^ 

Bob. No, no 1 That 's only his German attempt at the name of 
the Working Men's Lord’s Day Rest Association. 

Aug. G'est (la. 

Lud. Yes, yes, yes ! That have I sayed. 

Aug. Eh well, this Association desire the dominical repose. Is 
it that the members demand an absolute repose ? Then without 
doubt they eat a simple little dinner of cold meat the Sunday 
for not to make to work their cooks. 

Boh. Not they ! I 'll be bound they have a tremendous feed, 
what people of their sort call a “ Sunday dinner.” 

Aug. Vraiment? But for sure they clean their boots and they 
make their beds in order that their domestics repose themselves ? 

Bob. Don't ^xsk me! Hanged if I know! They're a lot of 
inconsistent, narrow-minded bigots. 

Aug. Tiens j ce cher Robinson sc fdcliey angers himself I 

Lud. Wunderbar! The Englanders are ever kalthliitig. 

Boh. Well, both of you would be angry if everything in your 
countries was done to please a lot of faddists — teetotalers, anti- 
vaccinationists, Sabbatarians, and so on — the people who make 
all you foreigners laugh at us. And well you may ! 

Aug. And however in the other Protestant countries one 
amuses himself the Sunday. In Germany, by exiimple, one can 
to go to the theatre, is it not, dear Mister? 

Lud. NatUrlich. 

Boh. The best thing you can do on Sunday in I^ondon is to get 
out of it. Here we are at Hove. Let 's take a walk by the sea. 

Aug. What beautiful time ! It is not precisely^ the heaven of 
Nice, but as English heaven at the month of November it is 
truly remarkable. 

Lud. TV undersell b n ! 

Aug. But what of world there clown at the border of the sea! 
Why that? 

Bob. Oh, they come fifty miles down here to breathe the pure 
air, and then they walk in a dense mass all in one little space 
where they must breathe the same air over and over again, V e 'II 
keep out of that cro*wd. 

Aug. I believe him well. But say you, my dear, the hour of the 
dejeuner is passed, is it not ? I commence to have hunger. 

Lud. Hungry? Ah so, that am 1 ever, and thirsty, very 
thirsty. In England can man one glass beer on the Sunday 
drink? 

Aug. There is not of cafe, and the taverns are shutted. 

Bob. On the contrary. You ettn always drink somewhere. 
That used to be the only amusement on Sunday, and if they stop 
all the music, it will be ap;ain. Let 's go to an hotel and have 
something to eat, which will be dijeuner 

Aug. A la bonne Jieure! 

Boh. Mittagessen 

Lud. GliicUicherweise ! 

Bob. And lunch for the three of us. We shall get back to 
town soon after six. As for you two in the evening, the County 
Council will take care that you amuse yourselves in a seemly 
manner. They are the guardians of London morals. 

Aug. Ah If we goed to make a little promenade all the 
long of^ the Piccadilly — if he fall not some rain, well heard— for 
to admire the tranquillity all to fact as he must of the principal 
street of the beautiful quarter of London ? 

Lud. Ah no, thank very! Boh. By Jove, no! 
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IT.B. Don’t leave yoitr SHopfiya until the TwrENiT-PouiiTH, unless you love a Oeush like this. 


HOW TO WRITE A CHRISTMAS AHHUAL 

Advice to Young JVHters, 

1. Choose a suitable and seasonable sub- 
ject, such a.s murder, suicide, or insanity j 
if you can work in all tbree, so much the 
better. 

2. If you want tO' make* your story a 
success, pay great attention toi your cha- 
racters ; the introduction of any character 
more cheerful than an undertaker mi^t 
prevent its acceptance and ultimate ap- 
pearance. A hero with softening of the 
bmin, a heroine who is hysterical, and a 
villain who* is a homicidal maniac, ought, if 
pr^erly handled, to provide your tale with 
sufficient interest. 

3. For the setting of your story, you 
can have no better place than a marsh ; 
nothing is more suggestive of damp and 
discomfort. A gloomy wood, a blasted 
heath and a chilly cavern also forlrn suitable 
settings. 

4. The weather is very important', so 






OKE FOK ElB NOB ! 

Winter Straivherry (to Giant Gooseherry). “I 
say, old chap, I think 1 Ve knocked you out this 

[The gathering of dishes of strawberries is reported 
irom all parts of the country . — Daily Yaper.] 


much can be done with black, impene- 
trable fog,” “the low white mist rising 
from the Jake,” “hail-stones stinging like 
whips of steel,” “ the blinding rain,” “ the 
roar of the tempest,” “ the howling of the 
wind,” “ the numbing, biting cold.” Frost 
and snow are rarely, if ever, used; they 
are generally kept for the Summer 
Annual®. 

^ 5. Pile on the agony. You cannot write 
m too gloomy a strain; the more gloom 
you put into your story, the more season- 
able you make it. 

6. The endiog is ve^ important. If 
you are unable to' kill off all yo'ur charac- 
ters, at least you will exercise sufficient 
care that your tale ends unhappily ; and 
having done this, and conscientiously car- 
ried out my instructions, you may look 
upon the acceptance of your story by a 
Chiistmas Annual publisher as a certainty. 


MOLLIA TEMPORA FANDI. 

( To Oi prospective Mother-in-law, ) 

Madam, I come — ^my present task, 

I dO' protest, is far from jolly — 

I coime, in point of fact, to ask 
For Mollib. 

’Tis true my means are brains and health, 
But my affection is unbounded ; 

With love as fare, she Tl be by wealth 
Surrounded. 

And you — ^I venture on the fact — 

Have still five daughters unprovided, 

(I use a courtesy and tact 
Decided.) 

Though mistress of no courts or parks, 

A daughter wed will do you honour. 

(We’U pass my father’s curb remarks 
TJpon her.) 

I trust that with a proper zeal 
I have approached you in the matter. 

My hopes I leave for you to seal 
Or shatter. 

And if you deem us both unwise. 

Yet stoop to- pardon us our folly — 

Let me assume domestic ties 
And Moldie. 


A PROTEST. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I think it high time 
to protest against Ludgate Hill being 
allowed tO' claim the distinction of being 
the “ worst station in the world,” Have I 
been dirty, draughty, bewildering, shaky 
and generally obnoxious for so many years 
without my demerits being reco'gnised by 
the thousands who have burrowed into my 
dirty labyrinths, or been baked, drenched 
or frozen on my ricketty platforms? If 
this be the casei, I had better be pulled 
down at once, and some pretentious, 
absurd, and comfortable edifice erected on 
my ashes. Really, it seems useless tO' try 
and displease everybody. 

Yours despondently, 

Clapham Junction. 



'‘Feiend” Ievingand “Feiend” Toole in 

THEIE HIGHLY POPULAE EnTEETAINMENT 

OF The Two Convalescents, 

Received hy the entire British BvMic wUh^heaHy 
congrafnifatiom ond mrnultuous appfame. 


VOL. cxv. 
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ANOTHER INJUSTICE. 

[“At a recent Women’s Convention, one of tlie 
speakers electrified her audience by announcing 
the discovery that the American Eagle was a hen.” 

Westminster GazetteT^ 
Arouse ye, my Sisters! No longer 
Shall Man set his heel on our necks ! 
No more shall we suflPer the stronger 
To trample our down-trodden sex ! 

No more, with alacrity nimble, 

Shall we truckle like slaves to the Men, 
For hark ye 1 Our national symbol, 

The American Eagle’s a hen! 

The monster that flaunts on the banners 
That wave in the bleak Russian air, 

Is sufficiently gauche in his manners 
To prove him a gentleman Bear. 

And doubtless the Lion of Britain 
Is of masculine gender, but then 
Not a line, not a word ever written 
Disproves that our Eagle ’s a hen. 

And this is the way that Men treat us' ! 

0 Justice ! how long shall they mock 
Thy name in this fashion, and cheat us 
By making the Eagje a cock ? 

Urn Sisters ! Dispel the delusion 1 
The cravens will palpitate, when 
They learn to their utter confusion, 

The American Eagle ’s a hen ! 


Whistling for the Whistler,— This has 
Mr. Heinemann done by relinquishing his 
title to the publication of Jambs McNeill 
Whistler’s Baronet and Butterfly, which 
now “France is to have first.” Happy 
France! Wictorious Whistler! “Napo- 
leon and I do ^ese things,” says James 
McNeill. Somr. Whistler has “gone 
nap ” and won. Mr. Heinemann is bear- 
ing up as well as can be expected. 


At Brighton. 

W elhhnoxm Bacher. Hullo, Jenkins. 
Glad to see you down here spending your 
money in this town. 

Well-known Bookie, Pardon me, Sir! 
Your money ! 




FIRST APPEARANCE OF AN OLD 
ACQUAINTANCE. 

“Mr. John Frost, I presume?” 

“Yes, Sir. I have come early, and 
may stay late.” 

P^he first snow of the season fell over the greater 
part of England in the middle of last month.] 


THE INTELLECTUAL TEN. 

[“Theie is a ladies’ club in London which consists 
of spinsters who will not marry because they cannot 
find men intellectual enough to deserve their com- 
pany. Last year there were seventeen members. 
This year there are only ten.” — Globe.'] 

A senior wrangler I, 

A thing o-f pur© mathematics, 

Of tangents, sines and statics, 

And cubes of x plus y, 

I ’ve to-iled by night and morn., 

Yet all is inefl^ual, 

For maidens intellectual 

My poor achievements scorn. 

Since last the Ladies met, 

Of those who were elected, 

Some seven have defected, 

But ten are waiting yet. 

With shame-filled eyes deject, 

I feel my blushes tingje 
To think that ten are single 

For want of intellect. 

Yet, must we climb such heights 
Of wisdom, ere attaining 


A hope of ever gaining 
These bright and burning lights, 

I rather fear mere men 
Will cease the 'vain endeavour, 
And leave as Spinsters ever 
These intellectual Ten. 


SCOTLAND FOR EVER! 

{In the person of Nicolas the Second, AlexandrO’ 
vich McCallumof . ) 

[According to the new number of the Proceedings 
of the Angh^Biissian literary Society, the Ro- 
rainovs derive their descent from Andrew Camp- 
BBLL» a Scotsman. The Tsar of all the Russias is 
therefoi’e a Highlander by extraction, and the 
McCallum More is his tribal chief.] 

They say, whene’er the Pole is found, 

^ Scotsman we ^all see 

A-sitting there — ^the proof is soiund, 
Shown by a pedigree. i 

The Tsars are Scotch, and order reigns 
While they Warsaw control ; 

That ’s how the canny Scot takes pains 
To sit upon the Pole. 
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THE DIART OP A SUOCESSPUL GENERAL. 

October 20. — ^ain after victorious campaign against 
Objibbeway Indians. Wonder how manty people in England 
know who* Objibbeway Indians are ? No* matter. Feel as nt as ' 
a fiddle. Hard as nails. Nothing like active service to put you 
in condition. Shall dine quietly at the Club, and look in at a 
theatre in the evening. Crowd cheering in the street. Wonder 
why? 

October 21. — did go to a theatre, the Empire. A dreadful 
experience. As soon as I entered my box the entire house rose 
to its feet and sang “ See the Conquering Hero* — a tune I 
loathe* — ^led by the band. Buried myself at back of box and tried 
to pretend I wasn^t there. No good. Cries of Jones,” General 
Jones” — my name is Jones — drew me out of my retreat and 
I bowed my acknowledgments, feeling an utter ass. Have pro- 
mised to open a bazaar to-morrow morning, lunch with the 
Committee after the ceremony, dine at the Guildhall in the 
evening. Heavens I 

October 22, Midnight. — A dreadful day. Road to bazaar lined 
aipplauding loafers who cheered me in the streets. Concealed 
my rage at all this* fooling and smiled hypocritically. At bazaar 
made a speech about nothing in particular. Am no orator, but 
Co'mmittee insisted. More cheers. Then lunch. Ten courses. 
Last^ an hour and a half. Made another speech, still about 
nothing. I am a vile speaker. Finally made my escape in time 
for Guildhall banquet. Turtle and all the rest of it. Made a 
third speech. Said I should go away with a full heart. As near 
the truth as I dared to go*. My hosts cheered lustily. They were 
full, too, no doubt. Bed, 1.30. 

October 23. — ^Feel rather chippy this morning. Liver out of 
order. Consult a doctor, who advises rest^ plain living, and early 
hours. All vei'y fine, but don’t s<ee how it ’s to* be done. Must 
go to Penzance to-day by the one-thirty train to receive the 
Freedom of the City. Followed by inevitable banquet. And I 
always eat too much at a banquet ! Lunch off a biscuit and a 
glass of sherry at station by way of plain living. Sleep in the train. 

October 24. — ^Back from Penzanoe by motming train, with Free- 
dom (in casket) packed in my portmanteau. Must be at Oxford 


by three, where honorary D. C. L. awaits me, followed by public 
dmner in the Town Hall. Mem. — Must have my uniform let out. 

October 25. — Oxford hospitality itself. I^esult, another attack 
of liver. Am quite yellow about the gills, and my uniform 
threatens to give way at the seams, vShall take a pill and a rest 
to-day. Later. — ^No rest for the wicked. Will I dine to-night 
with Commander-in -Chief ? Hang Commander-in-Chief ! Must 
go-, I suppose. Small and early, I trust. 

October 26. — Small and early? No saich luck. Thirty people 
dining. Two hours at table. Smoked too many cigars and 
drank more than my quantum of champagne. Not greed this. 
Sheer nervousness. Result, a tongue like blotting-paper and a 
blood-shot eye. And now must be off to Glasgow to receive a 
complimentary address. Why on earth can’t they send these 
things by poet? After that dinner with the Lowlands Society 
— wish I could never see a dinner agjunt — and then back to 
town by midnight train ready to go to Windsor to-morrow. 
HeighiO* I 

October 27. — Just back from Windsor. Most kind and com- 
plimentary, but oh, the fatigue 1 Worse than a dozen campons. 
Digestion all gone to the deuce. No sleep for two nights. 
Nerves, sheer nerves I Look through my engagements for the 
next few days. Here they are. Open Industrial Exhibition 
(luncheon and speech). Dinner at Free Trade Hall, Manchester 
(speech). Receive an address of welcome, Southampton (dinner 
and speech). Congratulatory address from working men (speech). 
Dinner with Authors’ Club, Society of Arts, Painters in Water 
Colours, Omar Khayyam Club, Pioneer Club, Society of Anti- 
quaries, with speech in each case. And I’m no orator 1 ^as 
ever well-meaning soldier more woefully abused ? 

October 30. — ^Thank goodness. Objibbeway Indians broken out 
again. Ordered back to the front at once. All acceptances 
cancelled, as the sporting papers say. A load off my mind. Feel 
better already. Start from Charing Cross to-night. Conceal 
time of departure to avoid valedictory addresses on the platform. 
Catch me coming to England again in a hurry I Not if Iknow it. 

Appropriate Motto for the Welcome Club at Earl’s Court. 
— Let ’ehi all come.” 
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Simply delightful is the collection, published in perfect style 
and form by ‘Hhe Old House at Home,’’ viz., Messrs. Braubtjry, 
Agnew, & Co., of Master Phil May’s drawings, illustrating the 
truly whimsical notion of Songs an^ their Singers, though per- 
haps the more appropriate title would have been. Songs without 
Singers, since the talented vocalists, pour rire, do not seem in any 
case quite up to their work. But oblige the Baron by casting your 
eye on “The Storm Fiend.” Isn’t he delightful! Likewise admire 
“ The Warrior Bold,” with his toes turned in, and the feeblest 
notes issuing fromi his un-clarion-like throat, whence issues no 
“certain sound ” for the battle. But they are all delightful and 
Things of the Beautifully Humorous and Joyous for Ever, es- 
pecially at the merry time of Christmas, when, in mid-winter, we 
rejoice in the present ful-PHiL-iment of the promise, in the per- 
formance^ of May. 

Most sincerely does the Baron trust that in real life there are 
not very many such cases as the two' that gO' to make up the 
story of Mutineers (John Lane), as told by A. E. T. Legge. A 
woman, well worth winning, twice marries, and each time it is 
“ the wrong ’un ” ; the only distinction between the two choices 
being that number one is utterly wrong, while number two is 
what may be termed a faute-ds-mieux ” chap. The other case, 
in a much lower social scale, is that of a kindly draggle-tailed 
fille, speaking the language of an ’Arriet, who is desperately and 
honestly in love with the above-mentioned faute-de-mieux young 
man, and having thus aroused the jealousy of her foormer para- 
mour, a drunken scoundrel of a fellow who has been desperately 
attached to her, she meets her death at his hands, and then he 
kills himself. That’s the story. The first part of it, “in 
Society,” is pleasant and bright, and the characters lead you on 
to hope for the excitement that never comes. 

The Baron db B.-W. 

A WORD FOR THE L. C. C. 

{By Toby.) 

Though Ludwig and Auguste may; fire off their witticisms, 
And Robinson level the shafts of his criticisms. 

Hurrah for the Council 1 We dogs all agree 
They are jolly good fellows, the London C. C. 

Wliat say you ? Your singers no' longer may howl ? 

They ’ve stopped Wuiiday concerts ?— ^e don’t care a growl ! 
What ’s a matter of far more importance to me, 

They ’ve stopped stupid muzzles, the London C- C. 

There ’s a cat that hiis cheeked mO' for years, but I vow 
I ’ll soon put a stop to her impudence now. 

Just wait till I once get her cornered, and she 
Will learn what is meant by the London C. C. 

The butcher-boys, too, will be almost polite 
When they see us unmuzzled and ready to- bite. 

Yes, a good time is coming, and therefore say we. 

Hurrah, jolly dogs, for the London 0, C. ! 


BELLE O’ NEAY YORK CO., UNLIMITED. 

Even Othello, could he now appear at the Shaftesbury Theatre, 
jealous as he might be of successful ttiusical farce, would not 
exclaim, “Silence that dreadful Belle,” i,e., the charming Belle 
of Nexo York. Like the renowned Mr. Guy Fawkes, she has “ no 
plot to speak of,” but the lively and catching music, the 
bright and pretty singing and dancing girls, Miss Edna 
May chaunting sweetly, and Miss Phyllis Rankin as a gay 
Parisienne, rankin’ among the first, carry the musical piece along 
and keep the game merrily moving through two acts and six 
scenes, to the great delight of the audience. Mr. J. E. SuLLiyAN 
is first-rate as the eccentric “ polite lunatic ” ; while the whistling 
and dancing of Mr. Frank Lawton, assisted by Miss Ella Snyder 
— “ Snyder I how you wos ? ” — in the dancing, not the whistling, 
are things to be heard, seen, wondered at, and applauded. Then 
Mile. Proto, Dancing on her toe-toe, Worthy she of note 0. So 
we can say, Go to S ee the Shaftesburee. 

A New Launch. — ^Hop'wood and Crew, the well-known music- 
publishera, have performed the not now uncommon magical feat 
of “turning themselves into” a Company, Limited. May their 
board meetings, with the “ Crew ” all on hoard, under the com- 
mand of the Pilot of the Finafore, bight Sir Arthur S. Sullivan, 
be harmonious, the members of it being bound to one another 
by the strongest chords of mutual interest I May their sales and 
returns ” be profitable 1 They have a Chappell on board, but as 
there is no Chaplain, perhaps a quiet performance of sacred music 



THE CLAIMS OF FRIENDSHIP. 


Substantial Friend. “Oh, Chrissie dear, my Bicycle has col- 
lapsed, AND I WAS IN UTTER DESPAIR, TILL I REMEMBERED YOU 
HAD JUST GOT A LOVELY NEW ONE, AND I KNEW YOU ’D LEND IT ME 
DIRECTLY ! ” 


will be deemed sufficient for Sundays. Charles Coots, a coot 
man of business, is one of the officers, and the motto on the flag 
might be Coote gui Coote. All clear. Steam ahead. 

“WHERE FORTUNE ‘LEYDS.’” 

[“Dr. Leyds, in bis endeavours to raise money for the Transvaal, has 
visited several capitals .” — Daily Pm.v.] 

In Berlin. 

Dr. Leyds. Can I see the Finance Minister? It is on a little 
matter of business connected with a loan. My name is Leyds, 
and 

Glerh. Afraid everybody is out. Call again in a year. 

[Door shut sharply. 

In Madrid. 

Dr. L. Ahem ! I am Dr. Leyds, and I have come here in con- 
nection with a scheme for raising a loan for the Transvaa ^ 

Clerk. Out you go 1 [Is promptly hooted downstairs. 

In Portugal. 

Dr. L. I have come here on the business of 

Clerk. Is your name Leyds ? 

Dr. D. It is. I have come here 

[Is seized by the waistband and lack of his neck and put outside. 

Slow curtam as he fumbles for return half of his ticket home. 

Novel Sub-Aquatic Scheme for Millwall.— There ’s a plan at 
the office of the Board of Works in l^lar District, an idea itself 
likely to be pop’lar. “ Tinder the Water to* Charley,” ’Arriet 
, will sing. 
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Mr, Boreham {in the^ thiclc of a l(Mg md pointless B'ioryr), ‘‘ Well, as I was saying, I 
HAPPENED TO BE IN THE CiTY THE OTPIER DAY, AKD, AS I WAS WALKING- DOWN ClIEAPSIDE, 
WHOM SHOULD I MEET BUT MY OLD FRIEND, STOUGICLISr', WHOM I HAVEN’T SEEN FOK FIF- 
TEEN Years. Well, what do you think he did? Hehiwped dead when hr saw me, 

SLAPPED ME ON THE ShOULDEH, AND SAID, * SUKELY THIS IMUSU BE MY DEAR OLD FRIEND, 

Bobeham ? ’ ’’ She {xoith difficulty Jceeping awake), “"Yes ? — mnd was it ? ” 


DEPRECIATIONS, 

I. 


DRAMATIS PEllSONiBl. 

Sir W. y. H-bo-rt {witi/ng). 

Mr. John M-bl-y {not there). 

And you ax© back among your books again. 
Who never should have left that first 
emplo‘y 1 

So George Te-v-ly-n thinks ; and he should 
know. 

Too giddy-fickle was the life of State 
Yor on© who walks i* th^ world with single 
eye 

And scorns to wink the other. Good old 
John! 


I, too, th« frequent butt of Fortune's spite, 
And deadened with the windy war ot 
wo-rds 

(Your caiptioois -Bannbrman, your talking 
■Bibaok), 

Fall back upon my earliest delight, 
Humaner Latteus — ^written to the Times. 
In. serxiei col 1111108 stiff with trenchant type 
Taking idorning air they hold their own 
Even beside the larger movement in 
Encyclopcxiice Bvitanniccej 
Sold bytlaejoHot, with revolving case 
A trifle erntra. ^Tis a noble work. 

The« y©«ar deeldnos : in yonder Malwood 
glsudefv 

The last leaf dr« ps reluctant, leaving bare 


The last coefc-pheasant. I could hit the 
thing 

From this same window, if he did not move 1 
I was a fighter onoe ; but that is past, 
Except on paper. You recall the time 
When, unfcr that great Gaptain^s eagle 
glance, 

I in the golden prime of Derby days, 

You at Newcastle (somewhere in the 
North), 

We fought like Kitcheners for Irish Rule — 
Or was it Local V eto ? One forgets I 
How like a dream the youthful splendour 
fades! 

For we were relatively young, and took 
Time by the forelock, which is not the same 
As Celtic fringes. Life had colo-ur then, 
And where the .shadows crossed it, you 
and I, 

Did we not let our sunbeam-play of wit 
Fall like a glad surprise? I fancy so. 

But even Autumn^s after-glow is off ; 

And now a common blueness, winter’s wear, 
Obscures the prospect — ^which is also' blue. 

John, have you ever been a Leader ? No . 
That where the difference comes in. I 
have! 

And still the glory clings to me in name 
Though not in substance. May you never 
How exquisite a pain it is for on© [know 

Built as I am, opaque and something more. 
To be regarded as a j>ervious ghost, 

A wraith, a so.rt of thing through which you 
walk 

And notice no obstructioix ! This is bad. 
But all night long to labour at the nets, 
The weary night and never lift a fish, 

And then, at 9 a.m., to hear report 
About Another breakfasting in bed 
On bloated herring— this is even worse ! 
You talce my allego*ry ? There’s a Man 
Affects the City functions, moves at large 
On sundry platforms Edinboro’ way, 
Making remarks on books and Grand Old 
Men 

And foreign complication.*^ ; signs himself 
Patriot first and politician next, 

And has a curious way of winning hearts I 
That is the Man whose blood I wish to have. 

I thank my Natal Star that never yet 
Wag I accused of being popular ! 

My simpler aims have been to know my 
place, 

And Jccep it In the former I succeed. 

But sometimes fail to bring the latter off. 
Still there are corapensatiens, I shall read 
Your biogranh, though you, I fear, have 
missed 

My letters on the Ohxaroh . I often wish 
That you could feel yourself more closely 
drawn 

To Cleric matters ! Good-bye, Honest John, 

Pons Asinorum. 

{By an “ Eton Scug" — N'o Borm.) 

P'ln consequence of the judment of the House 
of Lords, Windsor Bridge has bt'on freed, and the 
gate and posts demolis'hed.’ — ‘Jbeil y Taper, "I 

At last is Windsor Bridge unbarred, 

No gate or post the road may block, 
No more the bronze-compelling guard 
The ooinlees charioteer shall mock! 

No more illegal dues we ’ll pay, 

Freed by most righteous of awards ; 
Eaten and done is Windsor’s prey 
Since Eton ’s unaned, *S'ir, in the Lords ! 


Geographical Mem. fob the *‘Pall 
Mall Gaxettb.” — Liitticli is the German 
name for the Belgian town of Libge. This 
fact may save further Liittich^gation, 
either on the part of the Duke of Orleans 
or any other high personage. 
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CONSOLATION. 

Sv-ENia-^At a Yeomanry Ball. 

Liith Major fiimhin {who fancies himself misideraMy, and has a hmcJc of running after the 
finest and most heavtiful unmen in the room^ coming wp for thefiHh time with his engagernmt-eard 
to Mrs. Boyd, w7^> is en routtJ for the hall-room with QSlonel Eaines). ‘‘Oh ! Mrs. Boyd, I've 

COME TO " 

Mrs. Boyd, “So awfully sorry, my dear Major, I've promlset) every Dance. But 
{taking pity on him) you shall ketch my Cloak and call my Carriage. Now mind, I 

SHALL DEPEND ON YOV” 

Major B, “With pleahttrb ! ” 

[Btct as it is a pouring wet night, and Mrs. Boyd will probably stay for another couple of 
hours, the ardovrr of tlu little Major is considerably damped. 


“WEDNESDAY, NOV. 30. ST. AtiDREW.” 

Sweet are the joys of remimscence, my 
fellow Old Etonians. (Ah 1 Jones, I glaa 
to see yon about again. That was a nasty 
attack of rheumatism you had. What I 
Smith! I never expected tO' meet you. 
So* that ’s your grandson ? A likely-looking 
kd. At the o<ld shop, is he ? Glad to hear 
it. “Train up a child,” <fec. Lowry’s 
House? Ah! hek long after our time.) 
Doesn’t a glance at the calendar refresh 
youT minds with pristine vigour? St. 


Andrew’s Day. A day of days, and much 
better than your fourths of June. Do you 
remember? But that’s a sad question, 
and of course wo all remember, be it ten, 
twenty, or fifty years ago*. And the old 
wall is still standing. May it stand for 
ever I And you can still sit there, drum- 
ming your heels, and shouting yourself 
hoarse? (Of course I mean this in a 
general sense. You or I, Jones, could 
scarce climb up there now, ladder or not.) 
May it he sat oh for all time! 

I should like to go- down there to-day, 


and watch the old game once more. But 
my daughter won’t allow it. It’ s too cold, 
she says. (It ..always was a cold day,_ I 
wonder why ?) And I do* remember going 
down — oh! a long time ago* — about ten 
years after I had left. It was rather pain- 
ful. The new faces of hoys who stared at 
me got on my nerves. I seemed to have 
no part or lot in the old place. And yet 
I felt the old right of poissession. Then I 
got very excited over a bully in calx. I 
shouted. But it was a poor shout, and a 
sense of shyness and timidity cut it short. 
Nothing like the old long-drawn “ Oo-o-o- 
ollegers,” which usc'd to issue from my lusty 
throat. Oh! it was very sad. I could 
have sat down by the waters of Babylon — 
or anywhere else* — and wept. Don’t you 
think of going down, Smith, although I 
know you were my fag, and like to consider 
yourself a mere stripling still. It would 
only make you sad, too. And then you 
would be sure to overeat yourself at the 
club in the evening, and give your family 
a bad time all next day. 

No, old friend. We are' out of the race. 
Let us dine quietly at the club, and hear 
all about the match from that young 
nephew of mine, who is dining with me. 
He is going down to see it. But he only 
left four years ago*. Then, over our bottle, 
we can discuss old times, and drink to 
PosTHUMtrs and other absent friends. Ah ! 
we were* giants in those days. They are 
very small* bo'ys now. But the- old shop 
never changes. Floreat Fiona. 


EXEGI MONUMENTUM. 

[“ The Sirdar is reported to have told an East 
Anglian Mend, at the reception the other night, 
that since his arrival in England he has received 
over a hundr^^d laudatory poems.” — IDaily Baper?^ 
What time through many minor throats 
The stream of minor verse is rippling, 

In minor lays of dulcet notes, 

Pro-m minor maid and half-fledged strip- 
ling. 

Amid the- quire of warblings transcendental 
Be- mine to- raise* a record' monumental. 

It is not that my minor verse 
Is better po-lished, crisper, smoother 
Than theirs — ^more limpid or more terse, 

Or even craimper or obscurer — 

My reams like theirs the threadbare carpet 
litter, 

Like theirs my o*utput is a feeble twitter. 

Ah no! but thus I bid for fame — 

Not that I problems disentangle, 

Or wing my shafts with nobler aim — 

But only that of all who* mangle 
Their honest mother^tongue, and metres 
murder, 

I never wrote a line about the Sirdab. 

COMING PROM THE DOG. 

{Mems. from a Canine Note-book. ) 
Muzzles likely to come off. Hooray ! 
They have been removed in the country 
for ages. However, Lo'ndon has had to 
wait. But that’s all over. 

Now what have I to* do? 

Bark at the postman, the hutoher-boy, 
and the lad who* comes for the daily papers. 
Have a fine time with the cats. 

Look out for that bicycle, and go for the 
chap in knickers. 

Chivey the snmH child that walks about 
with a bun. 

And— but this must be done with gi^at 
caution— if I have o-nly the opportunity, 
have a real good bite at the legs of the 
police. 
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THE TEIAIS OF OITR AETISTIC FEIEITD, LEOSTAEDO DA TOMPEHIS 

( TTho lives in an tmappreciativc Sulurl), 

Ur Lid/y FrieTid^ mid in an ostentatious stage-whisper). “ ’AMLET ! 


DARBY JONES ON THE HARVEST 
or THE TURF, 

Hontotjeed Sir, — Those who have 
deigned to pemse the Unobtrusive Effu- 
sions whidb. you have graciously permitted. 

appear in all the Assertiveness ot 
Printers* Ink will, I trust, have given me 
credit ^when sordid traders would not) 
for 'having never ceased to impress upon 
my Patrons that the Sport of Emperors 
and lesser Potentates is not game whereat 
those but mediocrely endowed with the 
Spondulicks of Fortune can play. The 
Account Rendered of the Flat-Racing 
during the Past Season fully bears out my 
assertion that in this diversion, even as 
Sweets go to the Sweet, so are Riches 
heaped^ on to Riches, with but few of those 
Exceptions which serve to prove the 
Aureous Rule. At the summit of the 
CTOlden Pippin Tree all good Sportsmen 
must be glad to* find Mr. Leopold de 
Rothschild, who', by the prowess, among 
other quadrupeds, of GoMta, Fosco, Jacque- 


mart, Ooldm Bridge, Trident, and St. Brts, 
places the very comfortable sum of 
£30,267 IO 5 . to his banking account. It 
would be interesting to know what (doubt- 
less) Unsparing Outlay on Mr. Leopold’s 
part was so handsomely recouped. Then 
follow in order named the Duke of West- 
minster and Mr. C. D. Rose, almost 
making a deadnh'eat of it with £16,295 10s. 
and £16,265 10s. a-piece (I appreciate these 
honest half-sovereigns) ; after whom follow 
Sir J. Blundell Maple, Lord Rosebery, 
and Mr. Larnach (the lucky Proprietor ot 
Jeddah and Victoria May), Mr. P. Loril- 
LARD, the Duke of Devonshibb, Mr. Wal- 
lace Johnstone, Lord William Beres- 
PORD, Mr. R. C. Vyner, Sir James Miller, 
Pnnco SoLTYKOPF, H.R.H. the Prince of 
Wales, Captain Greer, Mr. Jersey, Mr. 
H. V, Long, Sir R. Waldib Grippith, and 
Lord Durham. All these top the “ Five 
Thou.” Limit, and below them, in 
/Four and Throe Thou.” Division,. there 
IS not a Needy' Owner from Mr. Douolas 
Baird down to Mr. J. A. Miller. If I 


can trust my somewhat Defective Memory. 

I think it was a noble Northemer and 
Steward of the Jockey Club, who once 
declared that Wealthy Prizes attracted 
AVealthy Patrons, and that this fact con- 
duced to the Glory of the Turf, which, 
being interpreted, means, “only Million- 
aires need apply ! ” 

Far it from one so humble as Myself 
to cavil at the Ipse Dixit of a Groat i 
Authority, but in quite a Uriah-Heep-like 
vein, I venture to suggest that if, instead 
of having Three “ Ten Thousand Pounders ” 
per annum, the authorities were to spread 
their Golden Syrup over some of the Dry 
Crusts offered to the Little Equine Specu- 
lators, it would do much to do away with 
“Bottlers” in Selling Races. There are 
many Honest Harvesters who would like a 
Cut at the Corn, without being compelled 
to resort tO' continual Gleaning for a sub- 
sistence. I am no Jack Straw or Wat 
Tyler, honoured Sir, but if you or any 
other Bulwark of Equine Equality will 
consult the Record of Foreign Racing, you 
will readily perceive that in the matter 
of distributing Prize-Money, they do these 
things better in France, though to be sure, 
from our point of view, the (Sftul is wofully 
lacking in Free Trade principles, and pre- 
fers to keep the majority of his “Bits” 
for Home-made bridles. Captain Krite- 
RiON prophesies, that if I persist in my 
“ ill-advised theory,” I shall be warned off 
Newmarket Heath. I need scarcely say 
that in this respect he has the advantage 
over your dutiful servant, Darby Jones. 

P.S. — I humbly submit my remarks to 
that Great Gimoracker, Lord Durham, who 
appears to be a sort of J ockey Club General 
Boulanger. There is a Minister for Agri- 
culture, why not one for Turfculturo ? 
Lord Durham might take the office, and 
be Government Handicapper, Starter, 
Chucker-out, and Head Lad all rolled into 
one. His ancestor killed the Lambton 
Worm. His Lordship might slay the Hydra- 
headed Horrors, which are apparently bred 
on the Turf like rabbits. They would be 
sure to succumb to Durham mustard. — D. J. 

UP FOR THE CATTLE SHOW. 

You who in multitudes appear 
In humdrum London year by year, 

W^hen fogs are chilly, 

Still crowding in from every hand 
To Holborn, Islington, the Strand, 

And Piccadilly ; 

You view our sober shops, arrayed 
With signs of unaccustomed trade, 

See all, or try to. 

While shows that else we never see, 

This week we, also, busily 
Are fain to fiy to. 

Through London as your way you wind 
It stiiggers the bucolic mind, 

^ And overawes it ; 

Yet does it not occur to you, 

The busy turmoil a.s you view, 

*Tis you that cause it ? 

AVe jiplerate the noisy show, 

Wait patiently until you go 
^ (Great though the stir be), 

Till once more with its normal hush 
London r^overs from the rush 
Of rxis in urhe. 

Shakspearian Advice to the Bald. 

“Away and mock the time with fairest 
flow^ 

False hair must hide what the bald pate 
would show.” 
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BlucjacMt {who has bmn hmUd twice roimd the sick hatj^ ycllmg inarticulately^ hy the Surgeon with theforcejos)^ “ Why, you ’ad me 

BY THE Tongue ! 


IN lUTURO. 

[“ By moatia of tho new railways, Southern China will he not only modern- 
ised hut llussianised. ... In conne''-tion with the development of the Soudan, 
a^tclegraph office has boon established at Omdurman .” — Daily Dress.] 

China Day by Day. 

May-Kee-Fun was charged witii Use-majestying the Czar, and 
fined five taels. 

We are requested to state that the Government still has a few 
eligible spaces on the Great Wall to let for advertising purposes. 
All pictorial representationis should be first submitted to the 
Pekin County Coundl. 

A very smart function was that mven by Mandarin and Mrs. 
Nibu-Wbd at their town-house in Fash-shim Street. Koyalty 
was represente<l by Prince Haw-Tee and Prince Fat-Tum. ^e 
Governor of the province, Squeb-Sem, was also there, whilst 
Generals Rumoldoookski and Watryski, Madame Bonnetorf and 
Bisho-p PiLOTSKi might also- have been noticed amo-ngst the 
numerous guests. Owing tO' indisposition, W^tn-Lung, Wee- 
Hart, Li-Ing-Tung, Wont-Kum, and General Obfulkorf were 
unable to be present. The refreshments were supplied by the 
famous Russian caterers, Messrs. Jamtartoff and Pbnnibunskx. 

Attention has been called to the growing practice of tipping 
railway-guards to secure separate compartments. This ^uses 
inconvenience to other passei^ers, and is also provoc^ive of 
annoyance to the man whO' gives the tip, when the Russian 
guard, after taking your tael in his hand, pulls it — ^the door, we 
TDean-— open, and admits half-a-dozen women and babies.^ The 
Russians, in this instance at least, do believe in the policy of 
" the c^n door.” 

Un-Sung, the poet^ collaborating with M, Ivoryspankbroff, 
the well-known St. JPetersburg musical genius, in producii^a 
comic opera, to be played at the Slang-Tung Theatre. The 
work wiU be dedicated to the Czab, and will be entitled, Always 
*a Xoo^. 

Eoclracts from the “ Oindu/tman Daily News <md KhirUmtt Courier^' 
a Nileist newspaper : — 

We are glad to see that amongst the latest improvements to 


i our town, an automatic penny-in-tho'Slot weighing machine is to 
hQ placed at the corner of all the principal thoroughfares. We 
vent'ire to think that if our respected townsman, Fattedh Pasbca 


appliances, he will not hna himiseli or those who ax© weignea m 
the balance and found wanting.” 

Ibrahim Balmy-onther-krumpbt-Bey was, we regret to an- 
nounce, removed to the Khartoum Lunatic Asylum on Monday 
last. 

In the great aquatic Derby, competed fox yesterday over the 
usual course on the Nile, Mahdi Pasha’s smart three-year-old 
crocodile, Ferdmmoneh II. (L. db Rougbmont up), scored an 
easy win by a couple of lengths. The winner started favourite 
at six bo four on. 

The praiseworthy efforts made by our excellent and pushing 
Town (Councillor, Yusup Rbff Yusb, to generate electric power 
for the street tram-cars, out of dust and cinder ashes, have not 
met with the success which they undoubtedly merit. But we 
hope he will persevere ; and let him remember, that even Fashoda 
was not evacuated in a day. 

Infbhmy Mustyfbh Squiffbh was sentenced at Bowstringeh 
Police Court to fourteen days for “ D. and D.” The charge was 
proved by P. 0. Runiminsbs, who said prisoner was a terror to 
all the other inhabitants of Tel-el-Kebir Villas, where he resides. 

At the same Court, Swarin Pasha was fined five shekels for 
damming part of the Nile. 

A glove-fight is announced for Wednesday next between 
Hittim Mauley Effendi (amateur champion) and Wattah Fitin 
Bey. Toophattophitb Pasha will act as referee. 

At the Town Hall, nightly, Sherbet Kammbhbkll sings the 
popular topical song, Daddy wouldn^t give ’em FashowowD 


A Most Popular Revival at the Lyceum. — ^The re-appearance 
of Sir Hbnby Irving, when he shall have thoroughly recovered 
from his recent serious illness. Afr. Fwnch is delisted to hear 
that he is on h^s way to perfect recovery, vid Bournemouth and 
Torquay. Sir BLbnby’s b^t health I ‘‘Aa mvUos annos ! ” 
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Keepers “Rabbit to you, Sail” 

Mrmus Sportsman. “Heee! Hi! Wait a bit I Cuxf I 

haven’t got any Oaethidges in ! ” 


MANX. 

[“ Of the Manx language it was said it was the best for courting in, as 
there were in it no fewer than ninety-seA'cn ways of saying ‘ my dear.* ** — 
JDailt/ Mws.] 

I HAVE so-metimes noticed, darling, as I stroked your snky head 
And sought for glowing words wherewith tO' woo, my dear. 
There was just the least monotony about the things I said, 

A tendency tO' sameness — haven’t you, my dear P 
In my most impassioned moments, when I’ve gazed into your 
eyes, 

And vowed that I would love you evermore, my dear. 

It has jarred upon me harshly as I seemed tO' realise 
That I ’d said as much a dozen times before, my dear. 

But the happy, happy Manxman, he may sing his mistress’ praise, 
In language made by Venus for her son, my dear, 

And the rogue I he whispers gaily in some ninety-seven ways 
What I can hut reiterate in one, my dear. 

He can murmur, ^‘Lo've, I love you!” in the pleasant morning 
shade 

Till the shadows of the night are falling dark, my dear, 

And he never need be conscious that he has already made 
Ad nauseam a similar remark, my dear. 

Manx is certainly par excellence the language for Love’s song, 

The tongue that Cupid speaks when he would court, my dear. 
For the lovers in the Isle of Man may cut their tales as long 
As pussy-cats are wont to out theirs short, my dear. 

And as I would fain he courting you when Dawn begins to smile 
Tin dews are falling on. the primrose banks, my dear, 

I propose we spend our honeymoon up yonder in the Isle, | 
Where you and I might learn to woo in, Manx, my dear. 


^‘Sans Peub et Sans Reproohe.” — Judging from the highly 
eulogistic descriptions given by the papers of Major Martyr, he 
mu^t b^ one of the very finest Flores Martyrum” To cease 
talking of Major Marohand, and to be occupied entirely with 
Major Martyr, is like proceeding from mere business to the 
glories of chivalry. 


ENGLISH QUESTIONS AND EGYPTIAN ANSWERS, 
Being the first Oordon-Kitcfiener General Inf ormation Examination Baper 
set and worked out hy Oar semrely Matter-of-fact Enthusiast, 

Question, What is the benefit of being able to read.^’ 

Answer. The art enables us to acquire all sorts of knowledge. 

Q, W hat is the finest language in the world ? 

A, The English language is certainly the finest in the world. 
There is none other. 

Q, Do not some people speak French ? 

A, They used to do once — a very long time agO' — ^before the 
distant days of Arabi Pasha. 

Q, Do you know how to write ? 

A, Certainly. I can transcribe “Britannia rules the waves” 
in a hand that might be taken for copper-plate. 

Q, But have you the power of writing for the papers ? 

A, Alas, no I And I am unacquainted with any of the editors. 

Q, Do you think you could serve as a special correspondent ? 

A. Certainly not, as special correspondents are, or should he, 
obsolete. 

Q, What is the end of your education ? 

A, To become civilized. 

Q, What is meant by civilization ? 

A, The use of the topper and the National Anthem. 

Q, And what should be your proudest ambition as an under- 
graduate f 

A, Tot send a four to Henley, a company to the Inns of Court 
R. V. C., and to entertain socially the gentlemen who wear tur- 
bans and hail from the West Indies. 


ENJOYABLE? 

“ CHRISTIAN UNDERGRAI)., ag:ed 24, proposes spending an enjoyable 
Christmas Holiday with one or more Boys at Bournemouth; coaching if 
desired. References to his undo, Gen. Sir E., Bart., his aunt, the Lady S., 
or College autli critics. ” — Advt., Times, Nov, 30. 

Oh, Tommy of the Fourth Form, here ’s enjoyment to be had, 

To spend a cheerful Christmas with a Christian undergrad., 
Where, may be, ’twill be possible to shake hands with a Bart., 
And in the Lady S.’s home to play a humble part. 

There ’s coaching on the premises — ’tis by the College blest — 

In balmy Bournemouth you will find this rare patrician nest. 
Ah, would I were a boy again — ’twould be a pleasant job 
To teach the priggish undergrad, how not to be a snob I 


WELL UP IN FRENCH. 

Fond Father. Now, Johnnie, my boy, you’ve been learning 
French for some time at school, let’s see how you’ve got on. 
Translate this : — Le soir aura lien la curee suivk d\n feu 
artifice . I ’ll write it out for you. ^ n)oe,\ so, 

Johnnie (after same minutes^ reflection). “Xc ,SYnr,” the night 
— (explains ) — .mejining “to-night”; aura lieu” will have a 
place ; “ la curee ” — (smiles knowingly ) — the curate’s wife — (ex- 
plains ) — ^because it’s feminine, you see; suivle” followed; 
“ d^un feu d^ artifice” by a fire of artfulness. (Explains.) That is 
the literal translation, but it 7mans, you .see, that “there will be 
rather a dangerous sort of person, up to all kinds of dodges, sitting 
next the curate’s wife at dinner.” 

{1$ astonished at sudden change of exj/ression in fond f culler's cmn- 
tenance. Exit hurriedly. 


RHYTHMS FOR ROSEBERY. 

A MOST happy thought on the part of Lord Rosebery to get up 
at the Egyptian-Hall-Sirdar-Coliege-Fund Meeting and beg every 
one to subscribe, so that Lord ICitchbner, returning to Egypt on 
the 7th, might “go away happy.” His Lordship would have 
capped his own inspiration, had he at once started the well-known 
chorus of, — and — 

“ He xeoiit be happy till he gets it I ” 
with a last line from another chorus, 

“ 8a now we sha’n’t be long ! 


The Sirdar “on his Legs” at Cambridge. — Mr. Funch has 
been overwhelmed by cuttings from the Daily Graphic^ Friday, 
25th inst., showing how the Sirdar, at Cambridge, on thoj oc- 
casion of the Mayor presenting the freedom to Lord Kitohei^er 
in the Guildhall, was compelled to use two maces of the Mayoralty 
instead of his own legs as “ props of the Corporation” — “props,” 
lien entendu, being, in the theatrical sense, “ properties. Cer- 
tainly the effect ^c?a» remarkable, and in all probability, during 
the considerable interval, Sonie “ lightning-caricaturist ’’ has re- 
produced the burlesque effect of the picture, which is well worth 
a quaint record. 
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calmer judgment. Some exquisitely bound 
volumes of a favourite work, and a valuable 
first edition of another I had long wished 
to possess, forced themselves upon my 
notice. After all, some one else was sure 
to give the Garwats their picture-books ! 

When I got home I found that, though 
I had exceeded the sum put aside for that 
pmrpoee, I had not bought a single present. 
1 'was ten pounds in debt, and the parlour- 
maid had to pay my cab. All this is caused 
by weak good-nature. It is a fault I must 


by weak good-nature 
guard against. 


SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.— I. 

The Malwood Easy Chair. 

Wood grown in the New Forest. A big, com- 
fortable Arm-Chair, suitable for the cultivation of 
one’s own fireside. This Chair has had many 
vicissitudes. Was finally sold at Derby in 1696 
with a presentation set of china and a water-bottle. 
Now permanently at Malwood. It has a Welsh 
fringe. 


AN UNFORTUNATE MORNING. 

With the careful economy of the newly 
married, 1 had set aside a certain sum for 
my Chnfltmas presents, arranging before- 
hand the exact amount 1 wo<uld expend on 
my wife, my relatives, the dear little Gar- 
way children, and others. 

To 0ner down Bond Street., conscious of 
the agreeable power of giving immense 
pleasure to those one loves, by a few 
seasonable gifts, is a sensation of luxury. 
But things happened rather awkwardly. 

In the palace of silver and leather, where 
I lingered looking for a suitable present for 
Dorothy, I met a cigarette-case of such 
obvious suitability to myself, that not to 
order it — with my initials in plain, heavy 
silver-gilt— -seemed almost a foolish extra- 
vagance. Again, at the jeweller^s, where 
I sought for a single gem to sparkle in my 
wife's pretty hair, a certain pair of tur- 
quoise studs and a pin, of exquisite though 
severe workmanship, appealed, beyond re- 
sistance, to my sober, cultivated taste. 

Searcninfl: for a ** useful " present for a 
pet aunt of practical leanings, I found in 
the celebrated umbrella-shop a perfect 
little stick. It was neither too large nor 
too small. It wa.s distinguii^ed, but not 
eccentric ; it seemed made for me, and 1 
hoped it would accompany irie on many 
a pleasant ramble. 

I now rather hastily passed into a book- 
shop to get Every Boy^s Annual and Little 
Folks* How pliant it would be to see 
the bright eyes of the dear little Garways 
become brighter still as they read the 
delightful stories and put their sticky 
fingers on the lovely pictures! Children 
always judge of artistic productions, when 
it is possible, by the sense of touch — some- 
times even by that of taste, and there may 
be much to be said for their view. But in 
this too fascinating home of literature, ill- 
luck agfiin pursued me. I am a bibliophile 
^at moments, and the atmosphere of a 


DOGS AND THEIR DUTY. 

(By Our Own Eiporter.) 

A MEETING was held, within the last 
week, at midnight, in the absence of the 
moon, to co«nsiae*r the recent speech of 
Mr. Long about the muzzling order. The 
chair (a garden one) was taken by Mr. 
Fox Terrier. The spot chosen for the 
gathering was a little-frequented square. 
The chairman said that he had great 

P leasure in presiding on that occasion, as 
e felt his canine colleagues had a distinct 
grievance. Personally, he was little af- 
fected by the iniquitous muzzling order, as 
when he took the air it was in a carriage. 

Mr. Sheepb Dog protested against 
^^side.” No one wanted to hear about 
Mr, Fox Terrier’s carriage-drives. 

The chairman intended no offence. He 
only desired to say that he was acting un- 
selfishly in the naatter. He called upon 
Mr. Poodle to move the first resolution. 

Mr. Poodle, at this appeal, begged to 
move “ that it is the opinion of this meet- 
ing that the entire human race is beconoing 
insane', and consequently, if the muzzle be 
necessary, it should be removed from the 
dog to be placed on the mouth of his so- 
called master.” Statistics proved that 
man was rapidly becoming non compos. 
It really was too ridiculous that mad men 




SEATS OF THE MIGHTY,— II. 

The Jo'* Expanding Chair, 

is worshipped iu the savage dependencies of the 
Empire. A very elegant chair, constructed on 
screws (patent monopoly). Can also go higher. 
Now at the Colonial Office. [From thecollfotion 
of the Marquis of Salisbtjkt.] 


library goes to my head ancf warps my I appreciated meee cold days. 


If Sir Edward Bradford cannot allow Cabs to 
have Foot-warmera, may we suggest that Constables 
on point duty have them F They would be much 
appreciated these cold days. 


should interfere with sane dogs. He 
trusted that his proposal would be carried. 

The discussion was continued by other 
speeches. When a division was about to 
be organised, a sudden cry of Police I ” 
brought the proceedings to a close. 

SALADE DE SAISON. 

[Flower salads are the latest fashion in Paris.] 

To be ever in the fashion 
With some people is a passion. 

And to help them is the object of this 
ballacf, 

By directing their attention 
To the latest French invention 
Qastronomical, the famous Flower Salad. 

Tho’ to some it may seem silly 
To eat salad made of lily — 

Picca-lilli is the sort they have a mind for — 
There are others who 11 devour 
Ev’ry kind and s6rt of flower, 

Tho’ it ’s cauliflower they really are inclined 
for^ 

At chrysanthemums and roses 
Some may turn up scornful noses, 

And decline to eat them even on compul- 
sion, 

But those who the Fashion follow 
A convolvulus will swallow, 

Tho’ it nearly sends them into a convulsion. 
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“IF WISHES WERE HORSES.’’ 

“If wishes weire horses, beggars would 
ride.” 

Ah 1 that is a proverb my heart endorses. 
What stables would Fate for us all provide, 
If wishes were horses 1 

When longing and fancy unite their forces, 
In our dreams at least we are “ deified,” 
Day dreams that are Joy’s unfailing sources. 

And you and I surely might side by side 
O’er the stiffest of Life’s cross-country 
courses 

“ Ride, ride together, for ever ride,” 

If wishes were horses I j 


CONFIDENCES. | 

{Extracted from Mr, Punch's Post- hag, ) \ 

III. 

Dear Sib, — I venture to- ask your assist- 
ance in a most delicate matter. Nothing 
short of destitution could have caused me 
to make such an appeal, and I am sure 
that you will regard it as written in strict 
confidence. 

I am, Sir, a Family Ghost. In the good 
old days, I did uncommonly well ; my work 
for leading novelists kept me busy through 
most of the year. But it was in the 
months of November and December that 
my best season, came, for there was hardly 
a Christmas number published in which 1 
didn’t get a job. Punctually as the last 
stroke of midnight on Christmas eve faded 
into silence, I appeared at the heroine’s 
bedside. Beckoning with impressive fore- 
finger, I bade her follow me, and together 
we passed through the lonely oak corridors, 
of the ancestral mansion. Outside the 
wind moaned drearily, and the snow fell 
fast. (I often thought that it must be 
horribly cold work for the poor girl, but of 
course that was no business of mine.) 
Arriving at last at the topmost attic, I 
pointed to the spot in the wall where a 
secret spring released the sliding panel. 
The girl pressed it, and fell forward in a 
swoon. Next morning she was found 
there, with a scared face and the Missing 
Will, which proved, of course, that the 
ancestral mansion was really the property 
of her young man. Scores of writers have 
hired me for this job, and I’ve always 
given complete satisfaction. Now and then 
my line was to terrify the villain and cause 
him to confess. But for my assistance in 
this way, the story could never have been 
ended at all I But I always succeeded j no 
one ever gave a villain a worse kind of fits 
than I did. Then I could gibber. Now, 
it isn’t every ghost that can gibber really 
well, I assure you. Also I may add, that 
none is better at the clanking-chain busi- 
ness than myself. In fact, I was a ghost 
whom the public loved, and upon whom 
the writers felt that they could rely. 

Alas ! For some reason which I cannot 
understand, my work has fallen off la- 
mentably of late. Each year for some time 
past my eervioes have been less in demand, 
and — strictly between ourselves — this Au- 
tumn I Imve not hod a single engagement. 
Most of the Christmas numbers have 
already appeared, the rest will follow in 
a few days, but not one writer in them 
has offered me a job. Could there, be 
blacker ingratitude for many years of faith- 
;ful 'service ? There was indeed one excep- 
tion ; a young novelist did ask for my 
I assistance, and though he wasn’t by any 
[ means a leading man, I agreed to help him 
through with his story. One can’t afford 
to be particular in mese dreadful days. 
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Imagine my disgust when, having obtained 
a post at last, the story was retunied to 
my employer by a brutal editor, with the 
following insulting note, '^No thanks. 
Spooks are ‘ off ’ I ” “ Spooks are off,” in- 
deed I I ask you, Sir, is that a proper way 
to speak of an old-established and highly 
respectable ghost like myself ? 

And so, Sir, I venture to appeal to you. 
Your 'sympathetic heart will feel for me ; 
you will pity, I am sure, a spectre who has 
seen better nights, and is now out of work 
throng no fault of his own. If you can’t 
yourself find a job for me, may I ask you 
to recommend me to- your friends? , They 
won’t regret employing me ; they will find 
me as punctual and energetic as ever ; ^d 
surely the public has not lost all liking 
for its old favourite ? 

For obvious reasons, I will not apwnd 
my name. If, as I trust, you wish to help 
me, kindly let me wait on you ip,, your 
office at midnight. * ■ 


THIS CORRESPONDENCE MUST 
, NOW CEASE. 

In vain, 0 Tailor, you expend 
Your penny stamps. In vain you send 
Letters persuasive, letters short, 
Letters that threaten County Court, 
Letters cajoling, thaf^ repeat 
The old, old “ heavy bills to meet ” ; 

I tell you, Tailor, ’tis in vain, 

I’m down upon my luck again ; 

Have you none others you can fleece ? 
This oorrespopdenoe must now cease. 
No longer, Mabel dear, from you 
Must I receive these bilkts douxy 
No longer must you .summon me 
To lunSx d deux. It must not be. 

For now your husband — oh I no doubt 
He ’s bald and middle-aged and stout, 
And dull and prosy ; stxll*i you see, 
You married him and jilted me, * 

So, to preserve domestic peace, 

This oorre^ondenoe must now cease. 
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BACK IN BERLIN. 

(Bj Mr, Pu>mVs Vagrant Contributor,) 

Well, Willie, it ’s jolly tO' get back Lome with all your uniforms 
safe, and the Empress’s new Sultan-diamonds, and your white 
silk dust-cloak (my eye, it was a one-er!) : I bet you had 
done up your moustache and put an extra curl in 

When you saw you were really arriving at last, after all the 
speechifyinigs and ridings about and all the backsheesh-spend- 
ings, back again in dear sandy old Berlin. 

You Ve had no end of worry, old man (it ’s so delightful to be 
familiar with an Emperor even on paper; you don’t mind 
my country manners, do you?), for it isn’t all beer and 
skittles 

To knock about in these Eastern countries, and tO' feed on kabobs 
and pillauw and every sort of horrible Oriental victuals. 

I wonder if you smoked a nargilhd, just by way of turning on the 
right kmd of local colour, when you din^ with your friend 
the Sultan? 

I did once, only otnce, and I may tell you (but don’t let it go any 
further : you ’re a pal, and I tell you things I wouldn’t tell 
anybody else) that 1 found directly afterwards that my colour 
was a pale green diversified with a disagreeable kind of 
dull tan. 

It wasn’t bad, of course, to stand up with your helmet on your 
head and your sword at your side and your spurs jingling, 
and tO' proclaim a message of peace to the universe : ’ 

Though I admit that the sub3ect is almost too grand and wonder- 
ful and suggestive to be spoken of in what I ’m ba-lf afraid 
you may possibly call my puny verse. 

And it’s simply topping to assume protectorates over religions 
and dedicate churches and read lessons and to make outfiights 
(that ’s German) in Jerusalem and round about it, 

And to show your imperial countenance to carefully-selected and 
mildly-demonstrative crowdsr— my only wonder is, by the 
way, how they managed to get along all these years and how 
they ’re going to get along m future without it— 


But the fact is, you see, there were such a lot of crisises going 
on (is that the proper plural of crisis ? it doesn’t look right, 
does it ?) , and there was such a vast atnount of botheration 
In the United States and in Spain, and ini France, particularly in 
France, and in almost every other nation. 

The Czar, for instance, was busy about his Rescript and was re- 
questing everybody to sign a 

Disarmament pledge, and he wasn’t winking the other eye, but 
was keeping it open on China. 

And the French were raving about Major Marohand (who was 
weeping) and the miserable result of all their sly fuss, 
Devoting tO' the operation all the energies they could spare from 
cut&g one another’s throats on the subject of Captain 
DRBYPtrS, 

And Great Britain was telling France to “ git,” in a dangerous 
chorus of Cave 

Leonem expergef actum (you’d scorn to have this translated), 
and for the> rest, we were reckoning up our available navy. 
And though, of course, properly considered, Emperors are to a 
mere fighting general as peacocks to the orcnnary barndoor 
bird are, 

It was just at this time that we burst our lungs in shouting. 
Hurrah for the Sirdar I ” 

So you see, taking one thing with another, the net result is this 
— ^it’svery unpleasant, but true. Sir 
(You’ll notice how respectful I become when telling an unplea- 
sant truth), that we none of us had a moment to spare for 
giving a thought to you. Sir. | 

However, I understand, dear Willie, that you yourself, in 
pondering over your recent trip, and on reckoning up the 
cost of it. 

Have come to the melancholy conclusion that on the whole the 
stage was poor, the audience scanty and unappreciative, and 
that, in fact, to continue this theatrical metaphor, though 
you did have the leading part, somebody crabbed ” you all 
the time, with the painful result that you managed to make 
a frost of it. 

And the worst of it is that on coming back you found, in spite of 
all the trouble you had taken, and your dramas arid paintings 
and sermons, 

That there were all kinds of ructions going on even amongst your | 
own loyal and peaceful Germans. 

I don’t refer to editors, for of course everybody knows that 
there’s only one way to deal with them, and that they | 
always look best as 

Perpetual convicts in heavy chains— which is what they can gene- 
rally count on getting for poking fun at you, in other words, 
for the crime of la/e$a majestas. 

But there ’s the Prince of Lippb Detmold ; he ’s a small Prince, 
of course, but he didn’t seem to be funky, 

For he upped and said to your sacred face that you had been 
sending him such letters as a man might send to his flunkey. 
And Italy went and made friends with France, and (isn’t it a 
case of et tu Brute, 

Since in firing out Austrian foreigners your ministers only did 
what they fondly supposed you would say was their duty?) ! 
Here ’s Austria cutting up very rough, and it ’s plain that you ’ll 
have to revise all 

Your schemes of alliance when Austria threatens a drastic course 
of reprisal. 

However, I daresay things will come out all right in the end — 
they generally do if people can only be persuaded to leave ! 
them alone and not keep nagging and worrying ; ! 

And it ’s never the slightest use when you ’ve got a long way to 
go to start on it by breathlessly hurrying — i 

I haven’t any doubt at all that Smith and Mfiller (I mention 
these two celebrated men as admirable representatives of 
our two nations, the British and the Teutonic) 

Will shortly be touting together in a chorus whidfa, in spite of 
poor old Smith’s shortcomings as a songster, they will try to 
make both harmonious and harmonic. | 

But a word in your ear, my Imperial old Knasierhart, I should 
like to know if you don’t consider that, though it ’s delightful 
to roam, Sir, ! 

There ’s more genuine advantage to be got hy looking after your 
folks, which can best be done by staying at home. Sir ? i 


The “Mailed Fist.”— Before this who would not tremble I 
But its terrors are nothi]^ to the “ Blackmailing Fist ” ^ich 
forces the “Blackmailed Fm” to be open-handed and to un- 
willia^Iy disburse. 

An Evident SEQtncTTO.— If France continues her present pin- 
prick policy, England will &od by “ getting the needle.” 
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DAEBY JONES ON LINGFIELD. 

Honoueed Sir, — I trust, like Charon, 
you are going merrily over the Sticks.” 
This quip is not mine own, but a Replica 
of a jape uttered by your friend Sir 
Fraisbr Punnbtt, whom I encountered the 
day before yesterday^ in Great Portland 
Street, filled with a Piscatorial Dish which 
he had just consumed at a Pagan Eating- 
house in the immediate nei^bourhood. 
This Delicacy, so the Eminent and Jocose 
Baronet informed me, is a native of Mar- 
seilles, is called Bouillabaisse (I trust that 
I have the correct caligraphy), was cele- 
brated by the great W. Makepeace 
Thackeray in verse, and, as Sir Fraisbr 
declared, “though fishy, will not poisson- 
us” (Anglo-Gallic jest registered by Sir 
F. P.). 

After this ton mot, Sir Fraiser (doubtless 
inspired by the Bouillabaisse in question) 
asked' me, on what racecourse in England 
a fish-preserve was kept by a Poultryman ? 
Being no- Soothsayer with regard to 
Sphinxes, I was' unable to solve the Conun- 
drum, which Sir Fraisbr somewhat un- 
feelingly left mei to consider on the muddy 
side-walk, while he deposited his Exqui- 
sitely Varnished Boots in a Hansom Cab. 

If there be one Torture, barring the 
solving of Acrostic Lights, to which I ob- 
jecti, it is that of being asked a Riddle 
without having the Answer supplied, and 
it may (or may not) grieve your Wilful 
Wag of a Bart, to know that his puery 
cost me great consumption of Spirituous 
Liquor, Soda Water, and Nicotine before 
I was able to grasp thei Solution of his 
puzzle. The Honourable Fliplatt was the 
Solutionist. It appears that he is in the 
habit of filling in Coupons dealing with 
the Prizes generously presented by the 
Proprietors of various Broad-sheets devoted 
to Sporting Topics to those Erudite Minds 
capable of fathoming the Deep Sea of Con- 
jecture. The Honourable Fliplatt, who 
was compelled to leave Oxford College on 
account of some Puerile Difference with an 
Inspector of Police, locally known as a 
Proctor, and accompanied by Bloodhounds, 
is one of the Few Men about Piccadilly 
Circus who was able to point tO' the Where- 
abouts of Fashoda at the lime that Major 
Marchand was planting Brussels Sprouts 
in that region. Consequently I was not 
dumbfoundered (or should it be dumb- 
founded P) when the Honourable explained 
to me that Sir Fraisbr Pttnnett alluded 
to Lingfield, whereof Mr. Fowler is the 
Presiding Genius, Ling ” being a fish, and 
“ Poultryman ” a pretty playful allusion to 
the Secretary of this Popular Meeting. I 
gave Mr. Fliplatt an order for Wonder- 
land ” E. in return for his information. It 
is not my fault if he has been unable to 
use the Brief. 

I like Lingfield because it is conducted 
on Straij^t Principles. It has a Straight 
Mile, a Straight Run from Victoria, and 
a Strai^t Management. It is the Itemp- 
ton Park of Sussex^ and if I may trust my 
knowledge of Equine Contests, the only 
gathering which has been successfully 
^tablished on a LEiOH-shore. Ca]ptain 
Kriterton says that Mr, Fowler is too 
partial to Policemen, but I take it that 
ri? looked with Equanimity on 

r in Blue since he was rather rudely 
rebuffed, aom« four years ago, by an In- 
spector, who could not be persuaded that 
X an Invitation (left unhappily : 

a the Royal Inclosure at Ascot. ' 

Such little Jars often cause a good deal 
of Bottled-up Wrath, These Lingfield 
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^INTS ON HUNTING, BY 'ARRY. 

If opening a Gate for the Huntsman, don’t fall into the middle of the Pack ! 


Lyrics may, I trust, be of service to persons 
less warped in mind than is the Captain : — 

The Safer of Mm with the Qirl !Bath I T1 choose, 
And the jbramiatist bare on my side ; 

While the Lad with the Blade won’t refuse, 

And the “ JEarl ” a good winner will ride. 

The above is a four-leaved Shamrock ; the 
last of this year’s crop. Soon I hope to be 
plucking the Lotus at — but no! I shall 


have quitted the Empire by — again, no' 1 

We are all Children of the Empire — 
I am not referring, honoured Sir, to Lei- 
cester Square — and I am glad to learn that 
Mr. Septimus Miller, Chairman of the 
Victorian Racing Club, has been “sent 
off” by Lord Brasset at a Big Banquet 
to these Shores. Here’s grist to him! 
That Septimus may be in the Seventh 
Heaven of Delight during his Sojourn, is 
the honest desire of 

Your peripatetic serf, 
Dab by Jones. 

Popular Fobbion Place op Residence 
FOB AN English Detective. — Cotch-in- 
China. 

The Smoker’s Pet Bibb. — T he Puffin. 


A DILEMMA. 

{By a Poet who has a strong belief in Leather.) 

Venerable “ trotter-cases ” — 

Easy, if undignified, 

With your pliant mohair laces — 

While I fashion still deride. 

Daily, weekly, have I worn you 
(Butt of every well-shod toff) — 

Now the Lancet bids me scorn you. 
Science cries out, “ Taken ’em off I ” 

On the self-complacent fogey, 

Lo ! it bends its searchlight stern, 

And the dread bacillus bogey 
Bids him everywhere dficem ; 

Proves that nothing like old leather 
Harbours such mSignant germs, 

Soles, welt®, uppers — all together 
It reviles in good set terms. 

Dear old friends, then, must I drop you, 
While my tortured feet grow numb, 
Fling you on one side, or “ swop ” you 
For a pelargonium ? 

Nay, my well-tried boots, I ’ll chance it, 
Though proud Prudence comfort scorns, 
Spite of bydene and Lancet, 

Microbes I prefer to corns. 
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THE GREiT UNGAGG^ID. 

Many who are joining in our pUhk^ite dis- 
tinctly state that they do not compete for the prize. 
They merely wish for- an opportunity of expressing 
views which their' own journals industribusly sup- 
press.” — J)atly Mail.'] 

The noble offer made by the Daily Mail 
to eompemsate with £100 that bond fide 
member of a Liberal Association whose 
opinions on the question of the future 
Leadersihip and Policy of the Party ap- 
proximates most nearly to the common- 
place, has eause-d Mr. Fwch a deal of 
trouble. His staff has b^n almost as- 
phyxiated by pressure of correspondence, 
^ of whio)i the following letter, taken at a 


venture/ fairly represents the general 
tenour ; though of the adjoining solutions 
of the triple enigma each betrays a distinct 
and poignant individuality. 

DsiAB Mr-' PuNOoa, — note that ray Daily 
Chronicle » is ^yrery vexed, with the Daily 
Mail for its cynical enterprise ; though 
with customary impartiality it consents to 
allow a life-size advertisement of the pro- 
jected plebiscite to ai^ar in its own 

f enerous columns. iSlyselfj as a True 
iiberal, I shrink from committing myself 
in a notoriously Conservative organ. Yet, 
keen dog that I am, I yearn to throw 
[ off the muzzle ; ^ to defeat that journalistic 
j conspiracy of silence which has lain like 
I a pall on the still lively corpse of Radi- 


calism. But where shall I find a fitting 
vent for my cooped-up feelings ? It is to 
you I turn ; to the one great and untainted 
medium of Liberal Conservatism ; so please 
find enclosed my answer to the Three 
Burning Questions : — 

1. Who is to be the Leader of the Liberal 
Party ? 

2. What is to be its Policy ? 

3. Shall it worry on with Home Rule ? 
Say Yes, or else Mo. 

You may conceivably offer an overflow 
prize; but I ask for none; my aims are 
rmre, and here are the answers : — 

1. Sir George Newnes, Bart. 

2. (a) One Man, one Tit-Bit. 

(b) Bill to encourage Immigrant Aliens 

(^Swiss preferred). 

(c) Bill to limit inquiry into their ante- 

cedents. 

(d) Purification of the Lords by whole- 

sale creation of Liberal Peers. 

3. I can’t guess this one. 

Yours ever, 

A WlDB-WORLDUNG. 

We take, again at random, a handful of 
post-cards, all containing intelligent at- 
tempts t 0 ‘ cope with the great Conundrum 
of the day. 

DrOPPINCLS FROM A ViLL.VOK PUMP. 

1 . Sir Wilfrid Lawson, Bart». 

2. (a) Municipal isat ion of the Great vSoda- 

Water Companies. 

0>) JlMdnn of the Kitchen Committee, 

(c) Local Poption. 

3. Am doubtful. Fear it might foster oon- 

sumi>tion of local poteen. 

A Rprino-Gardkker sows the G<M>r> Seep. 

1. The Chairman pro tem. of the h. C. C. 

(if Progressive), 

2. (a) Compulsory closing of everything 

always. 

(b) Rate-paid housing of Progressive 

Poor. 

(c) Bill to facilitate obstruction by cos- 

termongers. 

(d) Bill in restraint of short skirts. 

3. Yes. Let London pay for it. 

Message from a Mayo Martyr, 

1. ]\Ir. Midiael Davitt, M.P. 

2. (a) Repeal of entente cordiale with 

United States, 

(b) Spirited policy to promote Franco- 
Trish Alliance. 

(e) Bill to amend so-called National 

Anthem. 

(d) Bill to disband Irisli Constabulary. 
iv) Nationalisation of congested land- 
lords. 

3. Erin-go-hragh ! 

A Hent fha' the Hielan’s. ^ 

1 . The Member for Ross and Cromarty. 

2. (a) Bill to regulate the netting of min- 

nows on Rivers Tay and Dee. 

(b) Bill to expedite intercourse with the 

Outer Hebrides, 

(c) Bill to prohibit the MemW for 

Fifeshire West (Mr. Augustine 
Birrell) from making jokes in tlie 
House. 

(d) Bill to render illegal all jesting in 

the House. 

(e) Other important Scotch measures. 

3. Why should Scotland wait ? 

A Little Englanders Idea. 

1. Mr. Henry Labouohere. 

2. (a) Abolition of Navy. 

(b) Do. Army. 

<c) Do. Peerage. 



“PIPING TIMES OF PEACE!” 

PEA.C® {to YxJi<CAir). “I SUPPOSE THIS DISAEMAMENT PEOPOSAL HAS SEEIOUSLY INTEEFEEED WITH TOUE TEADE 

Yttloan the Aemotjker. “ LOE’ BLESS TOU, MISS, NEYEE WAS BUSIEE GOT A NICE LITTLE OBDEE EEOM EUSSIA ONLY THTR MiOBNINQ 
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(d) Abolition of Ground Rents. 

(e) Bo. Ohuroh. 

3. Yes, if Rosebery says No» 

Fbom the Quaetier Anglais. 

1. Sir Edmund Monson. 

2. (a) More* New Diplomacy. 

(b) Freedom of Speech at Embassies. 

(c) Anti-pincuahion Policy. 

(d) A long-lived Ministry. 

3. Do not fe^ quite at home on this topic. 

A Peer-Director Wires: 

1. Mr. Ernest Terah Hooley. 

2. (a) Simplification of Oompany-promo* 

tion. 

(b) Inalienability of Real Estaite of Fi- 

nanciers. 

(c) Abolition of Registrars in Bank- 

ruptcy. 

(d) Bill for facilitating Purchase of 

Titles. 

(e) Do. Do. Membership 
of Political Clubs. 

3. Why not run it as a Syndicate P 

A Secret Admirer of the '‘Daily Mail” 

WRITES : 

1. Mr. Alfred Harmsworth. 

2. (a) State-aided distribution of certain 

magazines under cost price. 

(b) Abolition of Book-stall Monopolies, 
(o; Fiee passes for War-Correspondents 
to the Front. 

(d) Bill for providing Ministers with 
Jft severs at question-time. 

3. Strictly between us, I will say the 

thing 1 

The JiTDOMENT OF Man. 

1. Mr. Hall Caine. 

2. (a) State-directed elevation of the 

masses by means of literary 
Masterpieces. 

(b) Bill to di-stin^ish booming from 

other actionable nuisances. 

(c) Greater profusion of Titles for Men 

of Letters. 

(d) Bill to restrain W-ls-n B-rr-tt from 

playing the unauthorised Chris- 
tian. 

Compulsory Manx for the People. 

3. Why not imitate The Island ” ? 

A Friend of our Dumb Creatures has a 
Fancy. 

1. Mr Toby, M.P. 

2. (a) Introduction of conscience-clause 

into muzzling legislation. 

(b) Scotland-Yard-aided education of 

Bloodhounds. 

(c) Bill to facilitate admission of Dogs 

to Places of Amusement. 

(d) Bill to legalise jMround-poaching. 

3. I rather like Irish Terriers. 

[IT.B.— -If any further correspondence of the atove 
type is addressed to this odice, it will be at sender's 
risk.— Ed.] 


A DRAMATIC CRITIC IN 1832. 

How pleasantly nowadays do the most 
severe^ dramatic critics phrase their cen- 
sures in comparison with some of them 
within the first third of this present cen- 
tury. Looking over some old numbers of 
Figaro in London, we select a few brief 
notices at haphazard : — - 

" WemerUy has been brought out at Covent 
Garden, tndT went oflf amid the snores of a very 
quietly disposed audience .” — OctobBr 27, 1832. 

.Inlying on tradition and on the sur- 
viving popularity, even to the present day, 



of the musdo in Midas, w'e had always 
been under the impression that that piece 
was in its day a great favourite with every- 
body. So it might have been with most 
persons, but not with Figaro in London, 
who in his number for October 6, 1832, 
says: — 

“ We forgot last week to notice Miss Fsrouson’s 
appearance ss Apollo in that heap of trash, M^cLas,** 

" That heap of trash ” I No mincing phrase 
there. 

In Figaro for Au^st 18 the same year 
is a notice of Mr. ISbbley^ whose name is 
associated, in the recollection of the oldest 
playgoer (pace Mrs. Keblby, who is still 
alive and hearty), only with comedy and 
farce. He is mentioned as — 

"enacting Shy look (at the Strand) for his own 
benefit, but certainly not for the benefit of those 
who witnessed it.” 

We, not having been either thought of or 
born at the above date, can only suppose 
that Mr. Kbbley had not then achieved 
the exceptionally high position in his pro- 
fession that he afterwards attained. 

The appearance of a French dancer, who 


subsequently achieved celebrity as a melo- 
dramatic actress, is thus politely and plea- 
santly described: — 

"In bounced Mademoiselle Celeste, the star of 
the night, an old woman apparently of about fifty 
years of age, dressed in a very short blue petticoat. 
The old lady capered away for some minutes with a 
force frighuully muscular,” &c., &c., " while she 
occasionally gave a spin of such endurance that at 
the moment one might have fancied her the top of 
her profession.” 

Then follows what in these more delicate 
times would have most certainly brought 
down on both Proprietor and Editor an 
action for libel ; but as we bav© not com© 
across any subsequent allusion to such a 
very natural consequence, it follows that 
the professionals of those days did not con- 
sider themselves injured by this style of 
attack, and so the Figaro continued its 
bitterly satirical course throu^ the years 
of what majr be termed “ the terribly plain- 
speaMng thirties.” 

Beverage for a MirsioiAN.^Thoirough 
Bass. 





17 , 1898 .] PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVARI 



“IN THE BAY OF BISCAY-OH!" 

{EMrarts from the Tmml l)iafy of Tohy, M,P. ; First) 

P. and 0. Mail Steamer Feninsularf^ Monday . — The ex- 
clamation in the headline must not 'be regarded as one of pain. 
It ratte indicates pleased surprise. Bay of Biscay is the bad 
dog of ocean pathways. Has got a bad name; might as well 
hang it— which, 1 believe, passengers crossing it occasionally do. 
Have personal experience that confirms general prejudice. 
Coming home from India, found the Bay inconveniently elated at 
our (so far) safe return. Tossed its arms aloft in wild delight 
of welcome, itecklossly threw up its cap,— many caps, all white, 
with glistening green trimmings. Well meant, but a little em- 
bamssing ; provtKsitive of absence from meals. 

A year after, mot in a Ijondon club a man who 'warmly sliook 
by the hand. *‘Haven*t seen yCu since, he said. 

No,” I answered, dubiously. (Nothing offends a man so much 
as being forgotten.) 

II father rough time, wasn’t it ? ” 

SometMng terrible,” I said, shuddering. (Fancy we must 
in a snow-storm. 

You remember how she rolled? ” 

Most extraordinary I ” I said, (Wliat it was she had rolled 
Must have been her eyes.) 

Nice fellow, the captain. Ever seen him since ? ” 

Jyoxo l knw where we had foregathered. It was on the voyage 
n^e from Bombay. But many fellows on board. Which w^ 
this r 

Just i^n my friend, sitting in low arm-chair in smokiiig-ro^ni, 
crossed his legs, placing sole of right foot in full view. Instantly 
^ogmsed hun. He was OaptSn Van -Tromp - of the 30th. 

us at Marseilles. Ship unusually full ; every one going 
round by sea ; room found, for hew-oomers only by pulling table 
^^*^^fbening it by placing diairs in interstice. 'All 
well till we got into Bay, High jinha there. Van Tuobip sat 
nearly oppasite me ; when ship gave unusually heavy lurch his 
^ir went backward, ho with it, feet in the air. In course of a 
tew me^s I got rather more familiar with the soles of his^feet 
tnan with the aspect of his countenance. Hence ?'6cognition 


in the club smoking-room, ' Odd, I know ; but strange things 
happen at sea. 

2Wsday.-- To-day the Bay is nearly as smooth as the Serpen- 
tine ; infinitely more beautiful. ' Blue above ; bjue below ; with 
soft breeze' bo-lyitig the almanac that swears it's November. 
Cheerful to find the right thing done. .Folks going to the 
Riviera usually^ take train to Marseilles ; a bad passage across the 
Channel ; hurried, costly joiirhey by iroi/in S. luxe, wnich usually 
breaks down soon after leaving Paris, enforcing hasty change into 
ordinary carriage. Why not go to Marseilles by P, and 0.? 
Usually plenty, of room; best berths available; travellers for 
India, lingering over farewells, catch up the ,ship„„at Mar- 
seilles or Brindisi.^ doing round by sea makes all the journey j 
holiday ; comfortable berth ; good food ; cheerful company if you 
want it, and when' you don’t, a deck-chair and a book, with 
glimpses over the top of the page of the* blue Atlantic. * < 

Reading to-day The Castle Inn, Stanley Weyjvun’s last sto-ry. 
A picturesque study of England »one hundred and thirty years 
ago. Much struck with the. ingenuity and .variety. of the ramifi- 
cation of i the plot. The practised reader, sees from the first 
hem it will all end, but is constantly surprised by the blind 
alleys into which the author artlessly leads him. No hare with 
the hounds in full cry ever inade such unexpected turns as does 
this rattling story. 

W ednesday . — Worst of life on board ship is that you become 
unwillingly privy to confidences next door. Last night' heard a 
female, voice saying, Steward, if there’s any daMer in .the 
jnight^ will you come and call me?” ^^Yes, Ma^am,’ said the 
practical-minded steward 

Out of fthe Bay of Biscay n o w, skirting the rock -bound coast 
lof Portugal ; in the sunli^t it takes on a hue of rosy-brown ; 
fcharming framework for ^the* azure blue of the sea, flecked with 
Iwhite foam- Once out of the maHgned Biscayan Bay, ^ Atlan- 
tic ceortainly becomes a little livdly. Scarcely worth mentioning ; 
allude to it merely by way of introducing a new game I — or rather 
tlw Atjanticr— invented. Think of colliag it “ 'Hie Bay of Biscay 
Billiards.” Not that the B^, strictly speaking, had anything 
to do with the conception. But in case of wide ^vertising, apt 
alliteration’s artful aid is useful. 

The process is simple. Take, as the cookery-books say, two ! 
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oranges ; serve them on a plate placed on a camp-stool by the 
side of your berth. The steamer rolling to starooard pitches 
the camp-stool over ; smashes the plate ; sends the oranges flying 
under the opposite berth. Now the game begins, and is worth 
watchin, 2 :. When the ship rolls to port the oranges come along 
exactly as billiard-balls, stricken by a well-directed cue, course the 
green baize cloth. Crossing and recrossing, they make cannons 
Muth a neatness and surety that would make I'eed Roberts — 
especially if he ^s not a good sailor— -gieen with envy. 

On this board there 's only one pocket. That is the narrow 
passage between two portmanteaus under the berth. It is a 
difficult stroke. But the Atlantic wasn’t born yesterday. In 
one break he pocketed both balls. 

Regarded as a parlour game this has the disadvantage of re- 
quiring, to begin with, an ocean and a roomy berth in a liner. 
But the idea may be adapted. There is at least no harm in 
throwing it out. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

How can a Lever need a lift ? It is we who are lifted by a 
Lever, and the heavier we feel, and the more ‘‘ down ” we are, 
the greater force will be required, and there must be plenty of 
Levers ready at hand. The supply of Leverage is to be obtained 
chez Downey & Co., whose excellent edition of all Charles 
I Lever’s works is now complete in twenty -seven volumes. Look- 
ing through themj the Baron comes to the conclusion that if no 
other writer, taking up the same line as did Charles Lever, 
could even rival him, so Charles Lever could not beat such 
inimitable works of his own creation as Jack MintQiif ChaHes 
O^M alley, The Knight of Gwynne, JKarry Lorreque^r, and Tom 
Burke of Our/t. But all of them are well worth a shelf among 
^^Our Noble Shelves” in any well-found library. 

Major Arthxtr Griffiths, author of Mysteries of Folice and 
Crime (Cassell & Co.), the ^‘safe bind safe And” man, whoj as 
one of H.M. Inspectors of Prisons, Im had unusual opportunities 
for collecting the materials which; in book-form, might be de- 
scribed as a “ Drawing-room edition of the Newgate Oalendai 
for delicate readers.” Not that he minces matters to any great 
extent : Bowdlerisra ” is not his line ; hut he so narrates the 
most unpleasant stories of most abominable crimes as to render 
them insinuatingly palatable to polite taste. It is almost im- 
posj^ible to read, through the Major’s two volumes at a sitting ; 
though, by the way, one work of his, an Edgar-Allan-Poe-ish kina 
’ of ^ry, The Night 'Express, you must read at a sitting, even if 


the dinner-hour has to be postponed; hut of these stories you 
can select here one and there one, making up a parcel of six at a 
sitting. \Vhen the Baron was a boy, did he not revel in 
Ainsworth’s Vick Turpin (who never accomplished that wonder- 
ful feat of riding to York on Black Bess) in the same author’s 
Jack Sheppard, and in Bxjlwbb Lytton’s Claude Duvall 
Major Griffiths gives some information concerning one 
WILLIAM Parsons, Esq., the son of a Nottinghamshire Bart., 
which wili he of considerable interest to all Etonians, especially 
to those “ Old Boys ” who may still remember the “ Montem,^’ 
which gave its last performance about half a century ago, on 
which occasion Etonians in fancy costumes used to stop the 
coaches and carriages on the King’s Highway and demand 
“ salt ” (money in any form) from the occupants. 8uch 
a custom was an admirable preparation tor any lad 
with a natural turn for ‘‘ the road,” as had william Parsons, 
who, commencing with petty thefts at Eton, finished “ per varios 
casus, per tot {dis)criminaf^ at Tyburn. Barry Lyndon was 
net in it” with this amiable Etonian, In ** Upper School ” are 
preserved busts of the Etonian Worthies. AVhy not set apart 
some hitherto unused room beneath the Lowest Class Room of 
the Lower School for the Eton Unworthies, and commence with 
William ParsoxNS ? Also let there be started an Eton ‘‘ Chamber 
of Horrors,” in which should be kept old blocks, old swishes,” 
and any instruments of torture used in the darkest days. 
Griffiths Major’s two volumes are most fascinatingly and ab- 
sorbingly interesting. 

The JtJaron strongly recommends Mr. William J. Locke’s Idols 
(John Lane) to ah novel readers. It is well written ; no time is 
wasted in superfluous descriptions ; there is no fine writing for fine 
writmg’s sake; but the story, the general probability of which is 
not to any appreciable extent discounted by two improbabilities, 
will absorb the reader. At all events, it is a novel that, once 
taken up, cannot willingly be put down until finished. 

Tile Baron be B.-W. 

THE NEW DIPLOMACY. 

{Frcnn a lii-ngh-sldi.d P*a 7U of View,) 

Scene — A room in a GooemTnent Offi e. EnUr an Officer^ 

Officer, Will you please let me see the co-nfidential report on 
my regimental conduct ? 

Official,' With the greatest pleasure. The novel system is to 
tell everything to everybody. {Hands papers,) 

Officer (after a hurried perusal). Thank you, so much. And 
now to have it out with my Colonel 1 [Exit, 

Scene — Editorial Sanctum, Enter Would-he Contt Lutor, 

Would-he Contributor. And you like my article ? 

Editor (with enthusiasm). My dear friend, it is a long way the 
best thing 1 have read in my life I 

Would‘be C, And yet you refuse to insert it \ Do you mind 
giving me the reason why f 

Editor. Not in. the least. We like to be free-spoken and 
above-board. The reason why we can’t insert it is because you 
speak disparagingly of a man who married a second cousin twice 
removed of one of our principal supporters. That wdl never do, 
my dear fellow ; that would never do I 

Would-be 0, Oh, indeed! Then I will tell the story in the 
columns of a rival newspaper ! \Exit, 

Scene— of a Oluh, Enter Aggrumd Member, 

Aggrieved Member, I want to know why my friend, Mr. Jones, 
was pilled? I don’t want to embarrass you, but can you give 
me any information ? 

Secretary, Only too pleased. The latest idea is to have no 
secrets. The fact is, one of the committee got his colleagues to 
blackball him. He said any friend of yours must be an un- 
suitable perspn. 

A, M, Oh. indeed! And do you mind telling me the name of 
the member r 

See, With pleasure. Mr. Smith. 

A, M, I son infinitely obliged to you. And now to my law- 
yers to commence an action for slander against Smith I lExit, 

Scene— BamJk Parlour, Enter a Mssjoeeded Customer* 

Bespected Customer, Of course, I don’t want you. to be indis- 
creet, but is the bank shaky ? 

Manager, Only too delisted to afiford any information in w 
power. It is the new system. Fact is, the bank is very shaky 
indeed 

B, d, A thousand thanks f And now to fill in a blank cheque 
with iie amount of my balance* and th^ to my stockbroker to 
sett for the fan ! 





Dbcbmbbb 24 , 1898 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 




And more unsettled bills, sbould&t bo 
Abolished altogether. 

Laudator Temporis Aoti. 

When Christmas-tide was drawing nigh, 
And turkeys roasted at the range, 

Was none so' blithe of heart as I — 

Then what has brought about this 
change ? 

’Tis not that I am altered, not 
That I am older, ’Tis because 
Christmas is now no longer what 
It was. 

And Christmas fare is not the stuff 
That used to make my bosom glad ; 

I never used to get enough 
To satisfy me, when a lad. 

But now I swear — it is no whim — 

This stodgy stuff you feast your boys on, 
It is not pudding, it is sim- 
ply poison. 

Again, when Winter froze the lake, 

Swift as a swallow I would fly, 

And vines and figures I would make, 

“ The cynosure of every eye.” 

But now I shudder when I see 
The slides the boys make at my gate^ 
Ice has become so- slippery 
Of late. 

No I Christmas is no more the time 
It used to be, beyond a doubt, 

Ere yet the world was past its prime 
Or l a martyr to the gout. 

And since the cooks no longer know 
Their art, I will not dine. Instead 
I ’ll sip my arrowroot, and go 


A Suggestion to a Publisher. — Mr. 
Henry Erowdb, announcing the Oxford 
edition of the Poets, commences by adver- 
tising The Oxford Whittier. Why doesn’t 
Macmillan of tbe sister university go one 
better, and bring out “The Cambridge 
Wittiest ” ? 


CHEISTMAS. 

{From mrious Points of FiewO 
Filius. 

Hurrah I Gk)od old Christmas for ever 1 
Adieu to old Swish and his cane, 

And I shall be able to sit at a table 
In relative comfort again. 

And as for old C.®8 ar, and Livy, 

And Xen. with his blest parasangs. 

We ’ll give ’em the chuck, boys, and jolly 
w^l tuck, boys, 

At turkey and cream and m^ringvjes. 

Tbe grub I Oh, to think of it I Crikey I 
Unlimited tiifle and jam, 

With dozens of dishes imdreamt of at 
Swish’s, 

And nothing to do but to cram. 

Oh I why is it Christmas so seldom P 

While Sunday, by some silly freak 

If I had ariunffed ’em, by Jove, I ’d have 
ehanged^e:^ 

And a Coriatmas a week. 


Paterfamilias. 

W'hat I Christmas here ^ain ? Absurd I 
Impossible 1 I vow, Sir, 

It ’s not six months Upon my word, 

It ’s always Christmas now, Sir 1 
Our painted world, with every year, 

Spins faster on its axis, 

Until the whirling daubs appear 
One streak of rates and taxes. 

The boys are homeK-the little bears I 
Just listen to their riot 
As they toboggan down the stairs — 
Farewell to peace and quiet 1 
They racket through the livelong day, 
They make the whole house muddy 
With dirty boots, and ugh I they play 
At football in my study. 

Christmas, I dread thee 1 Dread to meet 
My pack of noisy gluttons, 

I dread to- watch them over-eat 
Until they burst their buttons. 

Thou, Christmas, if it lay with me, 

With thy unsettled weather. 



SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.— III. 

The Hatfield Diplomatic Chair. 

The framework of this charming piece was for a 
time in the office of the S-Urd-y JJ-v-w. Sinte 
much enlarged, and stuffed with “ graceful conces- 
sions (prepared chemically) . Lately this chair has 
shown an unexpected stiffening in the back, and 
has become very uncomfortable to any diplomatist 
who trys to sit upon it. 


V«Ii« COtTi 
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MORTE D'HAECOUST ; 

OR, THE BALLON D’BSSAI. 

{Being a Fmgmmt ada.pted from the Idyll told 
I At Framis Allen's on the ChristTnas-em,") 

Then murmured Haroouet : Place me in 
the car.” i 

So to the great balloon they strolled along. 
And those three knights, the doleful Jean 
PHonnete, 

Sir Bol-champ Porte-drapeau, Sir Cop-la- 
po'ule, 

Over the side heavily hoisting him, 

Took out their handkerchiefs, and wept 
therein. 

But he that had the sternest eye of all 
And wettest, he the penman, Jean THon- 
nlte, 

Arranged the Chieftain’s head upon his lap, 
And loosed his morion and chafed his chin 
Duplex, and ran his fingers through the 
locks 

That like a lion’s or the rising sun 
High o’er the field would fiarne with ardent 
fringe. 

Then he unlaced the cuirass, letting out 
The breath in grievous pants ; and dropped 
a hint. 

Darkling, or foul play, mentioning no 
names. 

So like an extinct mammoth lay the Chief ; 
Not like that Haeocuet who, from head to 
heel 

Plantawnet through all his a,^ure blood, 

Let off his Budget underneath the eyes 
Of gracious ladies beaming through the 
grille. 

Then lotullr called the doleful Jean 
I’Honnete 

For ink and plumes and took his scroll and 
wrote ; 

‘*0 my dear Hahcourt, what are we to doP 
For lol the former times are now deftmet 
When every day produced some gallant 
Mcheme 

For riding otit to tilt nt huntan wrongs— 
The TTnion, or the CJhurch, or else the 
Drink 

And every^ wdieme some gallant la nee to 
nm it. 

Such times have not been since our errant 
knights 

Took shame of wearing shamrock in their 
hair. 

I And now the whole Round Table breaketh 
up, 

And on its legs the heathen hack their 
names, 

And I, the last of all thv true Elect, 

As in a dim-brown studv Tam left 
To write the record of the days that were.” 
He ceased, and made a cony for the Press, 
And on the fallen warrior’s failing heart 
Pinned the original ; and so with pain 
Over the side, fearfully clinging, dropped. 

Then slowly murmured Haroouet from 
the car : 

“ The good old order changeth ; ay, per- 
chance 

Tt was too large an order — who shall say ? 
For men may have too much of one good 
thing. 

Therefore I go ; I have done my work, and 
feel 

My conscience all serene. Yet let thy voice 
Roll like an organ for me in the Press, 

That men may learn the worth of what 
they lose. 

And now farewell ! X am addressed to go 
A strange excursion — if indmd I go, 

(For I myself hare had my doubts of this)— 
To some far-off aerial Lotus-isle, i 





‘*I SAY, Billie, Teacher says as ip we angs our stockings up on O’eis’mas Evei 
Santa Claus ’ll fill ’em with Presents ! ” 

“ It’ll take 'im all 'is time to pill mjjn-js. I 'aven’t got no Foots in ’em !” 


A land where it is evermore p.m. ; 

Where falls not any noise of party-strife. 
Nor horrid hum of rival leaderships, 

But all is inward calm, with ample space 
For writing reams of letters to the Times.” 

He ended, having finished. Then the 
twain, 

Sir Bel-champ Porte-drapeau, Sir Cop-la- 
poule, 

Planted on terra firma, out the rope, 

And looking each on other slowly winked. 
But the balloon, unwitting how it bore 
The weightiest remnant of the Table 
Round, 

Made for the Fwigheit* Then Jean I’Hon- 
ndte 

Deep-pondering stood at gaze, until the car 
Shewed as a flea athwart the vast inane ; 
Then, turning through the Forest, wearily 
drew 

To Lyndhurst Road, and took the train for 
town. 

Here ceased the speaker’s tale. So I to 
bed; 


And dreaming far into the Christmas dawn, 
Beheld a parachute, and therewithal 
Pendent a personage of stateliest port, 

That earthward shot; and all the people 
cried : 

“Haecourt is come again 1 We knew he 
would I ” 

And Cymric voices echoed : “ Come again I 
He never meant to die I ” Whereat I woke, 
Rose, dressed, and told my dreaming to the 
wise. 

But there was ngne that could expound the 
thing^ 

A Diplomatic Solution. 

Archibald, I say, grandpa, why do the 
Russians begin the New Year on a different 
day to what we do? 

Grandfather retired). Ohl I sup- 

pose that one of our ambassadors once 
signed a t j^aty on the first of January, and 
the shift j I beggars wanted an excuse for 
breaking 1 L 
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DIVIDED RESPONSIBILITY. 


ISailtr of m StMso (jmt retmrmAfram mefheatrt). “ Wh Gtans, tott ’kb— totj ’kb dktob 1 ' 
GUeS. “WbLIi, IB I AM, WHOSB BA ULT’g THAT? Isg TOUR WllfS ! 


OTJE BOOKTNG-OEriOE. 

Dickens cmd Us IlUdraiors (George Rbdwat), by Fred. G. 
Kitton, It is not merely to “ students of Dickens ” tliat this admir* 
ably-prodnoed hoiok will appeal, but to all who take an interegb in 
the works of such illustrators as Gboegb ORtriKBHANK, R. Si^- 
MOTJE, Hablot K. Browne, John Lbboh, Maeoxts Sto^, R.A., 
Ltjkb Filde^R.A., Dicky Doylb, Sir John Tbnntbl, Claekson 
S xANBiBLi), R.A., Sir Edwin Landsbbb, R.A., Gboegb Cattbr- 
MOLB, and other good names, of which the least known is that of 
Robbet Bass, who seems to naTe been generally successful except 
in the few illustrations he was, on Setmottr^s death, called upon to 
do for Fickwick- To the Baron's thinking, no one, on the whole, 
illustrated Dickens, that is, pourtrayed the figures that Dickens 
intended, so well as did “ Phiz.” Farcical, burlesque, outrageously 
so occasionally, yet the figures (such, for exam^, as Micawher) 
were only Dickens out-Diokens'd. Yet, are not the novelist's eccen- 
tric creations imprinted indelibly on our memory through the 
medium of their representations by “ Phiz ” P Perhaps after a 
term of uninterrupted collaboration, Dickens came unconsciously 
to create the types that “Phiz" could most successfully draw. 
Then, of John Leech's illustrations to the Christmas books, how 
memorable are his Trotty Vech and Tilly Slowboy! The Baron 
has ^foxe him the first edition of The JSaunted Man, with 
five illustrations by “J. Tbnnibl,” five by Leech, three by 
Staneibld, R.A,, and two by Frank Stone. The delightfully- 
f antastio yet graceful frontispiece and illustrated title are ** very 
Tenniel.” One^ would think twice before allowing a playful 
Kitton to remain in a library ; but there can be no doubt in the 
mind of any Dickensian student as to the propriety, if not neces- 
sity, of giving this particular Kitton a place on an accessible 
sh^f as soon as possible. . , « » . •. 

That's rayther a sudden pull up, ain't it, Sammy f ^ which 
being old Mr . Wdler^s inquiring criticism on Sem^s love-letter, 
is very much what the Baron would observe, without the 
“ Samm / y ,^* to Mr, W. W. Jacobs, after reading alm^ ^y ^<me 


(Lawrbnoe and Bdllbn). To which Mr. W. W. Jacobs would 
simply reply, with Sam Weller, “Not a bit on it; sbe 
there wos more, and that’s the Kreal*’? o’ letter wntm’.” 
And, substituting “short story” for letter, the Baron, on 


of his capitally-told stories in his volume 


Sea JJtMm 


And, substituting “short story” for letter, the Baron, on 
consideration, is fain to admit that Mr. Jacobs would 
right. Yet his stories are so humorously tantalising, he telU 
you so- much, and that much so well, that when they break off 
suddenly and you part with the characters, never to see or hear 
of them again, the reader experiences a sense of lo^ ; he 
returns over the ground, searching carefully to see if he has 
missed anything, and finding that he has not, he go^ en to the 
next story, expecting that this fresh one at least will ^use ana. 
interest him as much as have those he has already read, ana will 
also satiny his curiosity in regard^ to the future of the individuals 
in whom he is sure to become interested. But the stones as 
they are finished or unfinished, are all good ; not an 
one in the whole lot. For choice, the Baron would select ^ Ihe 
Smoked Skipper,” “The Cabin Passenger,” “Choice Spmts, 
and “Brother Hutchins.” But, capital as these are, The Grey 
Parrot” “takes the cake.” This troublesome bird, on account 
of his impolite language, strong even for a parrot, is put in sn 
out-of-the-way room, where, “with a cloth throTO over its 
cage,” it “ spent most of its time wondering when the mys were 
going to lengthen a bit.” There's a dash of t^edy 
story, hut it soon merges into comedy, and “An Inter^tion 
— a most original incident— ends in a quiet chuckle. 
lection of stories must he bracketed with the I 

Many Cargm, and they would be ha^ to beat even ii i>oz j 
were with us to give a fresh series of his “ eketchee.” 

Of A Eidory of ihe Dreyfus Case (Simpon, Mabshald, 
Hamilton, Kent Co,), by George Barlow, I need wly eny 
that those who widb to know tl^ wretched and togic 
Drbtpus from the beginning, cannot do better read this 
excellent account. It is set forth with admirable elear^ss, ana 
with very high literary abfiity, and is more d^ly inte^sfcing 
than any novel I have read for years past^ George ! Bmow 
has doi^ it-wther. Tmi Baron db B.-W . 
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KITCHENER. 

[In tU metre of Mr, George Merediths Poems, recently puhlished.) 

Back to the Soudan, win-emitten, calorific, soorchant. 

Gone 1 

Far from the quenchless, tonant town-councils, no lonseor amort 
Persistent to harry his leisure, immeasurably scant, * 

With receptions repercussent and addresses adulatant, or some- 
thing of the sort ; 

Far from dinners, magnanimous, galopshus stodge ; 

Far from orators, catastro|)hic, gurglant, glummering on, 

Some mumble, with hesitations, murmurant. 

Some, fluent with indefinite jaw-cackle, prank, 

All glaucous and tommyrottant ; 

Far from redundent busyboidies difficult to dodge. 

Oh, my eye, after such a fling, 

What paradisiacal peacefulness in the incalescent, arenaceous 
deserts, which flank 
The equinoctial ups of the Nile ! 

There, later on, m the College, cumulatiye, quenohlesa, of the 
Sirdar, 

Highcockalqrumjig hip hip hurrah Panjandmim, 

The inconscient, teneDrious blackamoorB 
Will learn 

The English tongue. 

Not, let us fervently desiderate, the English of Carltli, 
Bogglant, Teutonic, repellent hoots glum, 

Jaw-gapes athwart booming far, 

Ridged up for boors ; 

Nor yet the English of Kiplino, 

Lambent with exotic gabble-quirks, 

Tn a '' Madriasa for Hubshees,” 

A College for Soudanese, dolorous, decrescent, nigerous, young ; 
No ! 

Not the English of Kipling, who makes “fourth” rhyme with 
“ worth,” 

And “ men ” with “ again ” ; evocative jerks ! 

What on earth 

Made him do it ? Neither of these, 

Nor yet the graceless, unapt English of the crowd, 

Of the braggart butcher, the bodeful baker, or the calamitous 
candlestick-maker, 

Of the scornful omnibus-conductor, 

Staggerant in the spirally upward of the omnibus steps. 

Of the stockbroker, white-waistcoated, declamant, penetrant, 
loud, 

Of the tolerant tinker, 

Of the triumphant, tonant, towering tailor ; 

Nal 

They ought to learn that immaroessible English, 

Clanon, equipollent, succourful, 

Clamant as the magnanimous ballyrag when cabbage -stalks spurn, 
Vendical as the adolescent hippopotamus, 

Voicing the delinquent chimney-pots forthwith, 

Grumous as fried fish. 

Rumpling lapis lazuli boomerang electro-plated bull 
Mountainous brain-awake friable malignant omnibus ; 

That IS what the Soudanese must learn — 

The English of Georgb Mbrbdith. 


CLOWN IN FTJTURO. 

A Voice from the J* im-iors .7-Now that we are within measurable 
dis^ce of Boxing Night, it is just as well that it should be 
g^derstqod that the young do not require any of the so-called 
cmldish fun” of cur ancestors. The clown is out of date, 
gid no boy or girl cares a fig about the clumsy inanities of the 
Pantaloon. What we of the rising generation desire is beautiful 
scenery, interesting and expensive dresses, and lots of intricate 
What can there ne amusing in a person with a red 
patched face making a butter-slide for the discomfort of some 
score of wretched suj^rs ? Dancing may help our sisters how to 
comport themselves at a ball, and an effective spectacle may 
satisfy the cravings for the sesthetic of our brothers. And then 
let the portion of the entertainment intended for the younger 
rqembers of the audience commence at a reasonable hour — say 
nine o’clock. Then, after the play is over, the boys and gnls 
can go either tO' the club for bones and a smoke, or the bciSoir 
for a soup and a chatter. Not that I admit myself to he a hoy, 
^ I forced to sign myself A Fossil op Fiptbbn. 

Voice from the Seniors, — 1 really must protest against the 
Idea thah Iwema to he gaining ground that people who have come 
to years of discretion want to see dajpcing . and scenery. All 
tnat sort of thing may do fairly well for our descendants. 



LINKS. 

Gertie [to Cousin, a beginner), “And why do thbp call tfb Boys 
‘Caddies’?** 

Cousin, “ Oh~br— BEOAirsE— ER— don’tcher know, the ‘ Caddie * 
HOLDS THE * Tee.’ ** Gertie, “ Oh— h— h— h ! ” 


Wliat we want is the drollery of the red-hot poker. There is 
nothing pleasing in watching a lady — who is old enough to know 
better— walking about the stage on the largest of her toes. And 
! as for stage cloths, don’t we know that they have a seamy side, 
and that all is not gold that glitters ? The fun of our old friend 
the Christmas Clown is always vastly entertaining. If any one is 
to be cut out, let it be Columbine, with her pointless posing. 
No ; let us have plenty of “ spill and pelt.” And as for the time, 
let our portion of the pantomime come reasonably early — say 
seven. A dinner at five, and bed well before ten is tne 
rational regime of the seniors. Then, even those who admit to 
be elderly, will enjoy what is known as “beauty’s sleep.” Not 
that I admit I am aged, as I beg tO' sign myself, 

A Ch ild of Seventy. 

What I Our old Friend Smith .f’ — Perennial Tom Smith 1 
Crackers again! “Artistic Crackers,” “Toy Crackers,” “Man- 
darin Crackers,” “Blossom Whispers,” and varieties of all sorts 
of Crackers, except nut-crackers I Evidently Tom draws the 
line here, that is^ for this year, as the omission having been 
pomted out to him, Tom Smith will puzde his “nut” in de- 
vising some entirely new sort of cracker for the end of the cen- 
toy, to equal which will be the despair of future Tom Browns, 
Tom Joneses, and Tom Robinsons, As the convivial chorus 
goes: — 

Here ’0 to you, Tom Smith, 

Here *s to you, with all our heart. 

But what the rest of it is — substituting “ Brown ” for “ Smith,” 
in the original — we are at a loss to recollect ; only, once' upon a 
time, it was a chorus which evoked sentiments of eternal friend- 
ship — ^late, very late, in the evening. 


From “ Golden Lane.”— This sounds quite a Fairy Locality, 
where dwells the Fairy Faulkner, from whom Mr. Punch has 
received delightful specimens of his magic in the shape of Christ- 
mas cards, pictures, almanacks, and other faerie fancies. There 
are very pretty diaries, which make the year look gay through- 
out; there are eccentric games and cards of all sorts, pretty, 
plain, comic, but always the “ Correct Cards ” for Christmas. 


Pbopxb Plant ioe a Clown. — The Columbine. 
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One stage a year are joTirneying all, 

And jouni^yiiig Southward, downward, 
ever. 

Some never reach the isthmus, some 
Their steps far South beyond it bend— 
Yet all men, came whatever may come, 

With hearts still yo-ung their course may 
end. 

I, having passed my thirtieth stage, 

Not vet half way across the isthmus i 
That joins the Lands of Youth and Age, , 
Can wish you still— * A Merry Christ- 1 , 
masl ” 

A MODERN REHEARSAL. 
Leading Lady (to f^tage Manager), 
Who’s that man in the ulster-coat talking 
to the call-boy ? 

Stage Manager. Don’t know, I’m sure. 
Perhaps a gas-fitter. Now as I was say- 
ing, Miss Frisettk, I think that all your 
alterations in the dialogue are quite up to 
date, but we must give Splitter a chance 
for his cackle. Ah ! her© he is. 

Splitter. Well, old boy, I’ve worked in 
that scene to righhs, but the boss thinks 
that some allusions to Turkey served up 
with Grerman sausage would fetch ’em. So 
you might chuck it in for me. 

triage Man. Of course T wlL Capital 
idea. {Marks prowphbonk.) I wonder 
who that chan is in the wing? 

Splitter. Haven’t the faintest idea. 
Tiooks like an undertaker. Hallo, Wob- 
bler, brought your new song ? 

Wobbler. Yes. it ought to go. And I ’ve 
a gross or so of capital wheezes. 

Snlitter. No poaching, old chan. 
Wobbler. Of course not. I’ll not let 
them off when you ’re on. Morning, Miss 
Skii>. Perfect, T suppose. 

Miss Skid (hrighfly). I’m always 
f»ct.” B\it — (seriously) — T had to ctit all 
the idiotic stuff in my part., and get Peter 
Qurp of The Kangaroo to put in something 
up to date. Here’s the boss! 

[Enter Mr. Footlyte, the manager , 
amid a chorns of safntations. 

Stage Man. Places, ladies and gentle- 




L I I j ill ^ 1 M beared, I would point out that T have com- 

j r pletely rewritten the Second Act. and— 

J 7-;,^ fitmnafr in TlUffr. But, Sir, I' 

. - ^ .Ifr. F. Too is that man P 

mVIIMG HERSELF AWAY. We don’t knowl 

, Mr. F. (adrnneing) . Who are you, Sir, 

Mis^rm. Jane, I 've mislaid the Key of my Escritoire. I wish you d just i^eioh trespass on mv premises? 

ME THAT Box OF ODD Keys. I DARESAY I CAN FIND ONE TO OPEN IT. Th^’ S. in the K. Don’t you remember 

Jme. “It’s no use, Ma'am. There isn’t a Key in the ’Ouse as ll fit that Desk. F^wltte? 


HERSELF AWAY. 


A MERRY CHRISTMAS I 

A Merry Christmas I ” — Yes, I know 
How blandly people smile to bear 
That good old phrase of long ago^ 

It is so smart (and hard) to sneer 1 
That Christmas now ’s a cheerful pose, 
Good will to men and Christian charity 
Exploded myths, each baby knows, 

And learns to crow with forced hilarity* 

Your youthful cynic, rising two, 

Turns up his nose at Santa Claus ; 

At three, the childish joys are few 
He fails to damn with faint applause. 
At four— the blas^ age of four — 

He finds the pantomime detestable, 
Bran -pies and OhristmaS-trees a bore, 
Plum-pudding even indigestible. 

So be grows up, all joys and griefe 
Dissecting with a cynio knife, 


! Destroying all the old beliefs, 

’ And losing half the salt of life. 

, Worst of all modern ills I hohi 
1 This cheapening of childhood’s treasures, 
This reckless hurry to grow old 
And slay with sneers youth’s simple i 
pleasures.^ 

“A Merry Christmas!” — You and I 
Can greet without a sneering tongue — 

! I may that ae the years go by 

They find your heart and mine still young. 
“ Grey head on shoulders green ” to-day 
Commands the applause of all beholders, 
Yet mo(re to be desired, I say. 

Is a green heart beneath ^ey shoulders ! 

• As in the Western Hemisphere,, 

I So in the map of life are seen 
Two oontdnente — one ^:*eeE, one aeie— 

I With a long isthmus in between. 

And all mankind, both great and small, 

1 Both good and bad, both dull and clever, 


Th^’ S. in the V. Don’t you remember 
me Mr F'^otltte? 

Mr. F, No, Sir, I do not* What ’s your 
bu‘»»nes<« ? . 

The S, in the JT. (nm^onsly). I am the > 
author nf the 
Frerybod'ti. Ha! ha! ha! 

Mr. F. Then you’re not wanted here. 
(To Stage Manager.) Jenkins, clear the 

stao'c. 

[The author is shown out. Behearsol pro^ 
mds. Curfain. 


PROVERBS GONE WRONG. 

You can’t burn your candle at both ends 
and eat it too. 

It ’s a thankless child that has a serpent s 
tooth. , 

Where there *s a Will there s a Codicil* 

It is an ill wind that never reioioes. 

A watched pot never rejoices* 

One man may look at a laiorse over a 
fence, but another mayn’t. 

I A stitch in the side sews yon up. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 

An Old Si(tger once 'fnore takes hiajpart ^ 
Lifers Pantomime, 

Once in our CJhristman pantomiine, 

Years ago when our hearts weore young, 
And our mirth was ringing with madcap 
rhyme, , 

And thistledown jests to the wind we 

I was the 5iown, a boisterous wag, 

Who rattled along on the broad-gauge 
line, 

With perilous leap and noisy gag, 

And yo-u were the dainty Columbine I 

Then in a bygone pantomime, 

Le^ of the rattle and lees of the noase, 
We d been drilled a little by Father Time— - 
He d transformed us all from girls and 
boys I 

I was the Harlequin tender and true, 

Very conceited those steps of mine, 

In the Pas dk deux that I danced with you, 
How happy was I with my Columbine 1 

Now is another pantomime. 

And still there are parts for us to play. 
While the bells around as merrily oh^e, 
To-morrow is Christmas Boxing Day. 
'‘What is my part? ” I hopefully croon. 
“Something of course in the good old 
line.’* 

Oldl Ah! that twine* 1 I 'll be Pantaloon, 
But you diall be stall my Columbine 1 

Good Oid Obbisxius Gahm otvivto 
WITH GnsAT Stroenaw bt jj* thh Powhes 
IN ihh PiB East. — S nap-dragom. 


THE MAD MULLAH INTERVIEWED. A BALLADE OF CHRISTMAS SHOPPING. 

OxTB special ooirespondent suooeeded in The joy of Christmas shopping ! Now 
obtaining an interview with the Mad Mul- The world goes daUy forth, I see, 
lah recently, and sends us the following : — With busy steps and serious brow, 
Chakdara, Monday. To shop from early morn to tea. 

I found the Mad Mullah seated on an People, as swift the hours flee, 
im erted egg-chest, pensively chewing a From shop to shop untanng wend, 
straw. He nodded as I entered his tent, I too must buy— some two or three— 
and said, “ Be seated. There ’s plenty of The presents which I have to send. 

room on the floor.” Then, after a pause, ... . ^ . ^ ^ 

he added, “Bismillahl Allah is great and An^d, since to Custom \ 

MAbftmet is his oroohet ” I Stores with chastened glee— 

Sued. ‘‘ y^72tey «.y. What do But lot me, , 

you ®nk olf aifaii^ in the Swat valley P ” ni? l^d^ to & 

“ Oh 1 I shall go out of &e Mad Which mi ght, to’ you themseives oom- 

busineas,” he answered, rather despairingly. ^ 

“ Nothing to be ■ made in it nowadays. ^ j \ 

to Hooley, or Extoker, or any of those now eighteen, do I endow 

chaps? You see, if the public would intro- ^ith meerschaum fine (his weird he’ll 
duce some capital, I feel sure that there dree !) ; 

would be some proph — profits, I mean— at toys, and »o on — and somehow 

all events for us, if^ot for the coupon or ^ jyfy Christmas shopping ’s done, D. G. 

One gift on which I glad would be — 

How glad 1 — “ my Hbtle all ” to spend, 
Eemains, alas I by Fate’S'decree, 

A present which I shall not send, 

Unvoi. 

Princess, accept unsent by me. 

Who only am your humble f nend, 

All that I rain would send to thee, 

The present which I may not send I 

The Mato of THE MILL.— A lady boxer. 


card, just now. Of course, I m wortn a 
good bit tO' English editors ^ hard up for 
copy. Always good for an eight-lme p^, 
'Eli^t of the Mad Mullah,’ or 'Anothw 
Out meak by the Mad Mullah ’ j but mostly 
they’re ‘flights’ now. Game’s getting a 
bit played out thou^, and if Hooley ox 
the ^er fellow will take me up, I ’ll cer- 
tainly sell out of the business ^ once. 
But I must have cash down. No Five per 
Cent. Cumulative Prefs. in part payment 
for meJ ” 






THE RIVAL ROMEOS AND THE OFTEN-DESERTED JULIET, 

The^ Old Farty will probably not be in too great a hurry to ntahc her Choice, 


OXFORD, 2000 A.D. 

[“ The MidlaDd TJiiiversity, which is being formed at Birmingham, will, in 
one respect, be quite unique amongst the Universities of Great Britain, for it 
has been decided to establish in connection with it a school of brewing. 
There will be a chair of brewing, and the training will be of the fullest. . . . 
A special brewing laboratojj will be established contiguous to the University 
-^Westminster uazetU,] 

On reading the above, Mr. Punch was seriously perturbel. 
What about Oxford and Cambridge? How would tney stand 
such competition!? Would they be cut out of the field by their 
up-to-date rival? Obviously there was but one way to answer 
these questions, and accordingly Mr, Punches SpeciaJ Prophetic 
Interviewer was despatched to the Isis. 

At the first glimpse it was obvious that, whatever else had 
happened, Oxford was not deserted. Great changes had, how- 
ever, been effected. The spires and towers had all disappeared, 
and in their place rose a forest of tall chimneys. The IS. P. T. 
made his way to Christ Church, which indeed he had some diffi- 
culty in recognising. Tom Quad and the Cathedral had beeu 
pulled down to make room for a huge red-brick building, whence 
issued a continuous stream of brewers’ drays driven by under- 
grailp in cap and g^n. The S. P. I. entered. A large audience 
were listening to JDr, Vatz, the Dean, who was lecturing on the 
Chemistry of Bitters, samples of which were handed round the 
class at frequent intervals. It appeared to be a very popular 
lecture. At its conclusion the 8. Jr. I. presented himself to the 
Dean, wlm kindly volunteered as cicerone. 

** Great changes?” remarked the Dean. "No doubt there 
are. Why, in your time, there wasn’t even a chair of Brewing. 
This is the Bo-ttling Department. Most of the undergraduates 
here are Freshmen. That man in the scholar’s gown ? He is 


one of our most promising students, and has already; taken the 
Hertford and Ireland. No,” added the Dean, smiling indulgently 
at the S, P. I.’s ignorance, " these are no longer classical scho- 
larships. They are given for Malting and Brewing.” 

" Then is beer the only profession now taught in Oxford ? ” 

"By no means. In Balliol they make whisky, in All Boles, 
boots and shoes, and so forth. But here we don’t do much but 
brewing. Christ Church is still the aristocratic college, you 
know. Even in your time brewers were a majority of the House 
of Lords — not a majority ? W'eil, a big percentage, at all events.” 

"And classics?”* 

The Dean laughed. "Of course, the old regime died hard. 
Balliol was the Pioneer of the new Oxford Movement, and when 
she first put up her whisky laboratory, Convocation and Congre- 
gation protested to a curate. But the change had to come. Bir- 
mingham was beating us everywhere. The aristocracy were all 
going there, and Birmingham Bachelors of Brewing and Doctors 
of Distilling were getting every poet in the country worth 
having.” 

" And what about the women ? ” 

"Of course, the New Movement affected them too. Somer- 
ville is now a steam-laundry with a mangling laboratory, and 
Lady Margaret’s is a school of cookery where thev read for 
degrees in the domestic arts. But I must be off,’^ cried the 
Dean, "to visit the fermenting bins, or the Freshmen will be 
poisoning themselves with the carbonic acid. Before you leave 
Oxford, you should run round and see the improvements at the 
Aslunolean. It used to be a library, usedn’t it ? Now it ’s the 
University Co-operative Stores, where undergraduates do their 
practical’ work for the shopwalkers’ degree.” 

Bo the S. P. I. return^ to town, satisfied that OxfoJrd will 
hold her own with her pushful youn^r sister. 





December 24 , 1898 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


BATHER DISCONCERTING. 

i [Prince 6-bokgb of Greece is to be welcomed, on 
bis arnval lu Crete, by- tlie bauds of the four Uieat 
Powers, playing then* nauouai authems simui- 
taneousiy.J 

The mw Govemor-^General soHloquises, aside : 

Well, this takes some beating, 

When four rival bands, 

By way of a greeting, 

StriKe up a JDuteh concert the moment one 
lands 1 

With wind and peroussion 
Each patriot blares 
Together the Russian, 

French, British, Italian national aira. 

This quadruple medley 
J ust gives me the hump. 

And a longing that *s deadly 
To put the performers straight under the 
pump 1 

Or, if that 's improper, 

I 'd bribe them ar-pieoo, 

And chuck them a copper 
(Or Liipkm) this mad cnarivari to cease. 

Thank Heaven, there’s no Teuton 
With “• ^Tatch ua the 
And the Austrian is mute on 
His welcoming trumpet — or else I ’d resign 1 


MEMS. BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 

Yesterday . — Must have a kinsmen party. 
Must call all the poor relations together. 
Must tlo up tne house with holly and 
mistletoe. Must have any number of 
crackers. Must keep up the festival with 
the customary clieery goodwill. Must eat 
beef, plum-puddaig and luince-pies. Must 
for on<^ in a way defy ttie doctor, and 
run the risk of gout. Must take Charles 
Dickens seriously anent tlie Yule-tide sea^ 
son. Must meet all sorts and conditions 
of men. And, finally, must end in a first- 
class family row. 

!ZVi-c/ai/,— Ignore the past. Ignore the 
family. Get away from friends and ac- 
quaintances. jShut up the town house, and 
leave it in the hands of a caretaker. And 
finally, go^ quietly to some out-of-commis- 
sion watering-place, and end the Christmas 
season by dining seal in the coffee-room of 
an all but deserted hotel. 



Master Ttm, Wish I ooxrLn oatoh a Cold just before Christmas.” 

Master Tmri. *‘Well, Ma's always batin’, *Fbbd a Cold.’ Wouldn’t I? Just I 


TO IMY FRIEND.S. 

{J Trartimt 

Dear friends, I am deeply affected 
(As the door-bell incessantly rings) 

By your gifts, always quite unexpected, 
Each Christmas invariably brings. 

Cheap port, vile champagne by the dossens. 
Pots, inkstands, matchboxes, cigars 
(Come from brothers, and neii^ibours, and 
cousins), 

And mincemeat in family jars. 

With cheeses, hares, turkeys and pheasants, 
I’m superabundantly stored, 

Alas 1 but such valuable presents 
I fear you can scarcely afford. 

Then, to bibulous carmen who leave them 
With ** Happy New Year ^ on their lips, 
Unfortunate I who receive them 
Have to ^ve a small fortune in tips. 

So do you not think it were better, 
Instead of extravagant trash, 

To send me, by registered letter, 

But one-third of their value in cask f 


Literary Query.— Cbips and Chops, by 
R. Neish. Where did the author find his 
title f On a bill of fare? Or did he ever 
come across the lines following : — 
PiPPLEDBWIPS, 

She lived on chips ; 

PoPPLEDEWOPfl, 

He lived on chops ; 

8aid PippLBDEWiPS- 
To PoPPLKDEWOPS, 

I ’ll give you my chips 
If you ql give me your chops.” 

New this is a very ancient nursery rhyme, 
not, as we believe, to be found in any book 
of small folk lore^ but handed down from 
the nursery upstairs to the dining-room 
below by oral tradition. Chips and Chops 
ought to be a very Neisb book for home 
CO nsumptio n. 

Mr. Punch’s OpFicrAL Notice to Holi- 
day-Makers. — Orange-peel at Christmas 
time should be in puddings, not on pave- 
ments. 

Mrs. Jihhins (after gazing on a 'globe in 
a shop-window). Well, nothii^ won’t per- 
suade me but what the world ’s flat. 

Mrs. Tnmmins. Well, Mabiar, if the 
world ’s flat, ’ow can you account for ’Aver- 
^ock Hill ? 


COLUMBUS. 

[“ The ashes of Columbus are coming home, hut 
to what sort of reception ? At Grana<Ja, yesterday, 
a crowd of women pelted his statue witti stones,^ on 
the ground that, if he had not discovered America, 
Spain would have escaped her worst misfortune.” 

, Daily JN^ewsJ] 

Wrfo found America P (A hrat 
In Standard I. would think you flat 
To ask a question such as that !) 

Columbus, 

Whom therefore have we mow to thank 
For this ill weed, most coarse, most rank, 
The hateful, democratic Yank ? 

Columbus. 

Whom shall we Spaniards henceforth know 
As conquered Spain’s, most fatal foe, 

The primal source of all her woe P 
Columbus. 

Whose erstwhile all-hut-wo'r^ipped hones 
Shall lie umhonoured, whilst old crones 
Shall pelt his effigy with stones ? 

Columbus. 

Whose name shall he a foul black blot 
Upon this fair creation ? — ^What ? 

Well, no, I rather think it ’$ not 
Columbus. 
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a minute out. It was just five minutes 
past seven wiien I spoke/' 

The warning was accurate enough for 
these seated at the Captain’s table. A 
little hard upon passengers at otners. it 
observation Jaas reduced the matter to a 
precise science, why not utilise tlie menu 
tor giving timely notice? in rounding 
Cape St. Vincent, the ship’s course is twice 
changed, momentarily creating ructions. 
Why should not the menu run thus : — 
Potage a la Heine. 

KuctiouB a la Keptune, 

The rest of the menu is calculated to take 
halt an hour. Then — 

hindon rdti. 

Boulevereement general i la Diable, 


TO PHYLLIS. 


{With OhrUtmas Greeting.) 

Ah, Phyllis I let the cynic sneer, 

And vent his spleen and humour bitter, 
In sco-rn of jo-yful Christmas cheer, 

Calling its pleasures empty glitter ; 

Such churlish thoughts though his may be, 
It is not so with you and me. 

You have no thought of coming pain 
To darken your delights with sadness, 
Your carol is a joyous strain, 

Your life is but one hymn of gladness; 

I catch a ray of gladness, too, 

My Phyllis, when 1 think of you. 

Nay, there is joy at Christmas still, 

And youth and purity can buy it, 
Although the world be harsh and chill ; 

[ Yes, you at least will not deny it, 

I Phyllis, for — sober truth to say— 

I You were not born last Christmas Day. 




^a.Wo.iL!_5» '' 
' 1 


BOXING DAY IN THE COUNTRY. 

Gwen. “Oh, Aloy, this horrid Man won’t let its pass unless we give him some 
Money ! You ’ll make him, won’t you ? ” 


never dine to the accompaniment of tiie 

THE BLUE MEDITERRANEAN. fiddle, must understand that nothing 


{Extrmts from the Trmel Diary of Tolty, M.F,; 

Second.) 

P. 0. Mail Steamer Feninsular. 
Off St. Vincent. Thursday . — Our Captain 
iS’ a wonderful man. He can not only sail 
a ship, but can tell to sixty seconds when 
j^e will begin to roll. , 

Whbler is liis name, 

England is his nation, 

St. Albans is his country home, 

To see It his salvation. 

That doesn’t happen often in the year, 
a circumstance that gives him fuller 
opportunity of studying the phenomenon 
alluded to. 

Sitting down to dinner at 7 o’clock just 
as we were rounding Cape St. Vincent, the 
ship that had borne herself so serenely 
through the fabled turmoil of the Bay of 
Biscay suddenly began to roll in a fashion 
that impartially distributed the soup. 
Noted on entering saloon that the fiddles 
were on the table. (The gentlemen of 
England who live at home at ease, and 


musicil is meant. The framework tempo- 
rarily attached to the saloon dining-tables 
in order to keep dishes, glasses and bottles 
from flying a^ut is called the fiddle, be- 
cause it in no way resembles a violin.) 
Appearance ominous, but the state of the 
weather on deck did not justify apprehen- 
sion. In a moment, in the twinkling of an 
eye, the soup just served was flying about 
the cabin like an April shower, only more 
unctious. 

“ Ah I ” said the Captain, as if that were 
nothing, “in half an hour we’ll have an- 
other round.” 

The ship settling down as suddenly as 
she ’d erupted, the dinner went merrily on 
till, just as the ganre was being serv^, a 
similar earthquake swooped down on the 
cabin. The birds, after thdr kind, adroitly 
seized the opportunity to ^ take tb th^- 
selves wings and fly away into convenient 
bosoms and laps. With one consent we 
took out our watches, and found it was 
twenty-four minutes to eight, 

“Uml” said the Captain, gloomily, “I’m 


SOME CHBISTMAS PRESENTS. 

Or Oomolatmi Frizes, as the case may be. 

For Sir William Harcourt — the head of 
the editor of the Daily Mail on a charger. 

For the German Emperor — an invitation 
to dine with the New Vagabonds, 

For President Kruger — an invitation to 
stop away. 

For M. Delcaas^ — a packet of safety pins. 

For Sir E. Monson — a packet of soft soap. 

For Mrs. Druoe — a subscriber or two for 
her “ Portland Bonds.” 

For the above subscriber or two — free 
lodgings, board and attendance sine die in 
Hanweil, that ia, if they ever expect to see 
a termination oi the case. 

For the Sirdar — the opportunity to give 
Major Marchand the opportuni^ to sub- 
scribe to the Gordon College at Khartoum, 

For Major Marchand — ^the opportunity 
to accept this opportuni^. 

For the Emperor of China— a passwrt 
for a perambulator-ride outside the Palace 
of Peking. 

For the Dowager-Empress of Chinar— a 
back seat on a bicycle built for two. 

¥ot the Tsar— -the abolition of Russian 
conscripts, by way of postscript to his own 
Rescript. , 

For Cd. Picquart, Capt. Dreyfus, and 
M. Zo!ar~a return to the bosoms of their 
resp^ive families, and a safe-conduct out 
of Paris to some place, under the rule of 
the Pr^M of the Sane, where there is no 
“ conspuing.” 

For Mr. Eudyard Kipling— a week’s re- 
spite from the paragraphist. 

For the new^^per-reader — ^a week’s 
recite from Mr. Eudyard Kipling. 

For the Liberal Party— a Leader. 

For the Leader— A Liberal Party. 
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'' It 1$ x > BJUi>yuh to think what mmw things Pbople are saying about me ! 

*‘Mt dear young Lady, HURBrjVr you don't mind such ill-natured Gossip as all 

THAT?" ‘^ORHTAINLY I DO— WHEN IT 'S EVERY BIT OP IT TRUE!" 


A BACHKI.OR UNCLE’S DIARY, 

I, 

Monday.-- ILivo soon nothing of my 
relatives sincHs that terrible visit of Max 
and Tommy to vShrimpton in September. 
My dear sister Constance, their mother, 
wnds me mufBn-dish. Hate muffins, terri- 
bly indigestible ; but still, so kind. Au- 
gusta presents me with barrel of oysters. 
So delicious, but never eat oysters for fear 
of typhoid. Hone the lees thoughtful of 
her. Must do Konu*thing in return. 
Might send them each a box of cigars or— 
No, the very thing ! invite them and their 
hm^nds and elder children to dine on 
Christmas Day. Will ward invitation 
warmly. Well, not too warmly, in case 
giey prefer to refuse. Say 6 r.M. dinner, 
(rather) to renew acquaintance 
with Max and Tommy— for a short time. 
And they may ail refuse. I hope— not. 

Anursaay.— Received rwlies accepting. 
Augusta writes that, as head nurse has 
“Obto that dav, she is sure I won't mind 
her bnngi^ Tom* and Willie, the two 
ypipg^r children. Charmed, ox course; 
at least, I think so. 


Chrisirnas Day.— Morning church, peace 
and gO'Odwill, and a forty-five minutes con- 
stitutional afterwards. Luncheon, sole a la 
ColherL cold grouse, and just a glass and a 
half Chfiteau Yquem. Cigar and the 
Field. Usual doze by fire just commencing, 
when sound of wheels causes heart to sink. 

I Listen intently. Yes. No. It 's only 

three o'clock. They can’t possibly 

I THEY HAVE! I! 

Dear Augusta and five darlings 
(Augusta's phraseology, this) sweep into 
: room, bringing with them the freshne-ss of 
healtn and an icy draught. Thought you 
I wouldn't mind, Charley, if we came rather 
i earlier ” — she said “ rather earlier ” — than 
I you asked us. We 'd promised our ooach- 
I man a holiday, so determined to conm over 
I early, and let him get back to enjoy his 
I afternoon* He'll fetch us at ten. Now, 

I don't you disturb yourself. Go on smoking 
your pipe^' (disgusting habit, smoltoe 
pipes ! w hy mistake my Cabana for pipe r 
So hurtful), *‘and the children will just 
amuse themselves here in your room. 
Here, Topsr." Gives Topsy cherished 
imall Dresden figure to play with. 1 
writhe. *^Now, WiLMB, you're not to 


touch that nasty cat " — my blue Persian — 
“leave its tail alone, at once. Here's 
something to amuse you ; may he have 
this little carriage-clock to play with, 
Charley P " Say I would rather he played 
with something else, the coals in the 
scuttle, for instance. Augusta oontemns 
the Wallsend as playthings. “Oh! here, 
this will do I " ^e says, snatching up oigar- 
box, and handing out a dozen or so of my 
choice Cabanas to dear Willie. (N.B. — 
Augusta’s husband a non-smoker.) Feel 
that I could cheerfully sang, “ Willie, we 
have missed you.” Bright, breezy creature, 
Augusta. Other three children sit in a 
row, staring^ at me. Keep wary eye on 
Topsy and Willie, and wonder how many 
of those cigars will be worth smoking when 
Willie has done with them. D — ear 
Willie I 

Violent, or suppose I should say hearty, 
slap on hack announces brother-in-law’s 
arrival. Augusta’s husband, Dr. Pilling- 
TON, has aggressive air of hail-fellow-well- 
met, and punctuates his remarks with acts 
of personal violence. “ How are you, 
Charles?” Poke in ribs. “Putting a 
leetle too much on here.’' Dig at waist- 
coat. So rude. Shall hate this man di- 
rectly. “Had a case of the sort once 

where nay patient Augusta, Topsy is 

swallowing that Chinese coin. Yes, had a 

case ” Awfifi choking fit by Topsy 

demands immediate attention, and I 
escape, saying I have to* “see a man.'’ 
Rush downstairs and implore housekeeper 
to hurry on dinner. Says quite impossible. 
Besides, what about other guests? Had 
forgotten that. Go* to* stables and smoke 
cigar. Return 5.30, and find dear Con- 
stance and the General, with Max and 
Tommy, just arrived. 

“ Good old Uncle Charley, you must be 
glad to* see us again!” says Max. So 
hearty. Thump on back from Tommy, 
“Won’t it be fun!” So homely. Feel I 
have done nothing to deserve this. Max 
takes me aside confidentially, “I’ve 
brought you a white rat with pink eyes. 
Uncle Charley, for a Christmas present, 
but I ’m blowed if I can find it ! I — think 
I must- have slipped it into the Governor’s 
greatcoat pocket instead of my own, and — 
Oh, by gum I there he goes ! ” Rat dashes 
across hall. Constance screams. General 
swears. Boys and butler chase. Merci- 
fully, my terrier pounces on it, and with 
one snap rids me of this embarrassing gift. 
Calm down, and General says, “I hope 
you ’ve not asked Pillington, Charley ? 
You have? Well, I’ll be hanged. You 
know I newer will meet that feller if 
I can help it. It ’s too bad ! ” Glares at 
me. Why me ? Apologise. Frigid greet- 
ing between Pillington and General. 
Awful twenty minutes, and then dinner 
announced. 

So Economical. 

First Lady Churchgoer. Isn't it curious 
that Christmas Day should fall on a Sunday 
this year ? 

I Second Lady Churchgoer (who has made 
contribution suffice for the two days). Very ; 
hut not, I think, so* quaint as that, after 
Christmas falling on a Sunday, New Year's 
Day should follow suit. Why shouldn't 
this happen every year ? 

' Q. What is the difference between 
Christinas on shore and Christmas at sea ? 

A. One is spent among the crackers, the 
other among the breakers. 
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FIGURES. 

{By the Bver-Ready Itec7cone,r.) 

Figtoes are -wonderful things, and would 
bo more marvellous still were it not for the 
intrusion of facts. 

There is something weird and unoaimy 
about figures. By their meanSj one can 
make the most abstruse calculations, such 
as, if a herring and a half cost three half 
pence, how much half a dozen herrings will 
cost. Nor is this all ; by means of figures 
one can prove almost anything. 

The cynic declares that “ every man has 
his price,” which may be true of most of 
us, and we know, of course, that every 
woman has her figure, and most of them 
are proud of ii. 

Abolish figures, and you do away with 
company promoters and managers of bur- 
lesque theatres at one blow. 

Every company is floated. That is the 
technical term, derived, no doubt, from 
the fact that most of the shareholders are 
altogether at sea ” as to the real prospects 
of the company. But I digress. Every 
company, then, is started with a pretty set 
of figures, showing that the pronts of the 
underbaking will be enormous, and the 
chances of a loss so infinitesimiU as to be 
scarcely worthy of consideration. 

When the company is formt^, and the 
promoters have moilestly^ and discreetly 
retired from tlie oonoern with their profits, 
certain facts thrust themselves forward 
with the restilt that not infrequently a 
pretty figures is ctit by the shareholders, 
esp^ially when the company is one of 
unlimited liability. 

Numbers of pretty figures are to be .seen 
at our burlesque and other theatres where 
light musical pitwe are performed, and the 
prettier the figures disporting on the stage, 
the larger is the amount of the figures in 
the manager’s bank-book. This ia a fact. 


Cockney Conundrum, 

{My *Arry from Parfifi . ) 

<3‘ Whjr should New Year’s Day be held 
aa a special feast by the supporters of the 
muzzling orcuu ? 

A. Because it’ i the jour <h Zong, 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

“SurrosB I ouaan to turn over a Few Leap 1 I will. Won’t make any Good 

Eesolittions ! ” 


THE BALLAD OF lEUPPINESS TO ORDER. 

JSFow ihia in the road to Hajoinjim-^ye may make full sure of it ^ 

If ye follow the rulee of Tradition in the heart of the people writ 
i’or each mince^pie that the mouthe of men take well and truly in, 

Or ever the New Fear^e day $huU dawn, me happy month they win ; 
Coat-free they may never attain to that which U more than rank and 
wealth, 

Bui against each chmee of Eappineaa they must wager a stake of 
Eealih / 

John Robinson bears him stoutly aa a mam untouched of Fate, 
His glance is Youth, his smile is Joy, and Pride swings in his gait. 
John Robinson bears him lightly as a man who walks on air— 
What is the virtue in him f Wisdom of Bunch, declare 1 
He has won. no soldier’s laurel in the imminenit deadly breach, 
He 1ms saved no drowning tripper off Margate’s desolate beach ; 
He has stirred no soul with music, he has shed no printers’ ink, 
Wherewith the blind should be made to see, or unthinking folk 
to think. 

He has won no love of woman — a thing which is hard to heat 
Pot making a man conduct himself as one who has bought the 
street ; 

He has broken never a record by the might of his body or brain, 
He has broken no shareholders in their simple searc^ for gam ; 
He has not promoted companies, he has made no pile of c^, 
Nor has he climbed or travelled, or achieved a socM splash. 

If ^ has gained no praises, so has he gained no blame. 

Neither by truth nor lying has he made a Wide-world Name.^ 

He has not rowed for Cam bridge, he has stroked no Oxford eight, 


He has not run,” and he has not read,” he is neither good 
nor great ; ^ i 

He has shot no English bison, he has tickled no basking shark, 

In fact, he has done no single thing that is really worth remark ! 

« * * ♦ * * 

Yet does he well to lift a proud, if slightly bilious, eye — ^ 

Has he not wrestled and fought with and conquered his hvelfth 
mince-pie ? 

For this is the road to Happiness, <Sbo. 


SOME SAFE PROPHECIES FOR 1899. 

Novels will be produced at the rate of one a minute, and read 
at the speed of one a year. „ , , , , , , 

Ladies’ fashions will be controlled by the dressmakers, and the 
bills paid under the order of the County Court. 

A new hotel will be^ erected on the sea-shore, and a watering- 
place created to feed it. j - 

Some one will take a theatre, with a capital of three-and-six- 
penoe, and fail to- the tune of twenty shillings in the pound. 

A fair percentage of racegoers will utter an imprecation on 
learning the name of the winner of the Derby. 

The weather will cause some conversation at the Henley 
Regatta and the Botanical Gardens night fete. 

l^veral persons will wish- to hang the Hanging Committee of 
■ -* Academy. 

ord Mayor will entertain all sorts and conditions of men 

at the Mansion House. ^ ^ . xt. i a* 

Various proposals will be made to shorten the long vacation, 

and remain — ^proposals. 
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OXJE BOOKING-OFFICE, 

The Barones assistant has reading Chitrcd: The Siory of 
a Minor Siege (Methuen & Oo.)^ by Sir George S- Robertson, 
K.C.S.I., and reports to his chief: — ^There may be stories of 
heroism and endurance and resource that can match this. I, 
at any rate, know none that can surpass it. For this is, as the 
children say, a real story. The men who figure in its pages, men 
brave as the paladins of romance, are real men, the author him- 
self, Campbell, Gtjrdon, Whitchurch, Harley, Townshbnd. 
and the rest of them. I don’t wish to say anything disrespectful 
about Achilles, Hector, and their companions, but it is certain 
that some of them were selfish, others sulky, and all of them, 
though their courage was unquestionable, bragged intolerably, 
and invariably stopped their warfare to strip their fallen foe of 
his armour. But the Englishmen of whom Sir George Robert- 
son si>eakSj held out against overwhelming odds, inspired their 
dusky soldiery with their own simj^le unfaltering courage, led 
forloim hopes, outwitted oriental wiles, fought like Troians or 
Greeks, and never gave a thought to themselves. It is a noble 
story nobly told, and stirs the reader’s blood like the blast of a 
trumpet. These men were not picked for their task by a careful 
process of selection. Fortuitously brought together when the 
storpi burst upon them, they all seem to have been upheld and 
ennobled by the same spirit of self-abnegation, cheerful devotion 
to duty, and heroic endurance. It gives one a higher sense of 
the greatness of one’s birthright to reflect that they were 
ordinary Englishmen casually ordained to the performance of 
their great task, and fit to carry it through as they did iust be- 
cause they were Englishmen. Fortunately for them, and, above 
all things, fortunately for us, they have had in Sir George 
Robertson a vates sacer admirably equipped for relating their 
story. Sir George is no military dry-as-dust, but a writer with 
a wonderful gift for the simple narrative of brave deeds. His 
writii^ swings along with a gallant movement, entirel:^ in keep- 
ing with the tale it tells. Every scene is so vividly depicted that 
the reader fancies himself present in the fort, listens with a 
breathless anxiety to the strokes of the enemy’s picks in the 
mine, rushes with Harley on his sortie, Or, again, beholds Whit- 
church supporting his stricken comrade, Baird, and stands with 
Sir George beside Baird’s deathbed. It is a splendid book, and 
worthily enshrines a splendid story. 


One of the Baron’s assistants reports as follows : — The Booh \ 
of the “ Cambridge IteAnew ” (Cambridge : Macmillan and 
Bowes), is a selection of prose and verse gathered from the 
columns of the Cambridge ltevieu\ from 1879 up to the present 
year. Such a selection from a University journal^ if it is to 
justify its appearance in book form, must do so by its %'erve, its 
sprightliness, and its fun. These are the qualities traditionally 
associated with University literature of the lighter kind. They 
are to be found — the comparison may be odious, but it is in- 
evitable — ^in JScJioeft from the ^^Oorford Magazine,^* the journal 
which at Oxford holds a position analogous to that of the Beviim’ 
at Cambridge. But in The Book of the Cambridge Beview ” 
these qiialities are, I do not say entirely absent, but certainly 
rare. The reader looks for parody, and he comes upon a solid 
article of useful information on *^Rowing in Greek Triremes.” 
He looks for humour and, lo, he is met with an account of 
“American Universities,” excellent, no doubt, but not humormis. 
This spirit of information at all costs pervades the prose. The 
verse is lighter, but even in the verse there is an absence of the 
true Cambridge sparkle, and the general effect of the little book 
is, I grieve to say. somewhiit atodfjy. I may be toldj of course, 
that I look at it from a wrong point of view, that it does not 
pretend to sparkle or lightness.^ If so, why should it have 
been published at all ? Cambridge can do and has done better 
and more brilliant work than this in the field of light , 
literature. 

Military Dialogues (Sands & Co.), by Lieut.-CoL N. Newnham 
Davtb, are decidedly very amusing, and had the author been 
less conscientious in literally reproducing the language of Private 
Tommy Atkins, the book would have been as irreproachable as 
it is humorous. The dialogues are all short, but those carried 
on by privates, more or less sober, and an occasional sergeant, 
are not particularly sweet. '‘‘A Subaltern’s Court-Martial” 
conveys the notion that every sort of horse-play and tomfooleiy 
has not been banished from the service. ^‘Superannuated” is 
excellent, and there are genuine touches of nature^ in Old 
Soldiers’’ and “Mail Day.” The Baron, being of opinion 
compresmon is the better part of humour, considers all the de- 
scriptions of scene, of “ business,” and of dramatu pernoneef ^ 
considerably too long. The figure on the cover, drawn by R* 
Caton Woodville, is excellent. Tm Baron m B*-W* 
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HOBSON^S CHOICE. 

day, Lieutenant HoIbson, of Santiago fame, kissed 
one hundred and sixty-hve girls m public after his lecture.— 

Young Hobson is the hero of the Merrimac affair 
Which cleaxly demonstrated that he 's pluck enough to snare • 
But a, s things go, he ^11 possibly regret the same exploit, ’ 
When finding that his work's cut out, from Texas to I)etroit. 

The feminine Amurrican en masse has gone for him 
Demanding each a chaste salute^~— was ever such a whim ^ 

The other day eight score went home in patriotic bliss * 

And swearing they will ne'er wash off the Lewtenant's " late 
kiss. 

Whene'er he 's giv'n a lecture, the policemen make a lane. 

And fair enthusiasts rush up their guerdon to obtain 

While homely damsels catch the rage, and won't be left behind * 

It mayn't be quite respectable, but that they do not mind! * 

If this by now is Hobson's choice— this mormonising game 
Of osculating silly girls by thousands into- fame, 

With countless jealous sweethearts he will have to settle scores 
Or wear a mask and muzisle when proceeding out of doors. ’ 

LETTERS TO THE CELEBRATED. 

{From Mr, Punch's Vagrant Conirihttor,) 

To Sir William Haroourt. 

My dear Sir, I wonder if in your pleasant retirement at 
Malwood it IS any satisfaction to you to refiect that you have not 
only created whtit the daily guides of our public opinion call an 
event of the gravest significance, but have also scattered confu- 
sion and dismay through the incoherent mob of disaffected politi- 
cians, so^ of whom it has been your privilege to lead ? for my- 
^If, I think that the satisfaction, if you feel it (and y6u would 
be more than human if you did not), is largely mixed with a i 
genuine ^d painful regret. To see his counsels set at nought, 
his pnnciples derided, to have a pack of inflated mediocrities 
piping at his heels in oKler to drive him into paths which his 
honour and the traditions of his past forbid him to tread, to be 
n^e anewerable for the disappointed ambitions of petty men 
whose jealousies and querulous revilings make life intolerahle, to 
be compelled to assault the disciplined legions of an entrenched 
enemy^ with a rabble, whom it would be affectation to look upon 
as friendlies,’' to have to carry not only the burden of his own 
mistakes, but the accumulated and well-nigh insupportable load 
of the faults of oteers^-that. Sir, would be for any one a terrible 1 
situation. It is in plain words the situation that you have been 
^lled upon to face. And there are circumstances that must ; 
have rendered it in a more' than ordinary sense galling to you. 5 
You are,^ you have always been, a fighter, a burly warrior de- j 
lighting in the clash of arms and the tumult of battle. In im- ] 
agination it was easy to picture you clothed in ponderous mail, j 
and charging on the back of some gigantic heavy-hoofed war- ! 

straight into the serried masse‘s of the foe. Other men i 
might shrink and grow pale, but you knew not fear : you flung ] 
your heart into the centre of the hostile array and followed it ] 
rejoicing. Thus you strove and worked: in good days your ex- j 
ample inspired your people, in adversity your high courage and i 
your skill were at their service to rally them and help them to ] 
pluck success from the overweening confidence of the enemy. i 
And now, old in years, no doubt, but still strong, active and - 
r^ourceful, with all your brilliant record of action bravely car- 
ried out through many tedious years, you find the hearts of your ( 
folk estranged from you and you axe forced to realise that, who- < 
ever henceforth may pluck renown by fighting at their head, you c 
can do so no more, since loyalty and faith, the foundations of all t 
leadership, are lacking. And this must be, as I say, a bitter s 
realisation for you who, having fought a good fight manfully, i 
have yet your share both of the pride and of the sensitiveneiss i 
are proper to strong and manly natures. 3 

How have these things come to pass P The answer is not easy, 1 
but partly, I think, it may be found in the condition of our 3 
national temper. We are passing through a warlike and enthu- ^ 
si^tio phase. We are no longer satisfiM with the inward con- a 
sciousness of power, nor are we content with the serene demean- i 
our that suits that state of mind. Like our new friends, the 
Amerioans, we feel that we must be up and doing, and the louder 3 
o^ doings resound through the world the better are we pleased, t 
No observer can have doubted before tbeir strife with Spain t 
actually broke out that the immeoase majority of the American Is 
people were eager for war, and that, had the war been prevented, f 
they w^d have felt as though they had been defrauded. Too 
long, they seemed to say, have we built up gigantic industrial 



YULE-TIDE VISION. 


Mrs, B. Where have I been? Why, Shopping, ojp course* 
Don't I look like it?" 

Mr, B, “Look like it! Why, you're a Christmas-tebe 

COMPLETE i " 

enterprises, planned railroads, secured fortunes from enormous 

comers," bought and sold and lived and died ingloriously : 

We who make pretence 
At living: on, and wake and eat and sleep, 

And life's stale trick by repetition keep, 

Our fickle permanence 
(A poor leaf-shadow on a brook, whose play 
Of bu&y idlesse ceases with our day) 

Is the mere cheat of sense. 

Thus their hearts seemed to speak, and so they rushed to 
Santiago and laid down their lives. 

JDe nobis fabula. The old watchwords have lost their power. 
Here and there some political hermit still cries out for peace, 
retrenchment and reform, hut few mark him and fewer still 
applaud. We are to paint the map of Africa red; we are to 
maintain the biggest navy in the world, aye, and use it too ; we 
are to stand no' nonsense from German Emperors, from French 
Ministers, from Russian Czars, or from South African Presi- 
dents. Is there a pith-helmeted soldier in sight ? Let us salute 
him with embraces and sentimental songs celebrating tl^ heroic 
prowess and the simple virtues of Tommy Atkins, the numerically 
small hut the eternally irresistible. Are we to enjoy the Christ- 
mas number of an illustrated paper ? Then let it give us, in a 
highly-coloured supplement, at least one lurid picture of battle 
and destruction. And as to the expense, why, the expense be 
—neglected. - 

I am not arguing whether this state of feeling be praiseworthy 
or not. I merely state facts which must be plain even to the least 
observant. But in such an atmosphere youj Sir, are not at your 
ease. Other traditions are yours, other principles have guided you, 
and it may be that you find yourself neither ^sulB&ciently young nor 
sufficiently compliant to trim your sails to this new popularis aura. 
At any rate, you retire from leadership — though I will not take 
it upon myself to prophesy for how long the retirement may last. 
For the political scene shifts with a bewildering rapidity, and 
he would be a hold man who would deny that it is possible for 
you to be flung back, even against your will, to power on some 
wave of indignant protest, whether against high Church ritual or 
against a supposed militarism and a perpetual territorial ex- 
pansion. 

But for the present we bid you farewell — as a leader. That 
your vigorous strength and keen intelligence can ever resign 
themselves to idleness, I for one am not willing to believe. T£s 
truce of parties cannot last, and when the fight begins again, I 
know you will not he absent wherever hard blows are to be struck 
for the, principles with which your life has so far been associated* 
I am, Sir, with all respect, your faithful servant, 

The Vagrant. 
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THECGRAUD TETTITK 

It matters not that people say 
Your Party has no head ; 

And simple trunks with this away 
Are practically dead I” 

Though chiefs are useful things, we know, 
And ’tis with pain we sever, 

Yet such may come and such may go, 

But we roll on for ever I 

It is, of course, a common plan 
For one to take the lead, 

And pointedly conduct the van 
Upon a prancing steed ; 

Yet is he not of any use, 

His raison d^etre is hollow, 

Who cannot, now and then, induce 
The rank and file to follow. 

Now fortunately we possess 
(How seldom this occurs !) 

A singularly level mess 
Of junior officers ; 

The claims of each to rule the rest — 

Some shorter, others longer — 

In strength are equal to the best, 

Or even slightly stronger. 

One holds that Britain’s manly force 
Is undermined by Beer, 

And one would move without remorse 
To purge the bloated Peer ; 

One thinfe the navy ought to cope 
With any sort of crisis ; 

Another planks his final hope 
On peace at famine prices. 

(For me,* I am no man of wrath, 

I own that I should blush 
To go in brogues of breezy cloth 
Tarred with the Tory brush ; 

Some want a man of spirit for 
Diplomacy — I differ, 

I ’d have him made of water or 
Skim-milk, but nothing stiff er.) 

Each for himself and Heaven for all ! 

With such a battle-cry, 

Though here and there a few may fall, 
We cannot wholly die ; 

But when, if ever, we agree 
And join in tuneful chorus. 

Why, then, our unanimity 
Will sweep the field before us ! 

Somewhere, no doubt, eadsts th(* man 
Peculiarly designed 
To lead our lively caravan 
Or else to push behind ; 

He may be turning up to-day, 

This week, or next, or never ; 

But let him come or stay away, 

We still roll on for ever 1 


Mhel “Why, what's the matter, Gertrude?” ♦ “Ther would nerer wrap themRehea in that 

Gertrude. “Oh, nothing. Only Jack and I had a Quarrel the other Day, and filthiest of Tory ragrs, ‘a Rpirited foreign policy-"’ 


I WROTE AND TOLD HIM NEVER TO DARE TO SPEAK OB WRITE TO ME AGAIN, AND THE —iV. SpetMe Wutnm at tha Qmf«ren<e of the 

Wretch hasn’t even wATt the Decency to answer my Letter!” Natio^l Liberal Federation. 


WHAT A MAN PROPOSES. j 
{Fage from a Diary in Gorrmm Form.) 

January 1 . — ^Now I purpose carrying out 
a long-cherished idea. This is the oom- 
mencem-ent of a new year, and I intend 
to record all my thou^ts and the events 
of my life from day to day. Then in times 
to coiBie shall be able to refer hack, and 
not only* see what I was doing from hour 
to hour, hut what I was thinking. This 
will be valuable, not only to myself and 
jnmediate family, but to my remote 
descendants. It may be^that these pages 
now blank, but during the coming three 
hundred andi sirty-five days to- be filled 
with a mass of interesting details, may 


have a part in the creation of history. 
Who knows that this volume may not be 
a very mine of information to some 
Gibbon, Macaulay or Justin McCarthy of 
the future ? Well, to make a commence- 
ment. “V^at did 1 do and think to-day ? 
Why, I had my hair cut, and thought a 
shilling too much when I could! have got it 
done at the stores for sixpence. 

December 31. — Only one entry! The j 
above I Wasted all the rest of the pages I 
And haven’t exactly carried out my ori- 
ginal intention! Well, better luck next 
year I • 

London’s Latest HjBSiXTHFWi* Kdondtke. 

— adder’s Hm. 


A FORECAST. 

Ninety-nine, who in the old year’s wake 
Follow in a never-broken line, 

Come and bring us luck, for pity’s sake, 
Ninety-nine. 

Now with brightest ai:^uriee you shine 
(Ah ! the old year had enou^ of ache) 
Peace you offer us, and hope olvine. 

Yes, but of the promises you make— 
Tell us as we worship at your shrine— 
How many per bundled will you break ? 
-Ninety-nine f 


A Spot to be avoidxd by Eoyad 
Artirlbeymen. — Gunnersbury. 
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HIS FIKST APPEARANCE. 
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SII&.TS OF XHB HIOHTT.— rv. 

A fin© Chair, of doubtful design; originally a 
Lounge. Has been much altered in Government 
offices Hade of Scotch fir, decorated with ** gofer ^ 
wood. Like the Diplomatic Chair (Ko.^, xt ij 
uncomfortable to sit upon. For a ^me at Hertford 
(with ** my uncle ; afterwards at Dublin Castle, 
where it proved usemL 


The Tz-r— I f my peace rescript will end 
in a first-rat© European war. 

The K-s-r — ^Wher© I shall be off to next. 

Emperor of Ch-na-— I f I shall dispose of 
my Aunt. 

Dowager-Empress of Ch-na— If I shall 
^ct rid of my nephew. 

M. E-re— I f I shall have to resign the 
President^ip of the Republic in favour of 
^Marshal of France Dreyfus. 

King of It-uy — ^If I shall make both 
ends meet. 

Prestdent MoK-nl-y — ^I f the British lion 
will take kindly to my tariff scheme. 

The S-lt-n— -I f I shall have a look-in at 
the next meeting of the Concert. 

Marquis of S-l-sb-ry— What I shall do 
with the Colonial Secretary. 

IlT. Hon. J. Ch-mb-ei>n— How I shall 
wake them up at the Foreign Office. 

Kt. Hon. Sir W-bl-m H-ro-t— H ow they 
will get on without me. 

Lord R-s-b-ry— What is my exact posi- 

** Mr. H-nn-k-r H-t-n— W hen Australia 
will come into the Imperial Penny Postage. 

The P-stm-st-r G-n-b-l— I f anything can 
he done towards cheapening National and 
Inte)>Calonial telegraphy. 

Lord K-toh-n-r — ^I f the Gordon College 
at Khartoum will prove mere sucoesstul 
than that started forty-five years ago ; and 

Mr. Punch— I f all the above wonders 
will still be matters of conjecture at the 
end ef the present century. 


SEATS OF THE IMCIGHTY — V. 

V3J). The Woolsack Recreation Chair. 

A veiT distinguished, strong, tough, and rather 
dusty chair, made from the remains of old cases, 
from designs of great antiquity. Its history be- 
gins with the Tichbome trial; since in various 
law offices. 
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READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS) ; OR, GIVING ’EM FITS. 



The Eight Hoh. Sir William Vernon Harootjrt, P.C., M.F. 

Arms : Quarterly ; 1st, On a ship party-coloured, shattered, dismasted and vater-loggcd,^ a crew 
prone to mutiny reguardant in complacence over the side a tried and weather-beaten chief avoirdupois 
proper, incontinently jettisoned without scruple or remorse ; 2nd, On a ground of grievance two tents or 
Achilles freely canvassed in the press, conjoined morly in tension and possibly somewhat overstrained ; 
3rd, A masterly heraldic bouget of finance, charged with a fleece of gold lifted proper from sundry 
millionaires gorged or, collared in transit on the hop ; 4th, On a ground protestant Xensittee a veteran 
campaigner statant single-handed (on his helmet the motto “Ut vemant omnes ! Let ’em all 
come!”) hearing a plume mordant guttle de Tencre transfixing several anglican traitors foxy to the 
last but exposed proper in mummery. Crest: Emergent from a crown of the j^antegenets, amgue- 
elephant or the forest jumbonee, thwarted circumvented and finally ousted with alacrity. {Motto : 
“Contra dexter et audax Skilful and bold in opposition.”) Supporters Jotherwue engaged! 
— ^mainly in accepting resignations by return of post — ^but in place thereof possibly the following will 
answer the purpose) : Dexter, an eminent litt4rateur similarly isolated and unique in courtesy, and 
gratitude, charged with a colossal biography proper; sinister, sm heraldic sun luluois radiant in geniality, 
exen^larilj staunch and filial to the core. Second Motto {Jj^elsh translation^ : Lyddthe ryfiraf, dydd 
yu efl^^r, nod yff y nowydd 1 ” 


side the coast of Spain, softly outlined by 
ring of fairy hills, on which a sun unknown 
to ns pours a flood of rosy light. 

Sit on deck reading Mr. and Mrs. Neville 
Tyson. A clever book rather than a nice 
one. Neville Tyson is the sort of man that 
only a woman armed with blue and red 
chalks, vitriolic flame being easy of access, 
could draw. Her idea of poor harmless 
man is “ a brute with the immortal human 
soul struggling perpetually to be. the brute 
in him supreime and indestructible.” That 
is the nightmare sort of man Mat Sinclair 
imagines, and she has forcibly realised her 
idea. In artistic contrast with Mr. Neville 
Tyson is Mrs. Neville Tyson, the frivolous, 
flirting, outwardly indifferent wife, whO' for 
love of the brute abandons her passionately- 
loved child. Incidentally she loses her 
peerless beauty in saving her husband from 
the fire, which Sark is pleased to reflect, 
must be his everlasting portion. When he 
deserts her a third time she dies. As for 
the paragon of husbands, he falls with his 
face to the foe in the Soudan, and even in 
Drayton Parva, where all things are re- 
membered, his sins are forgotten. ^‘Nay, 
more,” Mat Sinclair writes, with the 
gentle sarcasm that occasionally flashes 
above the blue light of h^ story, “they 
forbear to speak of his wife’s sins out of 
respect of the memory of a brave man.” 

Some more, gentle Mat, please, but 
harp on a pleasanter theme, 

A TRUE PHU^ANTHROPIST. 

[“Many English Vicars hare announced that 
cyclists attending their churches will find plaet^s 
for storing their machines, but a New York clergy- 
man has carried out the brilliant idea of storage lor 
babies.” — Glolfe,] 

Twins 1 0 ye Gods !*— Then groaning, I— 

“ Ah I how much longer will they come ? 
Quot anni, lieu ! tot liheri, 

And lo! the cry is still they come 1 
There’s Katb, Maria, Janb and Jack, 

And now another two of them 

The thing is past a joke.^ Alack I 
Whatever shall I do with them 1 ” 

While brooding thus, I chanced to learn 
About a gentle cleric, a 
Good soul of philanthropic turn, 

Who hails from North America ; 

Ho cares for little infants all, 

The dark, the fair, the carroty, 

The lean, the fat, the groat, the small, 
With all-embracing charity. 


THE BLUE MEDITERRANEAN. 

{Extracts from the Travel Diary of Toly, M.E. ; 

Third.) 

F. <k 0. Mail Steamer Feninsular-^* 
Gibraltar, Friday . — The Member for Sark, 
who once journeyed round the world, 
tells me the thing that stmek him most 
was the way in which pacific England, a 
nation of shopkeepers, ms grabbed all the 
best bits. Sometimes they are big, like 
India, Australasia, Canada, and South 
Africa. Sometimes they are smaH, like 
Hong Kong, Aden, Malta, and Gibraltar. 
But wherever you go, in whichever hemi- 
sphere, North of the Line or South, you 
find the British flag flying at intervals, 
often in quite unexpected placeis. 

“ When I was a boy,” says Sark, “ I used 
to read a book called JSalf JBCours with the 
Best Authors. Consider the universe, and 
you T1 find that England has possessed her- 
self of “Half Hours with the Best Bits.” 

Something particularly audacious, if you 
come to thmk of it, in our position at 


Gibraltar. Here ’s this rock, ultimate acre | 
of Europe to the South-West, apparently | 
especially designed for impr^nable forti- 1 
fication. Its value is multij^ied by the! 
splendid bay in which men-of-wor may 
safely ride at anchor within bail of the 
shore. For centuries the rock flew the flag 
of Imperial Spain. To-day it^ is ours. 
British soldiers garrison it. British j^uns 
perforate its rocky front ; in the bay ndes 
a British fleet^to-day in exceedingly low 
spirits at the collapse of the war-cloud. 

“In a week,” said a gallant Captain, 
with a faraway look in his eyes, turned in 
the direction of Marseilles, “ there wouldn’t 
have been a French war-ship afloat in the 
Mediterranean, and 1 suppose the Channel 
fleet would have looked after them in the 
North, At a pinch we could have man- 
aged both ends.” 

And the good man turned away to hide 
the unbidden tear, 

Saturday . — ^The “blue” Mediterranean 
inky black under a leaden sky. The rain- 
clouds spouting over Africa. On the oilier 


As up-to-date Divines on stump ^ 

Bid cyclists bring their bikes with them, 
Providing rooms where each may pump, 
Clean, oil— do what he likes with them ; 
He bids the mothers come to pray, 

“ And let the infants small come too ! 
The bottled babe, the toddler gay, 

By all means, let ’em all com© too ! 

“Just step in here, and you will sec, 

Upon a glimpse most cursory, 

The vestry makes, you will agree, 

A ouite ideal nursery. 

The little darlings here at large 
May gambol, as is right, together— 

Of course, a curate’s left in charge 
To see they do not fight together.” 

I * 3 tarted up, my beaming face 
No longer like a lemon, I 
Exekimea* “ Behold ! the very place 
For my beloved Gemini! 

I ’ll take them to this good man ; he 
Wfll joyfully receive the brats, 

And then I ’ll dip away, d’you sep ? ^ „ 
i And with the curate leave the brats. 
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After Hacbeth’8 Banquet, 252 
Alfred on Oujtlnion, kbO 
Aller ot Ret*iur, 109 
All for Hit, 82 
Angelina to Mwin, 166 
Anglo-American Vade Mecum (The), 97 
Army idurgeon’H Vade Moouin (The), 89 
As NOW worn ; or, the (jlonw Arbiter of 
Fashion, 93, 202, 216 
At Henley as it is, 4 
At the Bar, 83, 61, 165 
At the Palace, 67 

Aug*^8te and Ludwig, 52, 132, HO, 161, 
209, 240, 204* , . 

Auguste on Aiiglot»»rr(i, 16 
Austiniad (An), 267 

Baohkuui Uncle’s Diary, 112, 123, 186, 
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Bac.k in Berlin, 2H0 
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Ballade of Oouctahui Art (A), 1 
Ballad of napplncHS to Order (The), 803 
Ihsaotiful BuHitmHH for Bisley, 84 
Belgian Whaksjmro /The), 25, 121 
Belle o’ New York Co. (UnUniited), 209 
Blsmantk, 64 

Blossoms at the Ht. .James’s, 179 
Blue MedibUTaneau (Th«4), 800, 310 
Bold Adventure (A), 144 
” Brother O/lIc-erH,’^ 228 
’Bus Driver's Vade Mocum (Thu), 214 
” But still the Douglas is the Theme,” 97 
By the Silvrr Bea, 99 
Caokw Birds, 09 
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Chinese Trouble (Tlnd, 166 
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Comple^ mtr Writer(The), 106, 113, 144, 

Oonfldewtms, 207, 261. 279 
Oonrersations for Cash, 120 
Oo<iuelin <‘eHt n0,” parfaitl 28 
Cowes Week Experience (A), 00 
Criminal Jurisprudence i la Mode, 116 
Culture T. Agriculture, 111 
Cure for the Scorcher (A), 72 
Da»by Jones at Cowes, 49 
Darby Jones considers Mr. Tod Sloan and 
Manchester, 241 

Darbv Jones lam^-nts on the Extinction 

of Stockbridge, 10 

i^^hy Jones leaves li verpool for Derby, 

Darby Jones looks forward to Liverpool, 36 
Darby Jones looks on Good wood, 8f 
Darby Jones on a lamented Death and 
Turf Nomenclature, 73 


Darby Jones on “Bottlers” and Liver- 
pool, 220 

Darby Jones on Doncaster, 117 
Diuby Jones on Land and Sea Racing, 61 
Darby Jones ou lingdold, 281 
Darby Jones on Newmarket, 164 
Darby Jones on Racing Contrasts, 188 
Darby Jones on Racing Contrasts and the 
Ocsarcwitc.h, i7l 

Darby Jones on “ Spi’t Milk,” 216 
Darby Jones on the Harvest of the Turf, 
274 

I >arby Jones on the I^eger, 181 
Darby Jones on the Past Season and the 
“ lllogitimate Game," *66 
Darby Jomm on Turf Ruffianism and the 
Ebor Handicap, 86 
Darby .Jones on Turf Topics, 168 
Darby Junes on Yarmouth and Bloaters, 
137 

Darby Jones resonts an Aspersion on 
Newmarket, &(5., 196 
Darby Jones talks about Sandown and 
the Eclipse Stakes, 16 
Day’s Talk (The), 221 
Depreciations, 270 
Diary of a Succcisful General, 268 
Diary of a Would be Member of Parlia- 
ment, 197 

Diecipline all at Sea, 261 
Dispute (The), 298 

Distittgutshod Women's Husbands, 162 
Doctor's Vlpit (The), 204 
Dramatic Critic in 1832 (A) 286 
Dream Music, 147 
K<!aoRH from Paris, 178 
Ken Briefje, 120 
Emperor’s Journal (The), 196- 
Equality of the Sexes (The), 205 
Bisence of Parliament, 11, 28, 86, 47, 69, 
71,88 

European Disarmament, 148 
Examination Paper & la Mode, 27 
Examination Paper for Travellers, 61 
Feeding up to Date, 87 
Figures 808 
Firttingg,2l 
Flodden Field, 118 
Forthcoming Inventions, 249 
(?)From “Far Cathay,” 76 
From the Seat of War or thereabouts, 108 
Further Rules Regulating the Conduct of 
Barristers, 96 

Futiure Direci^ris Vade Meeum (The), 288 

Ghmh at Drury Lane, 166 

<< God In the Oar” (O^e), 284 

(3k>od Business, 146 

Grand Trunk (Th4 806 

Great Ungagged (The), 282 

Guards of iSght (The), 111 

OulHver the Second. 172 

“ Gyrations of a Genius (The), 101 

Handbook for the Militia, 84 


Hand of Pate (The), 94 
Hemispheres 1 have “extended” over, 13, 
40 

Hero’s Progress (The), 198 

Het Nieuws van den dag, 129 

Historical Exaininatioxx Paper, 61 

Hobson’s Choice, 806 

Home for the Holidays, 16 

House versus Grouse, 68 

How 10 “ Run •’ Egypt, 193 

How to write a Christmas Annual, 266 

H.R.H., 42 

Humorist and the Hohenzollem, 148 

“ Hurt that Honour feels ” (The), 210 

Ideal Holiday (The), 42 

Idyllic island (an), H8 

I guess that ’s so, 246 

In Defence of Conventionality, 239 

Indian Rising in the U.S.A., 184 

In Future, 275 

Intellectual Ten (The), 267 

Inte-esting Pap rue «An). 161 

“ In the Bay of Biscay— oh ! ” 287 

Jaded Jester in August (The), 73 

Kihmet, 88 

Kitchener, 293 

Jjaht Shift (The), 191 

Law of Chance (The), 158 

Iwegal “ Notes, ’ 46 

Le Monde oh I’on s’affiche, 69, 78, 90, 102, 
124 

L3 Sport, 166 

“ Ijetters may be addressed here," 141, 156 
Letters to the Celebrated, 305 
Lost Art (The), 220 
Lymph-on-the-Oonscience, 54 
Mad Mullah Interviewed (The), 297 
Manoeuvres of Jones at the Haymarket, 
217 

Manx, 276 

Marchand Report (The), 186 
Merry Christmas <A), 294 
Millennium up to Date (The), 1 
Misconstruction, 221 
Mis6ricorde! 181 
Modem Rfthearsal (A), 294 
Morte d'Harcourt, 291 
Mournful Numbers, 281 
M.P. s Lament (The), 17 
Mr. Peeps’ Diary at Henley, $ 

Mr. Punch's Dreyfus Dictionary, 179 
Mr, Punch the Prophet, 194 
Mystery of a Handsome Cad, 266 
New B.A. (The), 70 
New Diplomacy (The), 281 
New Guv nor (The), 248 
New Philanthropic Society (A), 211 
Next Temperance Movement (The), 138 
Nicotme, 114 

No Baldhead^ need apply ! 27 
Notes from a Stage Shooting-Box, • 

Of course, 218 

“ Oh, would I were a Bird I ” 178 


Old Age Pensions, 29 
Operatic Notes, 4, 21, SO, 41 
Ostend, 77, 96 

Our Booking-Office, 1, 17, 29, 37, 68, 64, 
81. 96, 109, 132, 183, 145, 167, 169, 192, 
201, 205. 283, 245, 263, 269, 288, 292, 304 
Our Children's Corner, 169 
Oxford in the Vac., 153 
Oxford 2000 A.D., 298 
Pace “ Pax Britannica," 262 
Perlidious Gaul, 225 
Philoseme lotisiscomistographists, 1 71 
“ Please to remember the Ninth of No- 
vember, ’ 227 
Polite Education (A), 95 
Professional Bridesmaid (The), 61 
Progress of the War, 11 ^ 

Promoter's Vade Meeum (The), 87 
Public Benefactor (A), 263 
Put to the Test, 177 

Qdestions and Answers for a Mere Man, 
106 

Quite the Cheese ; or. Snapshots at .Edam, 
138 

Rather Disconcerting, 299 
Resolutions, 183 
Return (The), 191 
Riverie (A), 89 

Sara Bernhardt’s Trip to India, 229 
Scene in Court,” 29 
Schoolgirl Abroad (The), 63 
Should Husbands Work ? 108 
Siloino’s Warning, 9 

“ Small by degrees, and beautifuliv Jess,” 
7 

Snapshots from the East, 282, 244 
Social Whirl (The), 5 
Some Christmas Presents, 300 
Some Safe Prophecies for i899, 303 
Songs for the Nation, 76 
Son of Heaven discusses his Aunt, 174 
Spies ; an Incident of 98 (The), 288 
Sportive Songs 22, 82, 84, 99, 297 
Suggestion for Lloyd’s (A), 107 
Sultan and the Traveller (The), 219J 
Tax-Collector (The), 202 
Terrible Adventure (A), 45 
That Bicycle Lamp, 45 
37th Field Battery R.A. at Omdumian, 192 
“ Those that live in glass houses—,” 222 
Tip for the Tripper (A), 3 
Tips for Travellers, 63, 85 
To a Fond Mamma, 2t0 
To a Scion of the “Swiss Family R” — 
ougement, 174 
To Brighton in an Hour, 180 
To Charwomen, i62 
To Middelkerke, 136 
To my Pipe, 107 
To Phyllis, 800 
To the Pipe-r, 119 
To the Sea-Serpent, 192 
To W. G., 16 
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Treasury of Knowledge (The), 77 
Trials of a Bloodhound, 180 
True Philanthropist (A), 3] 0 
Umbrella-Maker and the Barometer 
(The), 185 

Unfortunate Morning (An), 277 
Up for the Cattle Show, 274 
Veldt Want (A), 268 
Verses for a Psalter, 129 
Very difficult Profession (A), 149 
Vive la V6rit6 I 160 
Vixi puellis nuper idoneus, 144 
Vox Stellai-um, 145 
Waiting, 173 
Warning Word (A), 208 
Way to be a Policeman (The), 29 
Weatherwise. 141 
! What a Man Proposes, S06 
! When the Police get the Telephone, 264 
“Wednesday, Nov. SO, St. Andrew,' 273 
I Wilhelmina, Queen of the Netherlands, 114 
With Margaret at Margate, 142 
Wonders of the New Year, 309 
Yellow Jack, 201 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

“Advance, Australia 1” 31 
Bismarck, 66-67 
Business resumed, 151 
Doctrine and Practice, f 5 
“Doth not a Meeting like this make 
V’ Amends !“ 247 
“Dreaming True,” 271 
1899— His First Appearance, 307 
Fixture (A), 236 
“ Plor de Cuba ! ” 43 
Friendly Proposal (A), 115 
Khartoum, 126, 127 
Marches 1 Marchand ! 163 
“Men were Deceivei s ever ! ” 2/ 9 
New Star of India (The), 79 
, Ninety in the Shade—not out, 103 
On the Brink, 199 
Our Masters’ Masters, 7 
Peace— and Alter? 11 
“Pinned!” 19 

“ Piping Times of Poa<je ! ” 283 
Quit!— pro Quo? 187 
Beady for Anything ! 223 
Slave of Duty (The), 189 
Sold! 176 

Under the Mistletoe, 21 5 
Welcome ! 211 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Abandoned Bills, 26 
Advertisement Boards on a House, 268 
Afrikander’s Present to John Bull, 278 
Alpine Climbing in the Strand, 105 
American Tourist’s Favourite View, 121 
America offers Cuba to Spain, 182 
Anti-Anarchist Bouih-proof Ruler, 203 
’Arriet and the Bee, 26 
’Arriet’s Name for our Artist, 274 
'Arry learning Horsemanship, 191 
'Arry on Norwegian Stoikjerre, 76 
Australian Nairn al History Marvels, 190 
Baby’s Point of Conscience, 132 
Bachelor dining at Club, 168 
Bad Year for Mushrooms (A), 107 
Bath-Chair Racing, 57 
Better Judgment of Paris (The), 280 
Bicycle Collision, 86 
Bicycling over the Alps, 13 
Billie's Stockings without Feet, i91 
Bill's Definition of a Prodigal, 70 
Bismarck and Dr, Johnson, 146 
Blonde originally a Bnmette, 186 
Bloodhounds and Police, 160 
Bluejacke^ Boy, and Commander, 95 
Boarding-School “ Crocodile ” (The), 84 
Boating Man's Big Dinner, 54 
Boating Scene at Henley, 15 
Boatmen’s Seaside Dialogue , ) 7 
Bobby’s Birds’-nesting, 174 
Bobby’s Satisfactory Meal, 222 
Booth in the Wild West (A), 241 
Borrowing a Friend’s Bicycle, 209 
Boxing Street Thieves, 189 
Boy and Tied-up Fowl, 123 

Britannia's Dancing i’artners, 122 
Cabby navigating ime Ark, 196 
Cab-runner and the Washing, 264 
Cab Tout and Cabman, 267 
Cannoning on Hunting Field, 304 
Cartridges without Shot, 201 
Celestial Waltzing and “Reversing,” 60 
Charles the Second and Cromwell, 47 
** Charley’s Aunt" in Greek, 220 
Chemical Baker’s shop (The), 133 
Children going to Bed^JS 
Chinese h mperor and Dowager, 168 
^inese Potentate and Belgium, 108 
Christmas Contrasts, 802 
Christmas Shopping, 265 
Civic Festivities in Prehistoric Times, 226 
Clergyman getting rather Bald, 16 


Concertina Jury-Box, 85 
Conductor and Swell on 'Bus, 2C9 
Coster Guards (The), 130 
Countrymen discussing Politics, 40 
Cow and the G( If-Ball, 2t8 
Crocodiles applying at the Zoo, 246 
Cultured Niece’s Literature (A), 204 
Cyclist and Rural Policeman, 147 
Cyclist and Steep Hill, 49 
Cyclist meeting French Dog, 78 
Cyclist on Horseback, 177 
Cyclist's Hunting Boots (A), £37 
Death and the Vaccination Bill, 88 
Design for an Umbrella Handle, 208 
Dialogue on an Atlantic Liner, 27 
Dicky’s Dead Crab, 185 
Dirty Sailor’s Sentence (A), 179 
Discussing Gold Mine Shares, 30 
Discussing Hunting Woman’s Age, 244 
Doctor guessing Conundrums, 118 
Domestic Applicant and Suburban Lady, 
289 

Dougal’s Opinion of Champagne, 208 
Drawing a Seaman’s Tooth, 275 
Driving a Phaeton into the Sea, 46 
Duchess and the Scullery-maid, 243 
Dutch Peasants and Canal Boat, 102 
Efiie and the Plum Cake, 58 
Electric Link Boy (An), 229 
Emperor Crusader and Saladm, 170 
Equestrian out House-hunting, 183 
Exchanged Dogs at Railway Station, 249 
Falling among the Hounds, 281 
Feeding Pigeons at Venice, 265 
Flourishing Brother (A), 76 
Flower-seller (A\ 186 
Fox’s Neck in a String, 297 
Framework of a New Horse, 207 
French and English at Ostend, 112 
Gentleman’s Fashion Paper (A), 37 
Grace’s Fiftieth Year, 14 
Grandpapa’s Long Eyebrows, 29 
Golfer and the Donkey, 252 
Golfer and Tinker, 24 
Golfer explains what a Caddie is, 203 
Golf— Fore and Aft, 216 
Grenadiers’ Boots (The), 177 
Groom and Cantering Mistress, 10 
Groom and Pony at Show, 81 
Grouse and ill-omened Twelith, 64 
Guy Pox’s Day, 216 
Harlequin Ohamherlain's Trick, 290 


Home Markets Illustrated, 166, 193, 263 
Hornpipe at Peking (The), 106 
Horses in the Paddock, 184 
How many Stairs Grandma Jumps, 2S9 
Hunting Lady asking for Biidge, 228 
Hunting Man on the Turnips, 261 
Hunting Tod-Sloan Fashion, 282 
Hypnotic Steam-boat Steward, 214 
Indignant Gillie and Londoner, 2z5 
Intoxicated Butler's Excuse, 292 
Invaders of the Soudan, 142 
Irish “Boots” disturbing Visitor, tS 
Irish Guide and Tourist, 159 
Irish Labourer in the Mortar, 280 
Irving and Toole convalescent, £65 
Jack Frost's First Appearance, 267 
Jam on Tommy’s Cheek, 61 
John Bull and Cecil Rhodes, 98 
John Morley, Gladstone’s Biographer, £05 
Jones Honeymooning in Paris, 129 
Key of the Safe (The), 169 
Kruger down in his Luck, 163 
Labourers who rescued the Beer, 195 
Lady Bore’s Refreshment (A), 171 
Lady District Visitor (A), 157 
Lady engaging Cook, 268 
Lady engaging New Housemaid, 39 
Lady like a Cnristmas Tree, 305 
Lady listening to Mr. Borehtim, 270 
Lady objects to ill-natured Gossip, 301 
Lady Quarrels with Sweetheart, 806 
Lady Theosophist and Fnend, 146 
Lady who loves Lord’s, 9 
Lame Bicycle (A), 141 
Laundress Herschell’s American Ties, 249 
Lieutenant at Speaking-Tube, 119 
Little Boy’and Plum-pudding, 270 
Little Dorothy on being Kissed, 246 
Little Doveleigh Trespassing, 221 
Little Girl and Bulldog’s Teeth, 144 
Little Major at Yeomanry Ball, 278 
Little Man mounting Tall Horse, 266 
Little Simpson at a Concert Crush, 42 
Loafer and Dressmg-hag, 231 
Mabel on Bird-shooting, 73 
Madge and George Washington, 148 
Maid and Mistress’s Key, 294 
Maid repeats Visitor’s remark, 287 
Maisie and the Pug-dog, 17 


Major Esterhazy’s Disguises, 168 

Making a Bicycle, 113 

Marriage Lines of Two Railways, 86 










V 

I « 








[December 31 , 1893 . 


Master Tommy and Bathing Woman, 124 
Member for a Goose Club, 219 
Messenger and a Separation Order, 11 
M.F.H’s New Horse, 148 
Millionaire’s Cellars ^’ull of Pictures, 111 
Miss Gushington’s Pits of Giddiness, 234 
Miss Nimrod’s First Shooting, 82 
Mistress and Dressy Servant, 261 
Mistress and Servant early marketing, 64 
“ Mr. Beresford," Chinese Traveller, 74 
Mr. Borecastle’s Tedious Tale, 100 
Mr. Dabbles and the Sketching Club, 109 
Mr. Punch and American Ambassador, 96 
Mr. Punch’s Prophetic Cartoon, 1 P 4 
Mrs. Mumble and Flippant Gent, 99 
’ Muscovite “ W. G.” (The), 89 
Nervous Sportsman’s Rabbit-shooting, 276 
New Colt’s Character (The), 2(8 
New Curate and Deaf Countryman, 3 
Noble Company Directors, 62 
North and South Poles (The), 69 
Nuisances in London, 181 
Old Dame and Lady Visitor, 167 
Old Gent and Board School Child, 5 
Old Gent bitten by Dog, 114 
Old Gent’s Ornamental Butter, 162 
Old Lady and Donkey-boys, 83 * 

One of War’s Compensations, 21 
One Plain Man criticises Another, 198 
Parliamentary Stars, 28G 
Parson and his Man-of.a.ll-work, 62 
, Picture framed with Ground Glass, 238 
Playing at Sheep and Lions, 101 
Playing Polo with Raw Ponies, 28 
Ploughman and the Motor-car, 263 
Pudgson’s Cub-hunting on Fnot, 180 
Policeman’s Foot-warmer, 277 
Preferring a Partner with Moustache, 800 
Prehistonc Fashoda, 178 
Prince George at Crete. 24i 
“IMvate Secretary” at Foreign Ofllce, 94 
Professionalsapplying for Apartments, 261 
Promenade Concerts and Smoke, 181 
Provincial and London Actors, 282 
Putt ng a “ Monkey" on a Racer, 131 
Punchand Superannuated Bill Sticker, 260 
Race-starter’s Difficulty (A), 137 
Ready-made Coats-of-Anns, 164, 166, 238, 
250, 310 

Resolutions on New Year’s Eve, 503 
Result of Careless Bill-imstlng, 210 
Return of the German Troubadour, 251 
Richmond attacking Smoke, 262 
Rising Watering-place (A), 70 
Rival Romeos (The), 298 
Room-full of Awfully Clever People, 156 
EutHans introduced to the Oat, 1x0 
Saddle on the Wrong Way, 41 
Sailor before Fleet Surgeon, 22 
Salesman and Gentlemen’s Ties, 45 
Salisbury and Open Door, 23 
Salisbury and the l^honograph, 200 
Salisbury, the Mysterious Minister, 2 
Scotch Fisher’s Special Fly, 172 
Sea-serpent’s Lament, 156 
Seaside in the Back Garrlen, 69 
Seaside in Winter (The), 117 
Seats of the Mighty. 277, 289, 309 
Shakspeare on Mr. John Hare, 1 
Sir Charles’s Noisy Bicycle, j 8 
Smelling River m Normandy, 188 
Smoky Thames (The), 134 
Snooks at the Seaside, 87 
Soldier walking with Sweetheart, 37 
South Atrican Smith6eld Show, 253 
SiKirtsman going out Shooting, 240 
Sportsman peppering Keeper, 192 
Sportsman staling Cattle, 97 
Stout Lady's Corsets, 173 
Stout Rider and Pony, 213 
Sultan and Germ^ Emperor, 21$ 

Sunday Music, 244 

Swell’s Guess at Composer’s Name, 227 
Swell's Tipping at Country Houses, 0 
Swell, Street-boy, and Baby, 202 
Telling Fibs in a Drawing-room, 120 
Temperance Orator’s Hands (A), 150 
Thomas and Press Bazaar Purchases 4 
'Tom and Mademoiselle at Ost«nd, (3 
Tommyand Papa’s Indigestion, 149 
Tom's Reason for catching a Cold, 299 
Tourist and Potato-digger, 220 
Traveller’s Safe Jewefxranstt, 193 
Two Girls discussing Juliet, 20 
Two Ijady Friends meeting, 285 
Two Yachtsmen and a Drink, 51 
Uncle Sam and Hawaii, 22 
Unsuccessml Shooting Party, 155 
“ Valet of the Nile” (The), 217 
Vicar n Wife and Female Parishioner, 257 
Volunteers and Paric Owner, 165 
Waiter and Fried Soles, 84 
Weeing Maigery’s Pockethandkerchief, 
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Young Ladies stopped by a Rough, 300 
Young I»ady s Xiove for the OountiY» 215 
Young Lady on Dog*shows, X35 
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